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‘The  book  is  throughout  one  of  the  cleverest,  and  freshest,  and  funniest  books  of  travel 
ever  written.  The  key  of  humour  is  struck  in  Miss  Duncan’s  first  page,  and  the  fun  never 
flags  to  the  last.  A  hook  containing  hundreds  of  such  things  needs  no  recommendation  in 
the  holiday  season,  or  any  other.’ — Scottish  Leader. 

‘  A  bright  and  pleasant  book.  .  .  .  We  have  not  seen  for  a  long  time  any  sketches  more 
truly  artistic,  more  picturesque,  more  lifelike,  more  delicately  humorous,  more  full  of  touches 
and  tones  of  beauty.  .  .  .  The  whole  impresses  the  reader  as  a  pleasant  enterprise  out  of 
which  has  come  a  pleasant  rtcord.' — Daily  News. 

‘  The  reader  who  does  not  have  “  a  good  time  ”  over  “  A  Social  Departure  ”  must  have  a 
blunted  appreciation  of  fun  and  pluck.  There  is  not  a  dull  page  in  it.  .  .  .  The  story  is  told 
w  ith  wonderful  dash  and  cleverness ;  and  the  illustrations  are  as  good  as  the  text.’ — Scotsman, 

‘It  is  a  long  time  since  anj  thing  so  freshly  and  brightly  written  has  co  ne  into  our 
hands.  .  .  .  An  amazingly  original  book.  ...  It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  there  is  not  a 
single  dull  page  in  it.’ — World. 

‘  It  is  because  Miss  Duncan  has  written  what  most  of  us  like  to  read  that  we  admire 
her  book  so  much.  ...  It  seems  to  us  more  than  likely  that  this  volume  will  become  one  of 
the  books  of  the  season.’ — Whitehall  Review. 

‘That  delightfully  refreshing  book,  “A  Social  Departure”  .  .  .  amusing  and  withal 
instructive.  .  .  .  There  is  not  a  dull  page  in  the  whole  book.’— Woman. 

‘Globe-trotting,  undertaken  in  a  novel  manner,  and  with  a  cargo  of  excellent  spirits,  is 
the  foundation  on  which  rests  the  fascinating  volume  entitled”  A  Social  Departure.”  .  .  . 
The  story  is  told  in  the  raciest  style,  and  possesses  the  sovereign  recommendation  of  not 
including  a  dull  page.  ...  It  is  profusely  illustrated.’ — Daily  Telegraph. 

‘  The  narrative  of  a  real  journey,  as  interesting  and  instructive  as  any  we  remember 
reading.  ...  It  is  impossible  to  read  more  than  a  page  of  this  delightful  book  without 
coming  upon  something  that  calls  up  a  broad  smile,  if  not,  indeed,  a  hearty  laugh.’ — Glasgow 
Herald. 

‘  One  of  the  brightest  and  most  readable  books  of  the  season.  ...  A  thoroughly  uncon¬ 
ventional  and  delightful  book.’ — Court  Journal. 

‘  This  is  about  the  most  charming  book  of  travels  it  has  been  our  good  fortune  to  come 
across.’— Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

‘  The  characters  of  the  two  girls  are  not  only  attractively  drawn,  but  their  individuality 
is  well  and  carefully  sustained ;  the  illustrations,  which  are  for  the  most  part  very  clever, 
skilfully  bearing  out  the  text.  .  .  .  Tnere  is  a  stream  of  fun  running  through  the  entire 
volume,  rarely  forced,  and  often  decidedly  amusing.’ — Athenaeum. 

‘  This  charming  volume.  ...  No  greater  treat  could  we  bespeak  for  all  who  in  this  sorry 
world  love  at  times  to  be  amused  as  well  as  interested  than  the  perusal  of  “  A  Social 
Departure.”  ’ — Toronto  Globe. 

‘In  the  way  of  a  holiday  book,  full  of  the  most  delightful  humour,  set  off  with 
Innumerable  charmingly  picturesque  touches,  and  illustrated  with  singular  felicity,  we 
do  not  remember  to  have  encountered  for  a  good  many  years  anything  quite  so  fresh  and 
enticing  as  this  altogether  unconventional  volume.’— Times  of  India. 

‘  The  book  is  fascinating  from  cover  to  cover.  It  reads  like  a  fairy-tale,  only  the  fairies 
are  real  and  the  story  is  true.’ — Atalanta. 

‘  Readers  will  be  at  a  loss  whether  most  to  admire  the  charming  descriptions  or  the  clever 
style  to  be  found  in  this  notable  book  of  travel.  ...  The  volume  is  full  of  countless  good 
things,  bright,  clever,  fanciful,  and,  once  read,  never  to  be  forgotten.’ — Northern  Whig. 

‘  Here  is  the  most  amusing  record  of  “  globe-trotting  ”  that  has  yet  been  penned  in 
English.  ...  It  is  fresh,  sparkling,  and  feminine.’ — Scots  Observer. 

‘  There  are  few  readers  blessed  with  any  sense  of  humour  who  will  not  be  delighted  with 
this  bock.  The  East,  whether  China,  Japan,  or  India,  is  sketched  from  a  thoroughly 
feminine  as  well  as  humorous  point  of  view.’ — Morning  Post. 

London :  CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  214  Piccadilly,  W. 


OPINIONS  OF  THE  PRESS 

ON 

AN  AMERICAN  GIRL  IN  LONDON. 

By  SABA  JEANNETTE  DUNCAN. 

With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6 d. 

‘“An  American  Girl”  is  full  of  humorous  observation  and  pleasant  fun.  Miss  Duncan 
is  known  to  English  readers  as  the  author  of  the  brightest,  merriest  book  of  travel  that  has 
appeared  for  many  a  long  day.  This  book  has  the  same  constant  flow  of  good  spirits.  Her 
observations  upon  the  things,  the  persons,  the  manners,  and  above  all  the  women  she  sees 
are  delightfully  fresh,  keen,  instructive,  and  amusing.  .  .  .  This  is  admirably  done,  and 
the  book  ought  to  be  read  by  everyone  who  can  enjoy  a  good-humoured  satirical  exposure  of 
our  peculiarities.’ — Scotsman. 

‘  The  “  American  Girl's”  impressions  of  London  and  the  people  she  met  there  are  written 
with  a  graceful  badinage  and  a  genial  satire  which  are  very  attractive.  .  .  .  The  book  is 
characterised  by  evidences  of  acute  power  of  observation  and  by  a  bright,  fresh,  lively  style.’ 

Vanity  Fair. 

‘  “  An  American  Girl  ”  is  one  long  sweet  smile.  It  breaks  into  chuckles  here  and  there  ; 
it  becomes  the  sardonic  grin  here  and  there  ;  but  in  one  form  or  another  it  is  full  of  laughter 
which  does  good  to  man’s  soul,  from  beginning  to  end.  For  her  bright  and  charming  book 
we  are  exceedingly  grateful.’ — Granta. 

‘  The  book  is  thoroughly  fresh  and  amusing,  and  affords  some  very  pleasant  reading.’ 

Graphic. 

‘This  is  a  very  entertaining  account  of  England  from  a  visitor’s  point  of  view.’ 

Spectator. 

‘It  is  a  book  to  be  read —lively,  shrewd,  and  humorous.’— St.  James’s  Gazette. 

‘  “  An  American  Girl  ”  comes  upon  us  with  a  delightful  freshness.  The  writer,  a  clever 
young  Canadian  lady,  possesses  a  keen  sense  of  the  humorous,  a  ready  wit,  and  a  ready  pen, 
and  her  descriptions  have  all  the  charms  of  actuality,  accentuated  by  the  power  of  recognising 
and  reproducing  the  fun  which  underlies  even  the  most  solemn  of  society  functions.  The 
book  is  one  of  great  freshness  and  piquancy — one  of  the  brightest  books  of  the  season. 

Court  Journal. 

An  American  Girl  ”  is  quite  the  best  book  about  London  society,  its  manners  and 
customs,  that  we  have  read.  Lady  Torquilin  is  a  delightful  and  lovable  old  lady,  and  Miss 
Peter  Corke  is  a  very  entertaining  and  witty  individual.  This  is  certainly  a  book  to  read.’ 

The  Lady. 

‘  With  admirable  humour  and  archness  the  “  American  Girl  ”  relates  all  that  befell  her 
during  her  stay  in  London.  .  .  .  Lively,  rattling,  full  of  good  spirits  and  good  taste,  there  is 
not  a  dry  page  in  the  book.  It  is  interspersed  with  abundance  of  illustrations,  the  humour 
of  which  adds  distinctly  to  the  zest  of  the  text.’ — Scottish  Leader. 

‘  A  clever  and  lively  book,  showing  that  the  writer  retains  the  stock  of  spirits  of  which 
she  had  such  abundance  when  she  made  “A  Social  Departure.”  .  .  .  The  writer  is  a  shrewd 
observer,  and  satirises,  with  much  liveliness  and  considerable  truth,  Londoners  and  London 
ways.’  —  Athknasum. 

‘  In  “  An  American  Girl  ”  Miss  Duncan  makes  fun,  smartly  yet  good-naturedly,  of 
English  ways.  Her  clever  sketch  of  what  a  Chicago  girl  thought  and  saw  duriDg  a  Loudon 
season  is  distinctly  amusing.  She  is  very  observant,  and  her  descriptions  are  fair  as  well  as 
lively ;  and  there  is  a  humour  and  freshness  about  her  book  that  is  entertaining — and  some¬ 
thing  more.’ — Anti-Jacobin. 

‘  Miss  Duncan’s  book  contains  numerous  good  sketches  of  life  in  London,  and,  besides 
being  distinctly  fresh  and  lively  in  style,  is  adorned  by  some  vivacious  pictures.’ — Daily 
Telegraph. 

‘One  of  the  brightest  books  we  have  read  for  some  time.  The  sketches  are  full  of 
humour,  and  it  is  a  humour  which  has  the  very  rare  quality  of  being  quite  kindly.  Miss 
Duncan’s  portraits  of  typical  English  girls  are  quite  wonderful  in  their  accuracy.  The  book 
is  racy  and  entertaining  from  beginning  to  end.’— Western  Daily  Mercury. 

‘Remarkably  entertaining,  bright,  and  interesting.’ — Glasgow  Herald. 

‘  It  is  not  very  often  that  a  reviewer  comes  across  so  bright  and  charming  a  book  as  “  An 
American  Girl.”  .  .  .  She  records  her  observations  with  delightful  humour,  good  temper,  and 
perfect  fairness.  The  characters  are  described  with  truth  and  clearness.  It  is  a  brilliant 
book,  and  deserves  to  be  read  widely.’ — Speaker. 

‘  The  present  volume  displays  Miss  Duncan’s  charming  gifts  perhaps  to  even  more  per¬ 
fection  than  did  “  A  Social  Departure.”  .  .  She  must  be  congratulated  on  being  fortunate  in 
creating  a  volume  which  will  add  lustre  to  her  name,  while  it  will  doubtless  be  very  widely 
read  on  account  of  its  humorous  and  taking  qualities.’ — The  Week. 

‘  The  book  is  very  lightly  and  pleasantly  written.’ — Guardian. 

*  The  author  of  “  A  Social  Departure”  is  certainly  to  be  congratulated  on  having  written 
another  book  quite  equalling  her  first  .  .  .  The  story  is  as  full  of  genuine  humour  as  her 
last,  and  it  really  is  a  pleasure  to  come  across  a  book  that  is  so  brimful  of  sunshine.  .  .  .  “  An 
American  Girl  ”  is  an  exhilarating  book,  it  is  so  entirely  fresh  and  unconventional.’ 

Woman. 

London  :  CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  214  Piccadilly,  W 
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THE  SIMPLE  ADVENTURES 


OF  A 


M  EMSAHIB 


CHAPTER  I 


ELEN  FRANCES  BROWNE  was  formerly  a  Miss 


Peachey.  Not  one  of  the  Devonshire  Peacheys — they 
are  quite  a  different  family.  This  Miss  Peachey’s  father  was  a 
clergyman,  who  folded  his  flock  and  his  family  in  the  town  of 
Canbury  in  Wilts,  very  nice  people  and  well  thought  of,  with 
nice,  well-thought-of  connections,  but  nothing  particularly 
aristocratic  amongst  them,  like  the  Devonshire  Peacheys,  and 


no  beer. 


The  former  Miss  Peachey  is  now  a  memsahib  of  Lower 
Bengal.  As  you  probably  know,  one  is  not  born  a  memsahib  ; 
the  dignity  is  arrived  at  later,  through  circumstances,  processes, 
and  sometimes  through  foresight  on  the  part  of  one’s  mamma. 
It  is  not  so  easy  to  obtain  as  it  used  to  be.  Formerly  it  was  a 
mere  question  of  facilities  for  transportation,  and  the  whole 
matter  was  arranged,  obviously  and  without  criticism,  by  the 
operation  of  the  law  of  supply.  The  necessary  six  months’ 
tossing  fortune  in  a  sailing  ship  made  young  ladies  who  were 
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willing  to  undertake  it  scarce  and  valuable,  we  hear.  We 
are  even  given  to  understand  that  the  unclaimed  remnant,  the 
few  standing  over  to  be  more  deliberately  acquired,  after  the 
ball  given  on  board  for  the  facilitation  of  these  matters  the 
night  succeeding  the  ship’s  arrival  in  port,  were  held  to  have 
fallen  short  of  what  they  reasonably  might  have  expected.  But 
that  was  fifty  years  ago.  To-day  Lower  Bengal,  in  the  cold 
weather,  is  gay  with  potential  memsahibs  of  all  degrees  of  attrac¬ 
tion,  in  raiment  fresh  from  Oxford  Street,  in  high  spirits,  in 
excellent  form  for  tennis,  dancing,  riding,  and  full  of  a  charmed 
appreciation  of  the  ‘  picturesqueness  ’  of  India. 

Thev  come  from  the  East  and  from  the  West,  and  from 
school  in  Germany.  They  come  to  make  the  acquaintance  of 
their  Anglo-Indian  fathers  and  mothers,  to  teach  the  Bible  and 
plain  sewing  in  the  zenanas,  to  stay  with  a  married  sister,  to 
keep  house  for  a  brother  who  is  in  the  Department  of  Police. 
In  the  hot  weather  a  proportion  migrate  northward,  to  Darjiling 
or  Simla,  in  the  Hills,  but  there  are  enough  in  our  midst  all 
the  year  round  to  produce  a  certain  coy  hesitancy  and  dalliance 
on  the  part  of  pretending  bachelors,  augmented  by  the  considera¬ 
tion  of  all  that  might  be  done  in  England  in  three  months’ 
£  privilege  ’  leave.  Young  Browne  was  an  example  of  this. 
There  was  no  doubt  that  young  Browne  was  tremendously 
attracted  by  Miss  Pellington — Pellington,  Scott  and  Co.,  rice 
and  coolies  chiefly,  a  very  old  firm — down  from  the  Hills  for  her 
second  cold  weather,  and  only  beginning  to  be  faintly  spoilt, 
when  it  so  happened  that  his  furlough  fell  due.  He  had  fully 
intended  to  ‘  do  Switzerland  this  time,’  but  Canbury,  with  tennis 
every  Wednesday  afternoon  at  the  Rectory k  and  Helen  Peachey 
playing  there  in  blue  and  white  striped  flannel,  pink  cheeks  and  a 
sailor  hat,  was  so  much  more  interesting  than  he  had  expected  it  to 
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Just  at  first,  young  Browne  did  not  quite  know  which  he 
appreciated  most,  Helen  who  poured  it  out,  or  the  neat  little 
maid  in  cap  and  apron  who  brought  it  in — it  was  so  long  since 

b  2 


be,  that  Switzerland  was  gradually  relegated  five  years  into  the 
future.  After  tennis  there  was  always  tea  in  the  drawing-room, 
and  Helen,  in  the  pretty  flush  of  her  exertions,  poured  it  out. 


‘GOT  MIDDLE-AGED  LADIES  OF  WILTSHIRE  CUPS  OF  TEA’ 
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lie  had  seen  tea  brought  in  by  anything  feminine  in  cap  and 
apron  ;  but  after  a  bit  the  little  maid  sank  to  her  proper  status 
of  consideration,  and  Helen  was  left  supreme.  And  Helen 
Peachey’s  tennis,  for  grace  and  muscularity,  was  certainly  a  thing 
to  see,  young  Browne  thought.  She  played  in  tournaments 
while  he  stood  by  in  immaculate  whites  with  an  idle  racquet, 
and  got  middle-aged  ladies  of  Wiltshire  cups  of  tea ;  but  she 
was  not  puffed  up  about  this,  and  often  condescended  to  be  his 
partner  on  the  Rectory  lawn  against  the  two  younger  Misses 
Peachey.  It  made  the  best  set  that  way,  for  young  Browne’s 
tennis  fluctuated  from  indifferent  bad  to  indifferent  worse,  and 
the  younger  Misses  Peachey  were  vigorous  creatures,  and  gave 
Helen  all  she  could  do  to  win  with  her  handicap. 

Mr.  Browne — we  must  really  get  into  the  way  of  giving 
him  his  title — was  not  naturally  prone  to  depression,  rather  the 
reverse ;  but  when  the  two  Misses  Peachey  came  off  victorious 
he  used  to  be  quite  uncomfortably  gloomy  for  a  time.  Once,  I 
know,  when  he  had  remarked  apologetically  to  Helen  that  he 
hoped  she  would  have  a  better  partner  next  time,  and  she 
absent-mindedly  returned  £  I  hope  so  indeed  !  ’  his  spirits  went 
down  with  a  run,  and  did  not  rise  again  until  somebody  who 
overheard  chaffed  Helen  about  her  blunder  and  produced  gentle 
consternation  and  a  melting  appeal  for  pardon.  That  was  at  a 
very  advanced  stage  of  these  young  people’s  relations,  long  after 
everybody  but  themselves  knew  exactly  what  would  happen  and 
what  did  happen  in  the  course  of  another  week.  It  was  a 
triviality,  it  would  have  had  no  place  in  our  consideration  of  the 
affairs  of  a  young  man  and  woman  who  fell  in  love  according 
to  approved  analytical  methods,  with  subtle  silent  scruples  and 
mysterious  misunderstandings,  in  the  modern  way.  I  introduce 
it  on  its  merits  as  a  triviality,  to  indicate  that  George  William 
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‘  YOUNG  BROWNE'S  TENNIS  FLUCTUATED  FROM  INDIFFERENT  BAD 
TO  INDIFFERENT  WORSE  ’ 


Browne  and  Helen  Frances  Peachey  arrived  at  a  point  where  they 
considered  themselves  indispensable  to  each  other  in  the  most 
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natural,  simple,  and  unimpeded  manner.  I  will  go  so  far  as  to 
say  that  if  Helen  had  not  been  there — if  she  had  spent  the 
summer  with  an  aunt  in  Hampshire,  as  was  at  one  time  con¬ 
templated— one  of  the  other  Misses  Peachey  might  have  inspired 
this  chronicle.  But  that  is  risking  a  good  deal,  I  know,  at  the 
hands  of  the  critics,  and  especially  perhaps  at  Helen’s.  After  all, 
what  I  want  to  state  is  merely  the  felicitous  engagement,  in  July 
of  a  recent  year,  of  Mr.  Browne  and  Miss  Peachey.  Two  tender 
months  later  Mr.  Browne  sailed  for  India  again  with  a  joyful  con¬ 
viction  that  he  had  done  well  to  come  home  that  somewhat  modi¬ 
fied  his  natural  grief.  Helen  remained  behind  for  various  reasons, 
chiefly  connected  with  the  financial  future  of  the  Browne  family, 
and  the  small  part  of  Calcutta  interested  in  young  Browne  found 
occupation  for  a  few  days  in  wondering  what  Miss  Pellington 
would  have  said  if  he  had  proposed  to  her.  There  was  no  doubt 
as  to  the  point  that  he  did  not.  Calcutta  is  always  accurately 
informed  upon  such  matters. 

The  dreary  waste  of  a  year  and  four  thousand  miles  that  lay 
between  Miss  Peachey  and  the  state  of  memsahibship  was  re¬ 
lieved  and  made  interesting  in  the  usual  way  by  the  whole 
Peachey  family.  You  know  what  I  mean,  perhaps,  without 
details.  Miss  Kitty  Peachey  ‘etched’  Kate  Greenaway  figures  on 
the  corners  of  table-napkins,  Miss  Julia  Peachey  wrought  the 
monogram  P.B.  in  the  centre  of  pillow-shams  with  many  frills, 
their  Aunt  Plovtree,  widow  of  a  prominent  physician  of  Canbury, 
at  once  ‘  gave  up  her  time  ’  to  the  adornment  of  Helen’s  future 
drawing-room  in  Kensington  stitch,  and  Mrs.  Peachey  spent 
many  hours  of  hers  in  the  composition  of  letters  to  people  like 
John  Noble,  holding  general  councils  over  the  packets  of  patterns 
that  came  by  return  of  post.  Mrs.  Peachey  was  much  occupied 
also  in  receiving  the  condolences  of  friends  upon  so  complete  a 
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separation  from  lier  daughter ;  but  I  am  bound  to  say  that  she 
accepted  them  with  a  fair  show  of  cheerfulness.  Mrs.  Peachey 
declared  that  she  would 
wait  until  the  time  came 
before  she  worried.  As  to 
both  the  wild  animals  and 
the  climate,  she  understood 
that  they  were  very  much 
exaggerated,  and,  indeed, 
on  account  of  Helen’s  weak 
throat,  she  was  quite  in 
hopes  the  heat  might 
benefit  her.  And  really 
nowadays  India  wasn’t  so 
very  far  away  after  all, 
was  it  ?  It  was  difficult, 
however,  even  with  argu¬ 
ments  like  these,  to  recon¬ 
cile  the  Canbury  ladies  to 
the  hardship  of  Helen’s 
fate,  especially  those  with 
daughters  of  their  own 
who  had  escaped  it.  Helen 
listened  to  the  condo¬ 
lences  with  bright  eyes 
and  a  spot  of  pink  on  each 
cheek.  They  brought  her 

tender  pangs  sometimes,  but,  speaking  generally,  I  am  afraid 
she  liked  them. 

In  six  months  it  was  positively  time  to  begin  to  see  about 
the  trousseau,  because,  as  Mrs.  Plovtree  very  justly  remarked,  it 


AUNT  PLOVTREE 
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was  not  like  getting  tlie  child  ready  to  be  married  in  England, 
where  one  would  know  from  a  pin  to  a  button  exactly  what  she 
wanted  ;  in  the  case  of  Indian  trousseaux  everything  had  to  be 
thought  out  and  considered,  and  time  allowed  to  get  proper 
advice  in.  For  instance,  there  was  that  very  thing  they  were 
talking  about  yesterday — that  idea  of  getting  Jaeger  all 
through  for  Helen.  It  seemed  advisable,  but  who  knew  definitely 
whether  it  was  ?  And  if  there  was  an  unsatisfactory  thing  in 
Mrs.  Plovtree’s  opinion,  it  was  putting  off  anything  whatever, 
not  to  speak  of  an  important  matter  like  this,  till  the  last 
moment. 

The  event  redounded  to  the  wisdom  of  Mrs.  Plovtree,  as 
events  usually  did.  It  took  the  Peachey  family  quite  six  months 
to  collect  reliable  information  and  construct  a  trousseau  for  Helen 
out  of  it :  six  months,  indeed,  as  Mrs.  Peachey  said,  seemed  too 
little  to  give  to  it.  They  collected  a  great  deal  of  information. 
Mrs.  Peachey  wrote  to  everybody  she  knew  who  had  ever  been 
in  India  or  had  relations  there,  and  so  did  several  friends  of  the 
Peacheys,  and  the  results  could  not  have  been  more  gratifying 
either  in  bulk  or  in  variety.  As  their  Aunt  Plovtree  said,  they 
really  could  not  have  asked  for  more  ;  indeed,  they  would  have 
had  less  difficulty  in  making  up  their  'minds  without  quite  so 
much.  ‘  Do  be  advised,’  one  lady  wrote,  with  impressive  under¬ 
linings,  1  and  let  her  take  as  little  as  she  can  possibly  do  with. 
It  is  impossible  to  keep  good  dresses  in  India,  the  climate  is 
simple  ruination  to  them.  I  shall  never  forget  the  first  year 
of  my  married  life  on  that  account.  It  was  a  heart-breaking 
experience,  and  I  do  hope  that  Helen  may  avoid  it.  Besides, 
the  durzies ,  the  native  dressmakers,  will  copy  anything ,  and  do 
it  ivonderfully  well,  at  about  a  fifth  of  the  price  one  pays  at 
home.’  Which  read  very  convincingly.  By  the  same  post  a 
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second  cousin  of  Mrs.  Plovtree’s  wrote  :  c  If  you  ask  me,  I  should 
say  make  a  special  point  of  having  everything  in  reasonable 
abundance.  The  European  shops  ask  frightful  prices,  the 
natives  are  always  unsatisfactory,  and  your  niece  will  find  it 
very  inconvenient  to  send  to  England  for  things.  My  plan 
was  to  buy  as  little  as  possible  in  India,  and  lay  in  supplies 
when  we  came  home  on  leave  !  ’ 

‘  In  the  face  of  that,’  said  Mrs.  Plovtree,  ‘  what  are  we  to 
do?  ’ 

Ladies  wrote  that  Helen  would  require  as  warm  a  wardrobe 
as  in  England  ;  the  cold  might  not  be  so  great,  but  she  would 
‘  feel  it  more.’  She  must  take  her  furs  by  all  means.  They 
wrote  also  that  when  they  were  in  India  they  wore  nothing 
more  substantial  than  nun’s  veiling  and  a  light  jacket  the  year 
round.  They  gave  her  intense  directions  about  her  shoes  and 
slippers  ;  it  was  impossible  to  get  nice  ones  in  India  ;  they  were 
made  very  well  and  cheaply  in  the  ‘  China  Bazar  ’ ;  they  lasted 
for  ever  if  one  took  care  of  them  ;  they  were  instantly  destroyed 
by  mould  and  cockroaches  when  ‘  the  rains  ’  came  on.  She 
would  require  a  size  larger  than  usual,  on  account  of  the  heat ; 
she  must  remember  to  take  a  size  smaller  because  she  would  use 
her  feet  so  little  that  they  would  decrease  somewhat—  everybody's 
did.  She  must  bear  one  thing  in  mind,  they  were  quite  two 
years  behind  the  fashion  in  India,  so  that  it  would  be  advisable 
to  date  her  garments  back  a  little  not  to  be  remarkable.  In 
another  opinion  there  was  this  advantage,  that  in  taking  a 
fashionable  trousseau  to  India  one  could  rely  upon  its  being  the 
correct  thing  for  at  least  two  years.  The  directions  in  flannel, 
and  cotton,  and  linen,  were  too  complicated  for  precise  detail, 
but  they  left  equal  freedom  of  choice.  And  choice  was  difficult, 
because  these  ladies  were  all  ex-memsahibs,  retired  after  fifteen, 
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twenty,  or  twenty-five  years’  honourable  service,  all  equally 
qualified  to  warn  and  to  instruct,  and  equally  anxious  to  do  it. 
They  had  lived  in  somewhat  different  localities  in  India,  ranging 
from  seven  to  seven  thousand  feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea,  in 
the  North  West  Provinces,  in  the  Punjaub,  in  Southern  India, 
in  Beluchistan,  and  none  of  them  had  spent  more  than  an  occa¬ 
sional  ‘  cold  weather  ’  in  Calcutta,  but  this  triviality  escaped  the 
attention  of  the  Peachey  family  in  dealing  with  the  matter. 
India,  to  their  imagination,  was  incapable  of  subdivision,  a  vast 
sandy  area  filled  with  heathen  and  fringed  with  cocoanut  trees, 
which  drew  a  great  many  young  Englishmen  away  from  their 
homes  and  their  families  for  some  occult  purpose  connected  with 
drawing  the  pay  in  rupees.  So  the  Peacheys  put  these  discrep¬ 
ancies  down  to  the  fact  that  people  had  such  different  ideas,  and 
proceeded  to  arrange  Helen’s  trousseau  upon  a  modification  of  all 
of  them.  When  this  was  quite  done,  Mrs.  Plovtree  remarked  with 
some  surprise  that,  with  the  addition  of  a  few  muslin  frocks,  the 
child  had  been  fitted  out  almost  exactly  as  if  she  were  going 
to  live  in  England.  There  was  the  wedding  dress,  which  she 
might  or  might  not  wear  upon  the  occasion;  it  would  be  in¬ 
dispensable  afterwards.  There  was  the  travelling  dress,  chosen 
primarily  not  to  c  take  the  dust,’  and  secondarily  not  to  show 
it ;  two  or  three  gowns  of  incipient  dignity  for  dinner  parties  ; 
two  or  three  more  of  airier  sorts  for  balls — but  here  I  must 
refer  you  to  the  ladies’  papers.  Turn  over  a  few  of  their 
pages  and  you  will  see  Helen’s  trousseau  illustrated  with  skill 
and  imagination,  but  with  trains,  I  am  bound  to  add,  more 
prehensile  than  Helen  ever  wore,  the  habit  of  the  Peachey 
family  being  to  follow  the  fashions  at  a  safe  and  unaggressive 
distance.  Among  the  photographs  of  the  brides  which  accom¬ 
pany  you  may  even  find  one  fairly  like  Helen.  These  young 
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ladies  have  always  struck  me  as  bearing  a  charmingly  subdued 
resemblance  to  one  another,  probably  induced  by  the  similarly 
trying  conditions  under  which  their  portraits  are  published. 
And  certainly  in  the  lists  of  presents  appended  you  will  find 
many,  if  not  all,  of  those  that  the  Rev.  Peachey  packed  with 
his  own  clerical  hands  in  large  wooden  boxes,  for  consign¬ 
ment  to  the  P.  and  0.  ;  indeed,  I  fancy  a  discriminating 
inspection  of  the  advertisements  would  reveal  most  of 
them.  As  the  Rev.  Peachey  would  say,  ‘  I  need  not  go  into 
that.’ 

Helen  was  the  first  bride  that  Canbury  had  contributed  to 
India  in  the  social  memory.  Two  or  three  young  men  had  gone 
forth  to  be  brokers’  assistants,  or  civil  servants,  or  bank  clerks, 
and  an  odd  red-coat  turned  up  periodically  in  the  lower  stratum 
of  society  on  leave  of  absence,  bringing  many-armed  red  and 
yellow  idols  to  its  female  relatives  ;  but  Canbury  had  no  feminine 
connections  with  India,  the  only  sort  which  are  really  binding. 
Helen’s  engagement  had  an  extrinsic  interest,  therefore,  as  well 
as  the  usual  kind,  and  Canbury  made  the  most  of  it.  There  was 
the  deplorable  fact,  to  begin  with,  that  she  could  not  be  married 
at  home.  Canbury  gave  a  dubious  assent  to  its  necessity ; 
everybody  had  a  dim  understanding  of  the  exigencies  of  ‘ leave,’ 
and  knew  the  theory  that  such  departures  from  the  orthodox 
and  usual  form  of  matrimonial  proceeding  were  common  and 
unavoidable.  Yet  in  its  heart,  and  out  of  the  Peachey  and 
Plovtree  earshot,  Canbury  firmly  dissented,  not  without  criticism. 
Would  anybody  tell  it  why  .they  had  not  gone  out  together  last 
year  ?  On  the  face  of  it  there  could  be  no  question  of  saving. 
The  young  man  was  not  in  debt,  and  received  a  salary  of  five 
hundred  pounds  a  year.  Had  not  Mr.  Peachey’s  curate  married 
Jennie  Plovtree  a  month  after  they  were  engaged,  on  two 
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hundred,  and  no  expectations  whatever  ?  Or  why,  since  they 
had  made  up  their  minds  to  wait,  could  they  not  have  put  it  off 
another  year  ?  Surely  in  two  years  Mr.  Browne  might  scrape 
enough  together  to  come  home  again  !  Canbury  thought  it 
possessed  a  slight  opinion  of  a  young  man  who  could  not  come 
after  his  wife.  Privately  Canbury  upheld  the  extremest  tra¬ 
ditions  of  chivalry,  and  various  among  Miss  Peachey’s  young 
lady  friends,  quite  unconscious  of  fibbiug,  confided  to  each  other 
that  ‘  they  wouldn’t  be  in  Helen’s  place  for  anything.’  In  the 
Rectory  drawing-room,  however,  these  stringencies  took  a  smiling 
face  and  a  sympathetic  form,  sometimes  disappearing  altogether 
in  the  exaltation  of  the  subject’s  general  aspects.  Helen  was 
told  it  was  very  ‘  brave '  of  her,  and  Mrs.  Peachey  was  admired 
for  her  courage  in  letting  her  daughter  go.  At  which  she  and 
Helen  smiled  into  each  other’s  eves  understandingly.  Then 
Canbury  began  to  search  the  aforesaid  advertisements  in  the 
ladies’  papers  for  mementoes  suitable  in  character  and  price, 
and  to  send  them  to  the  Rectory  with  as  hearty  wishes  for  the 
happiness  of  the  future  Brownes  as  if  they  had  behaved  properly 
in  every  respect. 
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CHAPTER  II 


0  Mrs.  Peachey  one  very  consoling  circumstance  connected 


J-  with  Helen’s  going  to  India  was  the  good  she  would  pro¬ 
bably  be  able  to  do  to  ‘those  surrounding  her.’  Helen  had  always 
been  ‘active’  at  home  ;  she  had  been  the  inspiration  of  work- 
parties,  the  life  and  soul  of  penny  readings.  She  often  took  the 


entire  superintendence  of  the  night  school.  The  Canbury  branch 


of  the  Y.W.C.T.U.  did  not  know  how  it  should  get  on  without  her. 
Besides,  playing  the  organ  of  St.  Stephen’s,  in  which,  however, 
another  Miss  Peachey  was  by  this  time  ready  to  succeed  her. 
Much  as  Mrs.  Peachey  and  the  parish  would  miss  Helen,  it  was 
a  sustaining  thought  that  she  was  going  amongst  those  whose 
need  of  her  was  so  much  greater  than  Canbury’s.  Mrs.  Peachey 
had  private  chastened  visions,  chiefly  on  Sunday  afternoons,  of 
Helen  in  her  new  field  of  labour.  Mrs.  Peachey  was  not 
destitute  of  imagination,  and  she  usually  pictured  Helen  seated 
under  a  bread-fruit  tree  in  her  Indian  garden,  dressed  in  white 
muslin,  teaching  a  circle  of  little  ‘  blacks  ’  to  read  the  Scriptures. 
Helen  was  so  successful  with  children  ;  and  so  far  a  3  being 
tempted  to  its  ultimate  salvation  with  goodies  was  concerned,  a 
black  child  was  probably  just  like  a  white  one.  Of  course  Helen 
would  have  to  adapt  her  inducements  to  circumstances — it  was 
not  likely  that  a  little  Bengali  could  be  baited  with  a  Bath  bun. 
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Doubtless  she  would  have  to  offer  them  rice  or — what  else  was  it 
they  liked  so  much  ? — oh,  yes  !  sugar-cane.  Over  the  form  of 
these  delicacies  Mrs.  Peachey  usually  went  to  sleep,  to  dream  of 
larger  schemes  of  heathen  emancipation  which  Helen  should 
inaugurate.  Mr.  Peachey,  who  knew  how  hard  the  human 
heart  could  be,  even  in  Canbury,  among  an  enlightened  people 
enjoying  all  the  blessings  of  the  nineteenth  century,  was  not  so 
sauguine.  He  said  he  believed  these  Hindus  were  very  subtle- 
minded,  and  Helen  was  not  much  at  an  argument.  He  under¬ 
stood  they  gave  able  theologians  very  hard  nuts  to  crack. 
Their  ideas  were  entirely  different  from  ours,  and  Helen 
would  be  obliged  to  master  their  ideas  before  effecting  any 
very  radical  change  in  them.  He  was  afraid  there  would  be 
difficulties. 

Mrs.  Plovtree  settled  the  whole  question.  Helen  was  not 
going  out  as  a  missionary,  except  in  so  far  as  that  every  woman 
who  married  undertook  the  charge  of  one  heathen,  and  she  could 
not  expect  to  j  ump  into  work  of  that  sort  all  at  once.  Besides, 
the  people  were  so  difficult  to  get  at,  all  shut  up  in  zenanas  and 
places.  And  she  did  not  know  the  language.  First  of  all,  she 
would  have  to  conquer  the  language  ;  not  that  it  would  take 
Helen  long,  for  see  what  she  did  in  French  and  German  at 
school  in  less  than  a  year  !  For  her  part  she  would  advise  Helen 
to  try  to  do  very  little  at  first — to  begin,  say,  with  her  own  ser¬ 
vants  ;  she  would  have  a  number  of  them,  and  they  would  be 
greatly  under  her  personal  influence  and  control.  Mrs.  Plovtree 
imparted  an  obscure  idea  of  Helen’s  responsibility  for  the  higher 
welfare  of  her  domestics,  and  a  more  evident  one  that  it 
would  be  rather  a  good  thing  to  practise  on  them,  that  they 
would  afford  convenient  and  valuable  material  for  experi¬ 
ments.  In  all  of  which  Mrs.  Peachey  thoughtfully  acquiesced, 


MKS.  PEACHEY  HAD  PRIVATE  CHASTENED  VISIONS,  CHIEFLY  ON  SUNDAY  AFTERNOONS,  OF  HELEN  IN 

HER  NEW  FIELD  OF  LABOUR’ 
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though  in  fancy  she  still  allowed  herself  to  picture  Helen 
leading  in  gentle  triumph  a  train  of  Rajahs  to  the  bosom 
of  the  Church — a  train  of  nice  Rajahs,  clean  and  savoury. 
That,  as  I  have  said,  was  always  on  Sunday  afternoons.  On 
the  secular  days  of  the  week  they  discussed  other  matters, 
non-spiritual  and  personal,  to  which  they  were  able  to  bring 
more  definiteness  of  perspective,  and  they  found  a  great  deal 
to  say. 

A  friend  of  young  Browne’s  had  gone  home  opportunely  on 
six  months’  leave,  and  his  recently  acquired  little  wife  would  be 
‘  delighted,’  she  said,  to  wreak  her  new-found  dignity  upon  Helen 
in  the  capacity  of  chaperone  for  the  voyage  out.  But  for  this 
happy  circumstance,  Helen’s  transportation  would  have  presented 
a  serious  difficulty,  for  the  Peacheys  were  out  of  the  way  of 
knowing  the  ever  flowing  and  returning  tide  of  Anglo-Indians 
that  find  old  friends  at  Cheltenham,  and  take  lodarino-s  in 

o  o 

Kensington,  and  fill  their  brief  holiday  with  London  theatres 
and  shopping.  As  it  was,  there  was  great  congratulation  among 
the  Peacheys,  and  they  hastened  to  invite  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mac¬ 
donald  to  spend  a  short  time  at  the  Rectory  before  the  day  on 
which  the  ship  sailed.  Mrs.  Macdonald  was  extremely  sorry 
that  they  couldn’t  come ;  nothing  would  have  given  them  more 
pleasure ;  but  they  had  so  many  engagements  with  old  friends  of 
her  husband’s,  and  the  time  was  getting  so  short,  and  they  had 
such  a  quantity  of  things  to  do  in  London  before  they  sailed, 
that — the  Peacheys  must  resign  themselves  to  disappointment. 
Mrs.  Macdonald  hoped  that  they  would  all  meet  on  board  the 
Khedive,  but  held  out  very  faint  hopes  of  making  acquaint¬ 
ance  sooner  than  that.  It  was  a  bright  agreeable  letter,  as  the 
one  or  two  that  came  before  had  been,  but  it  left  them  all  in  a 
difficulty  to  conjure  up  Mrs.  Macdonald,  and  unitedly  they 
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lamented  the  necessity — wliat  Mr.  Macdonald  was  like,  as 
Mrs.  Plovtree  observed,  being  of  no  consequence  whatever.  But 
it  was  absolute,  and  not  until  the  Khedive  was  within  an  hour 
of  weighing  anchor  at  the  Royal  Albert  Docks  did  the  assembled 
Peacheys,  forlorn  on  the  main  deck  in  the  midst  of  Helen’s  boxes, 
get  a  glimpse  of  Mrs.  Macdonald.  Then  it  was  brief.  One  of 
the  stewards  pointed  out  the  Peachey  group  to  a  very  young 
lady  in  a  very  tight-fitting  tailor-made  dress,  swinging  an  ulster 
over  her  arm,  who  approached  them  briskly  with  an  outstretched 
hand  and  a  businesslike  little  smile.  £  I  think  you  must  be 
Mr.  and  Airs.  Peachey,’  she  said;  ‘I  am  Mrs.  Macdonald.  And 
w'here  is  the  young  lady  ?  ’  Air.  Peachey  unbent  the  back  of 
his  neck  in  the  clerical  manner,  and  Mrs.  Peachey  indicated 
Helen  as  well  as  she  could  in  the  suffusion  of  the  moment,  taking 
farewell  counsels  of  her  sisters,  with  pink  eyelids.  ‘  But  you 
mustn’t  mind  her  going,  Mrs.  Peachey !  ’  Mrs.  Macdonald  went 
on  vivaciously,  shaking  hands  with  the  group,  1  she  will  be  sure 
to  like  it.  Everybody  likes  it.  I  am  devoted  to  India  !  She'll 
soon  get  accustomed  to  everything,  and  then  she  won't  want  to 
come  home — that’s  the  wTay  it  was  with  me.  I  dare  say  you 
won’t  believe  it,  but  I’m  dying  to  get  back !  AMu’ve  seen  your 
cabin? ’she  demanded  of  Helen,  ‘is  it  forward  or  aft?  Are 
you  port  or  starboard  ?  ’ 

The  Peacheys  opened  their  eyes  respectfully  at  this  nautical 
proficiency,  and  Helen  said  she  was  afraid  she  didn't  know  ;  it 
was  down  some  stairs,  and  one  turned  to  the  left,  toward 
the  end  of  a  long  passage,  and  then  to  the  right  into  a  little 
corner. 

‘Oh,  then  you’re  starboard  and  a  little  forward  of  the 
engines!’  Airs.  Macdonald  declared.  ‘Very  lucky  you  are! 
You’ll  have  your  port  open  far  oftener  than  we  will — we're 
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weather-side  and  almost  directly  over  the  screw.  So  much  for 
not  taking  one’s  passage  till  three  weeks  before  sailing — and 
very  fortunate  we  were  to  get  one  at  all  the  agent  said.  We 
have  the  place  to  ourselves,  though,  one  can  generally  manage 
that  by  paying  for  it  you  know—  one  comfort !  How  many  in 
vour cabin  ?  ’ 

1/ 

£  Three  of  us  !  ’  Helen  responded  apprehensively.  ‘  And  it  is 
such  a  little  one  !  And  the  one  whose  name  is  Stitch  has  piled 
all  her  rugs  and  portmanteaux  on  my  bed,  and  there’s  nowhere 
to  put  mine  !  ’ 

‘  Oh,  the  cabins  in  this  ship  are  not  small,’  returned  Mrs. 
Macdonald  with  seriousness.  *  She’s  got  a  heavy  cargo  and 
they’re  pretty  low  in  the  water,  if  you  like,  but  they’re  not  small. 
Wait  till  you  get  used  to  it  a  little.  As  to  Madam  Stitch,  just 
pop  her  bags  and  things  on  the  floor — don’t  hesitate  a  moment. 
One  must  assert  one’s  rights  on  shipboard — it's  positively  the 
only  way  !  But  there  are  some  people  to  see  me  off’ — I  must 
fly !  ’  She  gave  them  a  brisk  nod  and  was  on  the  wing  to  her 
friends  when  Mrs.  Peachey  put  a  hand  on  her  arm.  ‘  You 
spoke  of  the  ship’s  being  low  in  the  water,  Mrs.  Macdonald. 
You  don’t  think — you  don’t  think  there  is  any  danger  on  that 
account  ? ’ 

Little  Mrs.  Macdonald  stopped  to  enjoy  her  laugh.  ‘  Oh 
dear,  no !  ’  she  said  with  vast  amusement,  ‘  rather  the  other 
way  I  should  think — and  we’ll  be  a  great  deal  steadier  for  it !  ’ 
Then  she  went,  and  the  Peacheys  saw  her  in  the  confused  dis¬ 
tance  babbling  as  gaily  in  the  midst  of  her  new-comers  as  if  a 
thought  of  the  responsibilities  of  chaperonage  had  never  entered 
her  head. 

‘  Helen,  I  believe  you  are  older  than  she  is  !  ’  exclaimed  the 
youngest  Miss  Peachey. 


SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  MEMSAHIB 


19 


‘  I  don’t  like  her,’  remarked  the  second  succinctly.  c  She 
giggles  and  she  gabbles.  Helen,  I  wish  some  of  us  were  going 
with  you.’ 

1  She  doesn’t  seem  to  mind  travelling,’  said  the  Miss  Peachey 
with  the  prospective  claim  to  the  title. 

‘  Hear  me,  Helen  !  ’  began  Mrs.  Peachey  almost  dolorously, 
c  she — she  seems  very  bright,’  changing  her  comment.  After 
all,  they  must  make  the  best  of  it.  The  Rev.  Peachey  clasped 
his  stick  behind  his  back,  and  tapped  the  deck  with  it, 
saying  nothing,  with  rather  a  pursing  of  his  wide  shaven  lips, 
Helen  looked  after  Mrs.  Macdonald  helplessly,  and  her  family 
exchanged  glances  in  which  that  lady  might  have  read  depre¬ 
ciation. 

‘  Your  roll-up  Helen  ?  ’  exclaimed  Mrs.  Peachey. 

1  Here,  mamma.’ 

‘  You  have  seven  small  pieces,  remember  !  Have  you  got 
your  keys  ?  Are  you  sure  you  are  dressed  warmly  enough  ? 
It  will  be  some  time  before  you  get  to  India,  you  know !  ’  Mrs. 
Peachey  had  suffered  an  accession  of  anxiety  in  the  last  ten 
minutes. 

They  stood  looking  at  each  ether  in  the  common  misery  of 
coming  separation,  casting  about  for  last  words  and  finding  none 
of  any  significance,  for  people  do  not  anticipate  an  event  for  a 
whole  year  without  exhausting  themselves  on  the  topic  of  it. 
Helen  would  keep  a  little  diary  ;  she  would  post  it  at  Gibraltar, 
Naples,  Port  Said,  and  Colombo  ;  and  they  were  to  write  over¬ 
land  to  Naples,  and  by  the  next  mail  to  Calcutta,  which  would 
reach  before  she  did.  These  time-worn  arrangements  wTere 
made  over  again.  Helen  thought  of  a  last  affectionate  message 
to  her  Aunt  Plovtree,  and  was  in  the  act  of  wording  it,  when  a 
steward  with  a  yellow  envelope  inquired  of  them  for  ‘  any  lady 
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by  the  name  of  Peachey.’  The  contents  of  the  yellow  envelope 
had  telegraphic  brevity.  ‘  Good-bye  and  God  bless  you ! 
J.  Plovtree.’  Helen  read,  and  immediately  took  out  her  hand¬ 
kerchief  again.  ‘Just  like  Jane!’  said  Mrs.  Peachey,  sadly, 
with  her  eyes  full,  and  Mr.  Peachey,  to  cover  his  emotion,  read 
aloud  the  hours  at  which  the  message  had  been  received  and 
delivered.  ‘  Forty-two  minutes  ’  he  announced  ;  ‘  fairly  quick  !  ’ 
Helen  proposed  a  walk  on  the  quarter-deck.  ‘  The  luggage, 
my  dear  child  !  ’  Mrs.  Peachey  cried.  ‘  We  mustn’t  leave  the 
luggage,  with  all  these  people  about  !  James,  dear,  it  would 
not  be  safe  to  leave  the  luggage,  would  it  ?  You  and  the 
girls  may  go,  Helen.  Your  father  and  I  will  stay  here.’ 

‘Oh,  no!’  Helen  returned  reproachfully,  and  clung  to 
them  all. 

The  crowd  on  the  deck  increased  and  grew  noisier,  people 
streamed  up  and  down  the  wide  gangway.  Cabin  luggage 
came  rattling  down  in  cabs,  perilously  late  ;  the  arm  of  the 
great  steam-crane  swung  load  after  load  high  in  air  and 
lowered  it  into  the  hold,  asserting  its  own  right  of  way. 

‘  That’s  one  of  your  tin-lined  boxes,  Helen,’  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Peachey,  intent  on  the  lightening  of  the  last  load,  ‘  and  oh, 
I’m  sure  it  is  not  safe,  dear !  James,  won’t  you  call  to  them 
that  it  is  not  safe  ?  ’  But  the  long  deal  case  with  ‘  Miss  Peachey, 
Calcutta,’  in  big  black  letters  on  it  was  already  describing  an 
arc  over  the  heads  of  the  unwary,  and  as  it  found  its  haven  Mrs. 
Peachey  made  a  statement  of  excited  relief :  ‘  I  never  saw  such 
carelessness  !  ’  said  she. 

A  number  of  ladies,  dressed  a  good  deal  alike,  arrived  upon 
the  deck  in  company  and  took  up  a  position  near  the  forward 
part  of  the  ship,  where  the  second-class  passengers  were  gathered 
together  producing  little  black  books.  From  these  they  began 
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to  sing  with  smiling  faces  and  great  vigour  various  hymns,  with 
sentiments  appropriate  to  long  voyages,  danger,  and  exile  from 
home.  It  was  a  parting  attention  from  their  friends  to  a  number 
of  young  missionaries  for  Burmah,  probably  designed  to  keep  up 
their  spirits.  The  hymns  were  not  exclusively  of  any  church  or 
creed — Moody  and  Sankey  contributed  as  many  of  them  as  the 
Ancient  and  Modern — but  they  were  all  lustily  emotional  and 
befitting  the  occasion  to  the  most  unfortunate  degree.  The 
departing  missionaries  stood  about  in  subdued  groups  and  tried 
to  wave  their  handkerchiefs.  One  or  two  young  lady  mission¬ 
aries  found  refuge  in  their  cabins,  where  they  might  sob  com¬ 
fortably.  The  notes  rang  high  and  bathed  the  whole  ship  in 
elegy,  plaintively  fell  and  revelled  in  the  general  wreck  of 
spirits  and  affectation  of  hilarity.  It  began  to  rain  a  little,  but 
the  ladies  were  all  provided  with  umbrellas,  and  under  them 
sang  on, 

While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high. 

‘  What  idiots  they  are  !  ’  remarked  the  youngest  plain-spoken 
Miss  Peachey  when  it  became  impossible  to  ignore  the  effect 
upon  Helen’s  feelings  any  longer.  c  As  if  they  couldn’t  find 
anything  else  to  sing  than  that !  ’ 

‘  Oh,  my  dear ,’  rebuked  Mrs.  Peachey,  drying  her  eyes,  ‘  we 
may  be  sure  that  their  motive  is  everything  that  is  good.’ 
Whereat  the  youngest  Miss  Peachey,  unsubdued,  muttered 
‘  Motive  !  ’ 

‘  Hall  this  for  the  cabin,  miss  ?  ’  asked  a  steward,  grasping  a 
hat-box  and  a  portmanteau.  ‘  I  don’t  quite  know  ’ow  that  there 
long  box  is  a-going  in,  miss.  Is  it  accordin’  to  the  Company’s 
regillations,  miss  ?  ’  Mr.  Peachey  interposed  with  dignity,  and 
said  that  it  was — the  precise  measurements.  It  came  from  the 
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Army  and  Navy  Stores  ;  he  was  quite  sure  the  size  was  correct. 
The  man  still  looked  dubious,  but  when  Helen  said,  regardless 
of  measurements,  that  she  must  have  it,  that  it  contained  nearly 
everything  she  wanted  for  the  voyage,  he  shouldered  it  without 
further  dissent.  He  was  accustomed  to  this  ultimatum  of  sea¬ 
faring  ladies,  and  bowed  to  it. 

Mrs.  Peachey  began  to  think  that  they  ought  to  go  down  to 
the  cabin  and  stay  beside  the  luggage,  there  were  so  many  odd¬ 
looking  people  about ;  but  she  succumbed  to  the  suggestion  of 
being  carried  off,  and  they  all  went  up  on  the  quarter-deck. 
Mrs.  Macdonald  was  there — they  might  see  something  more  of 
Mrs.  Macdonald.  They  clung  to  the  hope. 

They  did  see  something  more  of  Mrs.  Macdonald — a  little. 
She  interrupted  herself  and  her  friends  long  enough  to  appi-oach 
the  Peacheys  and  ask  if  all  Helen’s  luggage  was  on  board, 

‘  wedding  presents  and  all  ?  ’  jocularly.  Mrs.  Peachey  replied 
fervently  that  she  hoped  so,  and  Mrs.  Macdonald  said,  ‘  Oh,  that 
wras  all  right  then,’  and  ‘  was  she  a  good  sailor  ?  Oh,  well,  she 
would  soon  get  over  it.  And  oh,  by-the-by  ’ — departing  to  her 
beckoning  friends  again—1  it  was  all  right  about  their  seats  at 
table ;  Miss  Peachey  was  to  sit  by  them  ;  she  had  seen  the  head 
steward,  and  he  said  there  would  be  no  difficulty.’  Having  thus 
re-assured  them,  ‘  I'll  see  you  again,’  said  Mrs.  Macdonald,  and 
noddingly  departed. 

The  first  whistle  shrilled  and  bellowed,  and  a  parting  stir 
responded  to  it  all  over  the  ship.  Mrs.  Peachey  looked  agitated, 
and  laid  a  hand  on  Helen’s  arm.  ‘There  is  no  cause  for  haste, 
mamma,’  said  the  Rev.  Peachey,  looking  at  his  watch.  ‘  AVe 
have  still  twenty  minutes,  and  there  is  a  quantity  of  freight  yet 
to  begot  on  board.’  The  missionary  ladies  began  a  new  hymn, 
Oh,  think  of  the  friends  over  there  ! 
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1  Only  twenty  minutes,  my  love  !  Then  I  tliink  we  ought 
really  to  be  getting  off!  My  darling  child - ’ 

The  whistle  blew  again  stertorously,  and  the  gangwaybegan 
to  throng  with  friends  of  the  outward-bound.  The  dear,  tender, 
human-hearted  Peacheys  clustered  about  the  girl  they  were 
giving  up — the  girl  who  was  going  from  their  arms  and  their 
fireside  an  infinite  distance,  to  a  land  of  palm-trees  and  yams, 
to  marry — and  what  a  lottery  marriage  was  ! — a  young  Browne. 
They  held  her  fast,  each  in  turn.  ‘  I  almost  w-wish  I  w-weren’t 

go - ’  sobbed  Helen  in  her  mother’s  embraces.  ‘  Helen !  ’  said 

the  youngest  Miss  Peachey  sternly,  with  a  very  red  nose,  ‘  you 
do  nothing  of  the  sort !  You’re  only  too  pleased  and  proud  to  go, 
and  so  should  I  be  in  your  place  !  ’  Which  rebuke  revived  Helen’s 
loyalty  to  her  Browne  if  it  did  not  subdue  the  pangs  with  which 
she  hugged  her  sister. 

At  last  the  gangway  was  withdrawn  and  all  the  Peacheys 
were  on  the  other  side  of  it.  It  rained  faster,  the  missionary 
ladies  still  sang  on,  people  called  last  words  to  their  friends  in 
the  damp  crowd  below.  A  box  of  sweets  was  thrown  to  a  young 
lady  on  the  main  deck — it  dropped  into  the  black  water  between 
the  ship  and  the  wharf  and  was  fished  out  with  great  excitement. 
The  Peacheys  gathered  in  a  knot  under  their  several  umbrellas, 
and  Helen  stood  desolately  by  herself  watching  them,  now  and 
then  exchanging  a  watery  smile.  They  cast  off  the  ropes,  the 
Lascars  skipped  about  like  monkeys,  the  crowd  stood  back,  slowly 
the  great  ship  slipped  away  from  the  wharf  into  the  river,  and  as 
she  moved  down  stream  the  crowd  ran  with  her  a  little  way, 
drowning  the  missionary  ladies  with  hurrahs.  In  the  Peacheys’ 
last  glimpse  of  their  Helen  she  was  standing  beside  little  Mrs. 
Macdonald  and  a  stout  gentleman  with  a  pale  face,  rather  flabby 
and  deeply  marked  about  the  mouth  and  under  the  eyes — a 
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gentleman  whom  nature  had  intended  to  be  fair, but  whom  climatic 
conditions  had  darkened  in  defiance  of  the  intention.  Mrs. 
Macdonald  tapped  the  gentleman  in  a  sprightly  way  with  her 
parasol,  for  the  Peacheys’  benefit,  and  he  took  off  his  hat.  The 
Peachey  family  supposed,  quite  correctly,  that  that  must  be  Mr. 
Macdonald. 
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CHAPTER  III 


HELEN  thought  the  prospect 
of  England  slipping  away 
from  her  in  the  rain,  as  the  ship 
throbbed  down  the  river,  too 
desolate  for  endurance,  so  she 
descended  to  her  cabin  with  the 
un  avowed  intention  of  casting 
herself  upon  her  berth  to  weep. 
Miss  Stitch  was  there,  however, 
and  Mrs.  Forsyth- Jones,  who 
occupied  the  berth  above  Miss 
Stitch’s,  and  the  steward,  which 
seemed  to  Helen  a  good 
many,  and  she  retreated. 

‘  Oh,  come  in  !  ’  both 
the  ladies  cried  ;  but 
Helen  thought  it  was  ob¬ 
viously  impossible.  She 
wandered  into  the  long 
dining-saloon  and  sat 
down  in  one  of  the 
revolving  chairs  ;  she 
watched  a  fat  ayah  pat¬ 
ting  a  baby  to  sleep  on  the  floor,  looked  into  the  ladies’  cabin 
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and  went  hastily  out  again,  for  already  the  dejected  had  begun 
to  gather  there,  prone  on  the  sofas,  and  commiserated  by  the 
stewardesses.  Finally  she  made  her  way  upon  deck  again, 
meeting  Mrs.  Macdonald  in  the  companion-way.  k'  Are  you 
all  right  ?  ’  asked  Mrs.  Macdonald  cheerfully ;  but,  before  Helen 
had  time  to  say  that  she  was  or  was  not,  the  lady  had  dis¬ 
appeared. 

The  deck  was  full  of  irresolute  people  like  herself,  who  sat 
about  on  the  damp  benches  or  walked  up  and  down  under  the . 
awning,  still  with  the  look  of  being  fresh  from  town,  still  in 
gloves  and  stiff  hats  and  land-faring  garments.  They  put 
their  hands  in  their  pockets  and  shivered,  and  looked  askance 
at  each  other,  or  made  vain  attempts  to  extract  their  own  from 
the  steamer  chairs  that  were  heaped  up  astern,  waiting  the 
offices  of  a  quartermaster.  An  occasional  hurrying  steward  was 
stopped  a  dozen  times  by  passengers  thirsting  for  information. 
Bare-footed  Lascars  climbed  about  their  monkeylike  business 
among  the  ropes,  or  polished  the  brasses  on  the  smoking-cabin, 
or  holystoned  a  deck  which  seemed  to  Helen  immaculately  clean 
before.  She  found  a  dry  corner  and  sat  down  in  it  to  consider 
how  much  more  familiar  with  the  ship  many  of  the  people 
seemed  to  be  than  she  was,  and  to  envy  all  the  accustomed  ones. 
It  seemed  to  Helen  that  she  had  better  not  analyse  her  other 
emotions.  She  wasn’t  comfortable,  but  no  doubt  she  soon  would 
be ;  she  wasn't  cheerful,  but  how  could  anybody  expect  that  ? 
She  was  restless  and  damp  and  unhappy,  and  it  finally  became 
necessary  for  her  to  draw  young  Browne’s  photograph  out  of  her 
hand-bag  and  peruse  it  in  shelter  of  the  Daily  Graphic  for  a 
very  long  time.  After  which  her  spirits  rose  appreciably.  ‘  He 
is  a  dear  !  ’  she  smiled  to  herself,  ‘  and  he’s  got  a  lovely  forehead, 
and  in  just  five  weeks  I  shall  see  him  again — just  five  weeks !  ’ 
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Quite  an  ordinary  reflection,  you  see,  without  a  shade  of 
subtlety,  a  reflection  probably  common  to  engaged  young  ladies 
the  world  over ;  but  I  have  already  warned  you  under  no  cir¬ 
cumstances  to  expect  anything  extraordinary  from  Helen.  It 
will  be  my  fault  if  you  find  her  dull ;  I  shall  be  in  that  case  no 
faithful  historian,  but  a  traducer.  I  have  not  known  the  present 
Mrs.  Browne  to  be  dull,  even  at  the  close  of  a  protracted  round 
of  Indian  social  gaities ;  but  you  must  not  expect  her  to  be 
original. 

The  voyage  to  Calcutta  began  in  this  way,  and  I  happen  to 
know  that  its  chief  feature  of  consolation — young  Browne’s  fore¬ 
head — remained  in  Helen’s  pocket,  and  was  constantly  bespoken, 
especially  perhaps  in  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  which  fulfilled  all  its 
traditions  for  her  benefit.  I  fear  that  there  were  moments,  tem¬ 
pestuous  moments,  in  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  heightened  by  the  im¬ 
passioned  comments  of  Miss  Stitch  and  Mrs.  Forsyth- Jones, 
when  Helen  did  not  dare  to  dwell  upon  the  comparative  advan¬ 
tages  of  desiccated  spinsterliood  in  Canbury  and  matrimony  in 
foreign  parts  attainable  only  by  sea.  She  felt  that  it  would  be 
indiscreet,  that  she  could  not  trust  her  conclusions  to  do  credit 
to  her  fealty.  If  it  were  not  for  Miss  Stitch  and  Mrs.  Forsyth- 
Jones,  Helen  reflected,  the  horrors  of  the  situation  would  have 
been  less  keen ;  but  I  have  no  doubt  that  each  of  these  ladies 
entertained  the  same  sentiment  towards  her  two  fellow-voyagers. 
They  united,  however,  in  extolling  the  steward.  The  stewardess 
was  a  necessarily  perfunctory  person,  with  the  quaverings  of 
forty  ladies  in  her  ears  at  once.  The  stewardess  was  always 
sure  she  £  didn’t  know,  ma’am,’  and  seemed  to  think  it  was  a 
duty  one  owed  the  ship  to  go  up  on  deck,  no  matter  how  one 
felt.  She  was  also  occasionally  guilty  of  bringing  one  cold 
vegetables,  if  one  occurred  about  thirty-ninth  upon  her  list  of 
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non-cliners  in  public.  But  the  steward  was  a  man,  and  always 
respectfully  cheerful.  He  could  tell  exactly  why  it  was  the  ship 
rolled  in  that  peculiar  manner— owing  to  the  disposition  of  iron 
in  the  hold.  He  knew  just  how  long  they  would  be  in ‘the 
Bay,’  and  what  sort  of  weather  ‘  she  ’  would  be  likely  to  experi¬ 
ence  during  the  night;  also  could  predict  within  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  the  time  at  which  they  would  land  at  Gibraltar.  He 
was  generally  incorrect  in  every  particular,  but  that  made 
no  difference  to  the  value  of  his  sanguine  prophecies,  while  it 
mitigated  the  distressful  effects  of  his  gloomy  ones.  And  it  was 
always  he  who  brought  the  first  advice  that  the  ports  might  be 
opened,  who  calmed  all  fear  of  a  possible  rat  or  cockroach 
‘  coming  up  from  the  hold,’ and  who  heralded  the  ladies’  appear¬ 
ance  on  deck  with  armfuls  of  rugs,  in  the  days  of  early  conva¬ 
lescence.  They  chanted  to  one  another  continually  how  ‘  nice  ’ 
he  was,  and  how  hard  he  was  obliged  to  work,  poor  fellow,  each 
mentally  determining  a  higher  figure  for  her  farewell  tip  than 
she  had  thought  of  the  day  before.  This  is  the  custom  of  ladies 
the  world  over  who  sail  upon  the  seas. 

It  must  be  mentioned  that  Mrs.  Macdonald  visited  Helen’s 
cabin  several  times  in  the  Bay  of  Biscay.  For  her  part  Mrs. 
Macdonald  was  never  ill ;  she  simply  made  up  her  mind  not  to 
be,  and  in  her  opinion  if  Helen  would  only  commit  herself  to  a 
similar  effort  she  would  be  all  right  immediately.  The  expres¬ 
sion  of  this  opinion  rather  lessened  the  value  of  Mrs.  Macdonald's 
sympathy  ;  and  the  announcement  that  there  was  really  lovely 
weather  going  on  above  and  the  ship  was  beginning  to  be  so 
jolly  failed  to  make  Helen  any  more  comfortable.  ‘  Well,  you 
are  funny  !  ’  Mrs.  Macdonald  would  say  cheerfully  in  departing, 
and  she  said  it  every  day. 

Mr,  Macdonald  remarked  that  Gibraltar  looked  much  as 
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usual  the  morning  they  steamed  under  its  hostile  shadow,  and 
Mrs.  Macdonald  said  that  if  she  wasn’t  in  absolute  need  of  some 
darning-cotton  and  letter-paper  she  wouldn’t  think  of  going 
ashore — the  place  was  such  an  old  story.  The  consideration  of 
darning-cotton  prevailed,  however,  and  the  Macdonalds  went 
ashore,  Helen  with  them.  Helen’s  acquaintance  with  the 
Macdonalds  had  progressed  meanwhile.  She  had  learned  what 
not  to  expect  of  them,  which  excluded  all  but  the  gayest  and 
airiest  and  most  indifferent  companionship,  and  this  facilitated 
matters  between  them  considerably.  It  was  a  little  difficult  at 
first.  It  seemed  to  this  young  lady  from  Wiltshire,  brought  up 
among  serious  traditions  of  matrimony,  that  her  case,  if  not 
herself,  ought  to  be  taken  a  little  more  importantly  ;  that  some 
impression  of  the  fateful  crisis  in  her  life,  toward  which  they 
were  helping  to  hurry  her,  ought  to  be  evident  occasionally  in 
the  Macdonald  conduct  or  conversation.  It  was  only  gradually 
that  she  came  to  see  how  lightly  such  projects  as  hers  and 
young  Browne's  were  regarded  by  these  people  who  were  still 
in  the  initial  stages  of  their  own ;  how  little  space  she  or  her 
affairs  occupied  in  their  good-natured  thoughts  ;  how  invariably 
sbe  must  expect  any  reference  to  it  to  be  jocular.  Dining  the 
process  Helen  had  now  and  then  a  novel  sense  of  making  one  of 
the  various  parcels  which  Mrs.  Macdonald  had  undertaken  to 
bring  out  to  friends  in  Calcutta — a  feeling  that  she  ought 
properly  to  be  in  an  air-tight  box  in  the  hold,  corded  and 
labelled,  and  expected  to  give  no  further  trouble.  She  realised 
at  moments  that  she  was  being  !  shipped  '  to  young  Browne. 

They  did  exactly  what  everybody  does  in  Gibraltar.  There 
was  no  time  to  get  permission  from  the  authorities  and  go 
through  the  galleries  ;  there  never  is.  Barring  which,  the  people 
of  the  ships  find  themselves  without  resource  except  to  drive  in 
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the  rattle-trap  conveyances  of  the  place  through  its  narrow, 
twisting,  high-walled,  over-topping  white  streets  and  out  past 
the  Spanish  market,  where  everybody  buys  figs  and  pome¬ 
granates  to  throw  overboard  afterwards,  and  so  emerging  from  the 
town,  trot  through  the  sand  and  the  short  grass  round  the 
mighty  grey  foot  of  the  Rock,  to  look  up  and  marvel  at  the 
terror  of  those  irregular  holes  upon  its  face,  and  the  majesty  that 
it  had  long  before  it  became  conscious  with  cannon.  Helen  and 
the  Macdonalds  did  all  this,  and  said  just  what  P.  and  0.  voy¬ 
agers  have  said  for  the  last  quarter  of  a  century  about  it.  Coming 
back  Mrs.  Macdonald  bought  her  darning-cotton  and  her  letter- 
paper  at  a  little  shop,  whose  black-browed  proprietor  sold  photo¬ 
graphs  and  wicked  knives,  and  long  pipes  as  well.  Afterwards 
they  all  strolled  through  the  Alameda  gardens,  that  cling  for 
life,  with  their  verbenas  and  rose-bushes,  to  the  sides  of  the 
Rock,  and  finally  fell  into  that  fatal  corner  shop  which  entraps 
the  unwary  with  curios.  All  roads  seem  to  lead  to  it  in  Gibraltar, 
and  one  knows  it  by  the  crowd  of  speculative  passengers  that 
encumber  the  doorway  considering  and  contrasting  desirable 
purchases.  The  Spaniards  inside  are  haughty  and  indifferent ; 
they  will  abate  a  shilling  or  two  of  their  exorbitance  perhaps, 
not  more.  That  is  what  the  Macdonalds  said  to  everybody  in 
an  undertone  :  £  You  needn’t  try,  they  won’t  come  down — it 
doesn’t  seem  to  be  worth  their  while.  We  used  to  think  they 
would,  but  now  we  don’t  ask  them  !  ’  And  in  the  face  of  this 
advice  of  experience  the  passengers  hesitated  still  more  over 
their  ill-shaped  Moorish  vases,  black  and  red  and  blue  and  gilt, 
their  brass  and  coloured-glass  hanging  lamps  from  Cairo,  their 
Persian  china,  superficially  gilt  but  beautifully  blue.  The  things 
that  fascinated  Helen  were  curious  plaques  in  relief,  all  marshy 
greens,  in  which  the  most  realistic  lizards  and  toads  were  creep- 
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ing  about  in  imitated  moss.  Miss  Peacbey  would  have  liked  at 
least  four  of  these,  they  struck  her  as  so  original  and  clever, 
until  Mrs.  Macdonald  at  her  elbow  said,  in  an  impressive  whisper, 

‘  Don't !  You  see  them  in  boarding- houses  in  Calcutta  !  ’  when 
she  put  them  reluctantly  down,  and  bought  a  big  bedecked 
Spanish  hat  to  make  a  woi’k-basket  of,  and  a  large  fan,  upon 
which  sundry  ladies  of  depraved  appearance  and  very  Irish 
features  were  dancing  a  fandango,  instead.  I  have  seen  that  fan 
in  the  present  Mrs.  Browne’s  Calcutta  drawing-room  frequently 
since.  She  has  it  fastened  on  the  wall  immediately  under  a 
photogravure  of  The  Angelus,  and  she  will  not  take  it  down. 

Between  Gibraltar  and  Naples  Helen  observed  the  peculi¬ 
arities  of  the  species  P.  and  0.  passenger,  the  person  who  spends 
so  large  a  portion  of  a  lifetime  shorter  than  the  average  in 
wondering  how  much  more  of  this  delightful  or  this  abominable 
weather  ‘  we’ll  have,’  in  the  Indian  Ocean  or  the  Red  Sea.  She 
observed  that  Miss  Stitch  arose  betimes  every  morning,  and 
attended  the  service  held  by  the  little  pale  ritualistic  clergyman 
in  the  saloon  before  the  tables  were  laid  for  breakfast,  which 
struck  her  as  eminently  proper,  Miss  Stitch  being  a  missionary. 
She  also  noticed  that  Mrs.  Forsyth-Iones,  returning  to  her 
husband  in  Burmah,  with  three  photographs  of  him  in  uniform 
variously  arranged  in  the  cabin,  had  as  many  small  flirtations 
well  in  hand :  one  in  the  morning  of  the  promenade  sort,  with  a 
middle-aged  Under  Secretary  ;  one  in  the  afternoon,  conducted 
in  long  chairs,  enhanced  by  sunset,  with  a  Royal  Engineer, 
whose  wife  was  similarly  occupied  at  the  other  end  of  the  ship ; 
and  one  in  the  evening  in  a  secluded  corner  of  the  hurricane 
deck,  charitably  witnessed  by  the  moon  and  stars,  with  a  callow 
indigo  planter  about  the  age  of  her  eldest  son.  Helen  thought 
that  the  missionary  or  somebody,  some  older  person,  ought  to 
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speak  to  this  lady  in  terms  of  guarded  reproof,  and  tell  her  that 
her  conduct  was  more  conspicuous  than  perhaps  she  knew  ;  and 
our  young  lady  from  Wiltshire  was  surprised  to  observe  not 
only  that  nobody  did,  but  that  Mrs.  Forsyth- Jones  seemed  to 
be  a  person  of  some  popularity  on  board.  The  Macdonalds,  for 
instance,  hung  about  her  chair  with  solicitude,  in  the  temporary 
absence  of  any  of  the  attaches.  Mrs.  Macdonald  herself  had 
plenty  of  1  men-friends  ’  as  she  called  them.  They  buzzed  about 
her,  whenever  she  sat  or  stood  long  enough  to  permit  their  ap¬ 
proach,  all  day  ;  they  were  always  bringing  her  rugs,  or  old 
numbers  of  ranch ,  or  an  orange.  But  Mrs.  Macdonald  did  not 
particularise,  she  was  content  with  a  general  empire,  though  she 
prized  that,  as  anybody  could  see.  Among  the  throng  Mr. 
Macdonald  remained  supreme ;  she  expected  most  attention  from 
him,  too,  and  she  called  him  ‘Mac.’ 

Miss  Stitch  confided  to  Miss  Peachey  her  opinion  that  ‘  the 
people  on  board  this  ship  ’  were  more  than  usually  cliquey ;  but 
this  was  not  a  conclusion  that  Helen  would  have  arrived  at 
unassisted.  She  saw  about  her  day  after  day,  lining  the  long 
tables  and  afterwards  scattered  about  easeful ly  on  deck,  a  great 
many  people,  some  of  whom  she  thought  agreeable-looking,  and 
others  distinctly  the  reverse.  Miss  Stitch  seemed  to  think  one 
ought  to  know  everybody.  Helen  was  sure  that  a  few — a  very 
few — of  the  agreeable-looking  people  would  do  quite  well.  She 
did  not  see  at  all  how  Miss  Stitch  could  bring  herself  to  talk  to 
the  person  who  sat  next  her  at  table,  and  wore  a  large  diamond 
ring  on  his  third  finger,  and  drank  champagne  every  day  at  tiffin, 
and  said  he  was  travelling  for  his  ’ealth,  and  pointed  most  of 
his  remarks  with  a  tooth-pick.  Helen  thought  that  even  mis¬ 
sionary  zeal  would  not  carry  her  so  far  as  that.  On  the  other 
hand,  she  found  it  difficult  to  understand  why  everybody, 
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including  Miss  Stitch,  seemed  agreed  not  to  make  acquaintance 
with  a  soft-eyed,  sad-faced  lady  of  rather  dark  complexion,  who 
talked  in  a  gentle  voice  with  a  slightly  foreign  accent,  Helen 
thought,  and  was  accompanied  by  three  daughters,  who  much 
resembled  her.  They  looked  very  quiet  and  ladylike  to  Helen, 
and  she  thought  the  manners  of  certain  boisterous  young  ladies 
who  polkaed  with  the  ship’s  officers  on  a  heaving  deck  after 
dinner,  and  whom  everybody  accepted,  suffered  by  comparison 
with  them.  When  she  was  told  that  their  name  was  De  Cruz, 
Helen  privately  criticised  her  fellow-countrywomen’s  attitude. 
‘  It  must  be,’  she  said  to  herself, c  because  they  are  foreign.’  And 
so  it  was — because  they  were  foreign.  ‘  About  four  annas  in 
the  rupee,’  said  Miss  Stitch  about  them  one  day,  and  told  Helen 
that  she  would  find  out  what  that  meant  before  she  had  been 
long  in  India.  But  Miss  Stitch,  M.D.,  was  interested  in  the 
welfare,  temporal  and  eternal,  only  of  ladies  who  were  1  pure 
native.’ 

Then  one  peaceful  rainy  morning,  after  a  rolling  night, 
Naples  lay  before  them,  gathered  all  about  her  harbour,  with 
Vesuvius  gently  smoking  in  the  distance.  The  slippery  hurri¬ 
cane  deck  was  full  of  people  looking  for  Vesuvius,  grouped  round 
the  single  male  passenger  who,  awakened  by  the  first  officer  at 
four  in  the  morning,  had  seen  it  spouting  fire.  Enviable  male 
passenger !  Unjust  first  officer  !  Out  from  shore  came  dis¬ 
reputable  Neapolitan  companies  in  small  boats,  with  stringed 
instruments,  who  lay  under  the  ship’s  sides  and  sang,  1  Finiculi 
^ — Finicula !  ’  in  a  lavish  and  abandoned  manner,  turning  up 
their  impudent  faces  for  contributions  from  the  truly  musical 
souls  on  board.  Helen  listened,  enraptured,  to  a  number  of 
these  renditions,  after  which  she  concluded  that  she  preferred 
‘  Finiculi — Finicula !  ’  as  she  had  heard  it  sung  by  Mr.  Browne, 
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in  Canbury,  Wilts.  After  breakfast  the  Macdonalds  attacked 
themselves  to  an  exploring  party  for  Pompeii,  under  the  guidance 
of  a  black-browed  Neapolitan,  representing  Messrs.  Cook.  Mrs. 
Macdonald  went  about  in  a  pretty  new  waterproof,  with  Bulwer’s 
Last  Days  in  her  hand,  telling  people  she  really  must  go  this 
time,  she  had  been  lazy  so  often  before,  and  it  was  so  awfully 
cheap  with  these  people — carriages,  rail,  tiffin,  and  see  everything 
for  only  thirty  francs  each  !  Helen  and  Miss  Stitch  stayed 
behind,  the  night  had  been  too  rough  to  let  them  venture  on 
the  absorption  of  so  much  ancient  history,  even  at  this  advan¬ 
tageous  rate.  But  later,  when  the  sun  came  out,  the  young 
ladies  recovered  their  spirits  sufficiently  to  cruise  adventurously 
to  shore  by  themselves,  to  engage  a  ragged-pocketed  1  guide  ’  of 
perhaps  thirteen,  and  a  rattling  little  victoria,  pulled  by  a  clink¬ 
ing  little  pony,  with  bells  upon  his  collar,  and  drive  about  Naples 
for  three  delicious  hours.  I  can’t  say  they  added  much  to  their 
stock  of  information.  They  had  no  idea  where  to  go  and  what  to 
see ;  but  one  can  always  absorb  colour  and  life  without  a  guide¬ 
book,  happily  ;  and  I  know,  from  what  she  told  me  afterwards, 
that  Helen  Peachey  did  that.  They  found  abundant  happiness  in 
the  curio  shops  and  much  unpalatable  fruit  in  the  open  market ; 
they  filled  their  rattletrap  of  a  carriage  with  great  bunches  of 
tiny  pink  roses  at  a  few  coppers  apiece,  and  buried  their  faces 
in  them.  They  were  told,  driving  through  a  grand  toppling 
main  street,  all  draped  and  garlanded  with  little  glass  bells  for 
candles,  red,  green,  and  blue,  that  the  King  was  coming  next 
day.  The  boy  guide  told  them  this.  He  showed  them  also  the 
Royal  Palace,  with  all  the  statues  of  former  kings  standing 
about  outside,  and  the  ‘  Grand  Cafe  de  l’Europe,’  much  embel¬ 
lished  over  the  door  with  flowers  and  nymphs  by  a  painter  whose 
art  had  evidently  once  found  favour  with  the  municipality.  In  the 
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opinion  of  the  guide,  the  ‘  Grand  Cafe  de  l’Europe 5  was  what 
reasonable  people  came  to  Naples  to  see  ;  he  pointed  it  out  many 
times  and  with  an  increasing  show  of  personal  admiration.  He 
was  a  very  useful,  clever  boy,  the  young  ladies  thought,  especially 
when  he  took  them  to  the  post-office  and  obtained  for  Miss  Stitch 
a  receipt  for  the  registered  letter  she  wanted  to  send  away,  in  as 
businesslike  a  manner  as  if  he  were  in  the  habit  of  transmitting 
large  sums  abroad  daily.  1  Don'  you  lossit,  for  goodniz  sake  !  ’  he 
exclaimed,  as  he  gave  the  slip  to  her.  But  I  doubt  whether  he  was 
quite  worth  the  sum  he  claimed  at  the  water’s  edge  when  they 
departed — the  pay  of  a  full-grown,  well-fed  guide  for  a  whole  day, 
plus  a  powboire,  which  they  ungrudgingly  gave  between  them. 

But  I  cannot  give  any  more  of  my  valuable  space  to  Mrs. 
Browne’s  reminiscences  of  that  voyage,  which  must,  according 
to  the  volume  of  them,  have  lasted  a  space  of  about  seven 
months.  I  believe  they  were  all  very  gay  at  Port  Said,  walking 
through  the  single  wide  China  Bazar  street  of  the  place,  flaming 
with  colour  and  resonant  of  musicians  in  the  gambling  houses, 
drinking  black  coffee  on  the  boulevard,  and  realising  no  whit  of 
Port  Said’s  iniquity.  The  Suez  Canal  had  no  incident  but 
several  loathly  odours,  and  then  came  the  long  smooth  voyage 
to  Colombo  and  a  fantastic  glimpse  of  first  cocoanut  trees 
fringing  the  shores  of  Ceylon.  A  great  deal  here  about  sapphires 
and  rubies  and  cat’s-eyes,  and  little  elephants  made  of  ivory,  and 
small  brown  diving-boys,  and  first  tropical  impressions,  but  I 
must  not  linger  in  the  chronicling.  Then  the  sail  up  to  Madras, 
and  the  brief  tarrying  there,  and  the  days  that  came  after,  short 
days  when  everybody  packed  and  rejoiced.  At  last,  one  night  at 
ten  o’clock,  a  light  came  that  was  not  a  star,  shining  far  through 
the  soft  still  darkness  beyond  the  bow  of  the  ship,  the  light  at 
the  mouth  of  a  wide  brown  river  that  slipped  to  the  sea  through 
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the  India  Helen  would  see  in  the  morning,  and  past  the  city 
whither  her  simple  heart  had  gone  before  her. 

Mrs.  Macdonald  kept  out  of  the  way.  It  was  the  one  con¬ 
siderate  thing  she  did  during  the  voyage.  Young  Browne,  rather 
white  and  nervous-looking,  came  upon  Mr.  Macdonald  first  in 
the  turbulent  shore-going  crowd.  Mr.  Macdonald  was  genial 
and  reassuring.  ‘  You'll  find  her  over  there,  old  man,’  said  he 
without  circumlocution,  £  rather  back.  Better  bring  her  up  to 
Hungerford  Street  to  breakfast  yourself.’  And  Helen  straight¬ 
way  was  found  by  young  Browne  in  the  precise  direction  Mr. 
Macdonald  had  indicated,  and  1  rather  back.’  She  always  re¬ 
members  very  distinctly  that  on  that  occasion  she  wore  a  blue 
Chambray  frock  and  a  sailor  hat  with  a  white  ribbon  round  it. 
It  is  not  a  matter  of  consequence,  still  it  might  as  well  be 
mentioned. 
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CHAPTER  IY 

I  HAVE  no  doubt  that  the  present  Mrs.  Browne  would  like 
rue  to  linger  over  her  first  impressions  of  Calcutta.  She  has 
a  habit  now  of  stating  that  they  were  keen.  That  the  pillared 
houses  and  the  palm-shaded  gardens,  and  the  multiplicity  of  tur- 
baned  domestics  gave  her  special  raptures,  which  she  has  since 
outgrown,  but  still  likes  to  claim.  She  said  nothing  about  it  at 
the  time,  however,  and  I  am  disposed  to  believe  that  the  impres¬ 
sions  came  later,  after  young  Browne  had  become  a  familiar 
object,  and  all  the  boxes  were  unpacked.  As  they  were  not 
married  immediately,  but  a  week  after  the  Khedive  arrived,  to 
give  Mrs.  Macdonald  time  to  unpack  her  boxes,  the  former  of 
these  processes  was  an  agreeably  gradual  one,  occupying  six 
morning  and  evening  drives  in  Mr.  Browne’s  dog-cart,  and 
sundry  half-hours  between.  Mrs.  Macdonald  wanted  to  make 
the  house  pretty  for  the  wedding.  ‘  Really,  child,’  said  she, 
c  you  can’t  be  married  in  a  barn  like  this  !  ’  and  to  that  end  she 
drew  forth  many  Liberty  muslins,  much  £  art  ’  needlework,  and 
all  the  decoration  flotsam  and  jetsam  of  the  season’s  summer 
sales  in  Oxford  Street.  I  understand  that  both  the  Brownes 
protested  against  the  plan  to  have  a  wedding  ;  they  only  wanted 
to  be  married  they  said,  of  course  in  the  Church,  regularly,  but 
without  unnecessary  circumstance.  1  People  can  see  it  next  day 
in  The  Englishman,’  suggested  young  Browne,  urged  privately 
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to  this  course  by  Helen.  But  it  was  a  point  upon  which 
Mrs.  Macdonald  was  inflexible.  ‘  Certainly  not  a  big  wedding,’ 
said  she,  ‘  since  you  don’t  want  it,  but  a  few  people  we  must 
have  just  to  see  it  properly  done.  What  would  Calcutta  think 
of  you  ’ — reproachfully,  to  young  Browne — ‘  getting  the  knot 
tied  that  way,  in  a  corner  ?  Besides  it  wflll  be  a  lovely  way 
of  letting  everybody  know  we  are  back.  I’ll  manage  it — I  know 
exactly  who  you  ought  to  have !  ’ 

Thereupon  Helen  brought  out  from  among  her  effects  a 
certain  square  wooden  box,  and  besought  that  it  might  be  opened. 

‘  It’s — it’s  the  cake,’  she  explained  with  blushes  ;  c  mother  thought 
I  ought  to  bring  it - ’ 

‘  Oh,  of  course  !  ’  exclaimed  Mrs.  Macdonald  briskly  ;  £  every¬ 
body  does.  There  were  five  altogether  on  board  the  Khedive. 
Let  us  hope  it  has  carried  well !  ’ 

They  opened  the  box,  and  Helen  took  out  layers  of  silver 
paper  with  nervous  fingers.  *  It  seems  a  good  deal  crushed,’ 
she  said.  Then  she  came  upon  a  beautiful  white  sugar  bird  of 
Paradise  lacking  his  tail,  and  other  fragments  dotted  with  little 
silver  pellets,  and  the  petals  of  a  whole  flower-garden  in  pink 
icing.  1  It  has  not  carried  well !  ’  she  exclaimed  grievously — 
and  it  hadn’t.  It  was  the  proudest  erection  of  the  Canbury 
confectioner's  experience,  a  glory  and  a  wonder  when  it  arrived 
at  the  Rectory,  but  it  certainly  had  not  carried  well :  it  was  a 
travelled  wreck. 

‘  Looks  very  sorry  for  itself !  ’  remarked  young  Browne,  who 
happened  to  be  present. 

£  It  must  have  happened  in  that  hateful  Bay  of  Biscay  !  ’ 
said  Helen,  with  an  inclination  to  tears. 

‘  Oh,  never  mind  !  ’  Mrs.  Macdonald  put  in  airily,  as  if  it 
were  a  trifle.  £  It’s  easy  enough  to  get  another.  I’ll  send  a 
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chit  to  Peliti’s  this  very  afternoon.  You  can  use  up  this  one 
for  five  o’clock  tea  afterwards.’ 

£  But  do  you  think  it  won’t  do  at  all,  Mrs.  Macdonald  ?  ’ 
Helen  "begged.  £  You  see  the  lower  tier  isn’t  much  damaged, 
and  it  came  all  the  way  from  home,  you  know.’ 

£  I  think  it  ought  to  do,’  remarked  young  Browne. 

£My  dear\  ’  cried  her  hostess,  ‘think  of  how  it  would  look ! 
In  the  midst  of  everything !  It  would  quite  spoil  your  wedding  ! 
Oh,  no — we’ll  have  another  from  Peliti’s.’ 

£  What  could  one  do  ?  ’  confided  Mrs.  Browne  to  me  after¬ 
wards.  £  It  was  her  affair — not  ours  in  the  least.  We  were 
getting  married,  don’t  you  see,  for  her  amusement !  ’  But  that 
was  in  one  of  Mrs.  Browne’s  ungrateful  moments.  And  was 
private,  to  me.  Generally  speaking,  Mrs.  Browne  said  she 
thought  the  Macdonalds  arranged  everything  charmingly.  The 
Canbury  cake  went,  however,  to  the  later  suburban  residence  of 
the  Brownes,  and  was  there  consumed  by  them  in  the  reckless 
moments  of  the  next  six  months. 

I  was  one  of  the  people  Mrs.  Macdonald  knew  the  Brownes 
ought  to  have,  and  I  went  to  the  wedding  in  a  new  heliotrope 
silk.  I  remember  that  also  came  out  by  the  Khedive.  It  was 
in  the  Cathedral,  at  four  o’clock  in  the  afternoon,  full  choral 
service,  quantities  of  flowers,  and  two  heads  of  departments  in 
the  company,  one  ex-Commissioner,  and  a  Member  of  Council. 
None  of  them  were  people  the  Brownes  were  likely  to  see  much 
of  afterwards,  in  my  opinion,  and  I  wondered  at  Mrs.  Macdonald’s 
asking  them;  but  the  gown  she  graced  the  occasion  in  would 
have  justified  an  invitation  to  the  Viceroy — pale  green  poplin 
with  silver  embroidery. 

The  bride  came  very  bravely  up  the  aisle  upon  the  arm  of 
her  host,  all  in  the  white  China  silk,  a  little  crushed  in  places, 
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which  the  Canbury  dressmaker  had  been  reluctantly  persuaded 
to  make  unostentatiously.  The  bridegroom  stood  consciously 
ready  with  his  supporter ;  we  all  listened  to  the  nervous  vows, 
sympathetically  thinking  back  ;  the  little  Eurasian  choir-boys 
sang  lustily  over  the  pair.  Two  inquisitive  black  crows  perched 
in  the  open  window  and  surveyed  the  ceremony,  flying  off  with 
hoarse  caws  at  the  point  of  the  blessing ;  from  the  world  out¬ 
side  came  the  hot  bright  glare  of  the  afternoon  sun  upon  the 
Maidan,  and  the  creaking  of  the  ox-gharries,1  and  the  chatting 
of  the  mynas  in  the  casuerina2  trees,  and  the  scent  of  some 
wTaxy  heavy-smelling  thing  of  the  country — how  like  it  was  to 
every  other  Indian  wedding  where  a  maid  comes  trippingly  from 
over  seas  to  live  in  a  long  chair  under  a  punkah,  and  be  a  law 
unto  kitmutgars  ! 

The  new  Mrs.  Browne  received  our  congratulations  with  shy 
distance  after  it  was  all  over.  She  looked  round  at  the  big 
stucco  church  with  its  white  pillars  and  cane  chairs,  and  at  our 
unfamiliar  faces,  with  a  little  pitiful  smile.  I  had,  at  the 
moment,  a  feminine  desire  to  slap  Mrs.  Macdonald  for  having 
asked  us.  And  all  the  people  of  the  Rectory,  who  ought  to  have 
been  at  the  wedding,  were  going  about  their  ordinary  business, 
with  only  now  and  then  a  speculative  thought  of  this.  Every¬ 
body  who  really  cared  was  four  thousand  miles  away,  and  unaware. 
We  could  not  expect  either  of  them  to  think  much  of  our  per¬ 
functory  congratulations,  although  Mr.  Browne  expressed  him¬ 
self  very  politely  to  the  contrary  in  the  valuable  sentiments  he 
uttered  afterwards,  in  connection  with  champagne  cup  and  the 
Peliti  wedding  cake,  on  Mrs.  Macdonald’s  verandah. 

They  had  a  five  days’  honeymoon,  so  far  as  the  outer  world 
was  concerned,  and  they  spent  it  at  Patapore.  Darjiling,  as 
1  Native  ox-carts. 


2  Australian  fir. 
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young  Browne  was  careful  to  explain  to  Helen,  was  the  proper 
place,  really  the  thing  to  do,  but  it  took  twenty-six  hours  to 
get  to  Darjiling,  and  twenty-six  hours  to  get  back,  and  nobody 
wanted  to  plan  off  a  five  days’  honeymoon  like  that.  Patapore, 
on  the  contrary,  was  quite  accessible,  only  six  hours  by  mail. 

1  Is  it  a  hill-station  ?  ’  asked  Helen,  when  they  discussed  it. 

£  Not  precisely  a  hill-station,  darling,  but  it’s  on  rising  ground 
—a  thousand  feet  higher  than  this.’ 

‘  Is  it  an  interesting  place  ?  ’  she  inquired. 

‘  I  think  it  ought  to  be,  under  the  circumstances.’ 

‘  George  !  I  mean  are  there  any  temples  there,  or  anything  ?’ 

‘  I  don’t  remember  any  temples.  There’s  a  capital  dak- 
bungalow.’ 

£  And  what  is  a  dak-bungalow,  dear  ?  How  short  you  cut 
your  hair,  you  dear  old  thing !  ’ 

£  That  was  provisional  against  your  arrival,  darling — so  you 
couldn’t  pull  it.  A  dak-bungalow  is  a  sort  of  Government  hotel, 
put  up  in  unfrequented  places  where  there  aren’t  any  others,  for 
the  accommodation  of  travellers.’ 

£  Unfrequented  places  !  Oh  George  !  Any  snakes  or  tigers  ?  ’ 

£  Snakes — a  few,  I  dare  say.  Tigers — let  me  see ;  you  might 
hear  of  one  about  fifty  miles  from  there.’ 

4  Dreadful !  ’  shuddered  Helen,  rubbing  her  cheek  upon 
George’s  convict  crop.  £  But  what  is  the  attraction ,  dear  ?  ’ 

£  The  air,’  responded  he,  promptly  substituting  his  moustache. 
£  Wonderful  air  !  Think  of  it,  Helen — a  thousand  feet  up  !  ’ 

But  Helen  had  not  been  long  enough  in  India  to  think  of  it. 
£  Air  is  a  thing  one  can  get  anywhere,’  she  suggested ;  £  isn't 
there  anything  else  ?  ’ 

£  Seclusion,  darling — the  most  perfect  seclusion  !  Lots  to 
eat — there’s  always  the  railway  restaurant  if  the  dak-bungalow 
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gives  out ;  capital  air,  nice  country  to  walk  over,  ancl  not  a  soul 
to  speak  to  but  our  two  selves  !  ’ 

‘  Oh  !  ’  said  Helen.  £  It  sounds  very  nice,  dear.’  And  so  they 
agreed. 

It  was  an  excellent  dak-bungalow  without  doubt,  quite  a 
wonder  in  dak-bungalows.  It  was  new  for  one  thing — they  are 
not  generally  new ;  and  clean — they  are  not  generally  clean. 
There  had  been  no  deserted  palace  or  disused  tomb  for  the 
Government  to  utilise  at  Patapore,  so  they  had  been  obliged  to 
build  this  dak -bungalow,  and  they  built  it  very  well.  It  had  a 
pukka 1  roof  instead  of  a  thatched  one,  which  was  less  comfort¬ 
able  for  the  karaits, 2  but  pleasanter  to  sleep  under;  and  its  walls 
were  straight  and  high,  well  raised  from  the  ground,  and  newly 
whitewashed.  Inside  it  was  divided  into  three  pairs  of  rooms, 
one  in  the  middle  and  one  at  each  end.  You  stepped  into  one  of 
your  rooms  on  the  north  side  of  the  house  and  out  of  the  other 
on  the  south  side,  upon  your  share  of  the  south  verandah.  The 
arrangement  was  very  simple  :  each  pair  of  rooms  was  separate 
and  independent,  and  had  nothing  to  say  to  any  other. 

The  furniture  was  simple  too  ;  its  simplicity  left  nothing  to 
be  desired.  There  were  charpoys 3  to  sleep  on  ;  travellers  brought 
their  own  bedding.  In  one  room  there  were  two  chairs  and  no 
table,  in  the  other  a  table  and  two  chairs.  There  was  nothing 
on  the  floor  and  nothing  on  the  walls.  There  was  ample 
accommodation  for  the  air  of  Patapore,  and  no  other  attraction  to 
interfere  with  it.  I  don't  know  whether  we  have  any  right  to 
accompany  the  Brownes  to  Patapore,  and  to  stay  with  them 
there ;  it  is  certain  that  we  would  not  be  welcome,  if  they  knew 
it.  It  is  equally  certain  that  nobody  else  did — they  were,  as 

1  Of  brick  and  mortar ;  well  built.  2  A  very  poisonous  snake. 

3  Native  beds. 
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young  Browne  had  predicted,  supremely  alone.  At  seven  in 
the  morning  the  old  khansamah  1  in  charge  of  the  place  gave  them 
chota  hazri 2  in  the  room  with  the  table  in  it,  bringing  tea  in  a 
chipped  brown  teapot,  and  big  thick  cups  to  drink  it  out  of,  one 
edged  with  blue  and  the  other  with  green,  and  buttered  toast 
upon  a  plate  which  did  not  match  anything.  He  was  a  little 
brown  khansamah,  with  very  bright  eyes  and  a  thin  white  beard, 
and  a  trot ;  he  reminded  one  curiously  of  a  goat.  His  lips  were 
thin  and  much  compressed.  He  took  the  Brownes  solemnly,  and 
charged  them  only  three  rupees  a  day  each  for  their  food,  which 
young  Browne  found  astonishingly  moderate,  though  Helen, 
when  she  worked  it  out  in  shillings  and  pence,  and  considered 
the  value  received,  could  not  bring  herself  to  agree  with  this. 

After  chota  hazri  they  went  for  walks,  long  walks,  stepping 
off  the  dak-bungalow  verandah,  as  Helen  said,  into  India  as  it 
was  before  ever  the  sahibs  came  to  rule  over  it.  For  they  could 
turn  their  backs  upon  the  long  straight  bank  of  the  railway  and 
wander  for  miles  in  any  direction  over  a  country  that  seemed 
as  empty  as  if  it  had  just  been  made.  As  far  as  they  could  see 
it  rolled  in  irregular  plains  and  low  broken  ridges  and  round 
hillocks,  all  covered  with  short  dry  grass,  to  the  horizon,  and 
there,  very  far  awray,  the  grey  outlines  of  an  odd  mountain  or 
two  stood  against  the  sky.  A  few  sal  trees  were  scattered  here 
and  there  in  clumps,  all  their  lower  branches  stolen  for  firewood, 
and  wherever  a  mud  hut  squatted  behind  a  hillock  there  grew  a 
tall  castor-oil  beanstalk  or  two,  and  some  plantains.  There  were 
tracks  of  cattle,  there  was  an  occasional  tank  that  had  evidently 
been  dug  out  by  men,  and  there  were  footpaths  making  up  and 
over  the  hillocks  and  across  the  stony  beds  of  the  empty  nullahs  ; 3 
but  it  was  only  in  the  morning  or  in  the  evening  that  they  met 
1  Butler.  2  Little  breakfast.  3  Stream  beds. 
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any  of  the  brown  people  that  lived  thereabouts.  Then  they  came 
in  little  straggling  strings  and  bands,  looking  at  these  strangers 
from  under  inverted  baskets,  appearing  from  nowhere  and  dis¬ 
appearing  in  vague  and  crooked  directions.  Helen’s  husband 
told  her  that  they  were  coolies  working  in  coal  mines  on  the 
side  of  the  railway.  There  were  crows,  too,  and  vultures — the 
crows  were  familiar  and  impertinent,  the  vultures  sailed  high 
and  took  no  notice  of  them.  And  that  was  all.  They  went  forth 
and  they  came  back  again.  Helen  made  a  few  primitive  sketches 
in  her  husband's  note-book.  I  do  not  think  she  did  the  country 
justice,  but  her  sketches  seemed  to  me  to  indicate  the  character  of 
her  impressions  of  it.  They  went  forth  and  they  came  back  again, 
always  to  a  meal — breakfast,  or  tiffin,  or  dinner,  as  the  case 
might  be.  Helen  liked  dinner  best,  because  then  the  lamps 
were  lighted,  and  she  had  an  excuse  for  changing  her  dress. 
They  partook  of  these  meals  with  three-tined  steel  forks  and 
knives  worn  down  to  dagger-points,  according  to  the  un¬ 
fathomable  custom  of  the  mussalchi.1  The  courses  consisted  of 
variations  upon  an  original  leg  of  mutton  which  occurred  at  one 
of  their  earlier  repasts,  served  upon  large  cracked  plates  with 
metal  reservoirs  of  hot  water  under  them,  and  embellished  by 
tinned  peas  of  a  suspicious  pallor.  And  always  there  was 
moorghy  2— moorghy  boiled  and  fried  and  roasted,  moorghy 
cutlets,  moorghy  curry,  moorghy  stew.  ‘  Nice  old  person,’  said 
Helen,  the  first  time  it  appeared,  ‘  he  has  given  us  fowl !  Dear 
old  patriarch.’  1  He  may  or  may  not  be  a  dear  old  patriarch,’ 
George  responded,  fixiug  grim  eyes  upon  the  bird,  ‘  but  he  is 
tolerably  sure  to  have  the  characteristics  of  one.  You  aren’t 
acquainted  with  the  indigenous  moorghy  yet,  Helen.  You 
regard  him  in  the  light  of  a  luxury,  as  if  he  were  a  Christian 


1  Washer  of  dishes. 


2  Fowl. 
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fowl.  He  isn’t  a  luxury  out  here,  upon  my  word.  He  stalks  up  and 
down  all  over  India  improving  his  muscular  tissues ;  he  doesn’t 
disdain  to  pick  from  a  drain  ;  he  costs  threepence  to  buy.  She  is 
an  inferior  creature  still.  It  may  be  a  prejudice  of  mine,  but  if 
there’s  any  other  form  of  sustenance  to  be  had  I  don’t  eat  moorghy.’ 

‘  He  tastes,’  said  Mrs.  Browne,  after  experiment,  ‘  like  an 
“  indestructible  ”  picture-book.’  It  was  an  unwarrantable  simile 
upon  Mrs  Browne’s  part,  since  she  could  not  possibly  remember 
the  flavour  of  the  literature  she  used  to  suck  as  an  infant ;  but 
her  verdict  was  never  reversed,  and  so  one  Indian  staple  passed 
out  of  the  domestic  experiences  of  the  Brownes. 

These  two  young  people  had  unlimited  conversation,  and 
one  of  them  a  great  many  more  cigars  than  were  good  for  him. 
So  far  as  I  have  been  able  to  discover,  by  way  of  diversion  they 
had  nothing  else.  It  had  not  occurred  to  either  of  therp  that 
the  equipment  of  a  honeymoon  required  any  novels ;  and  the 
dak-bungalow  was  not  provided  with  current  fiction.  They 
covered  an  extensive  range  of  subjects,  therefore,  as  they  thought, 
exhaustively.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  their  conversation  was  so 
superficial  in  its  nature,  and  led  to  such  trivial  conclusions,  that 
I  do  not  propose  to  repeat  it.  They  were  very  unanimous  always. 
Young  Browne  declared  that  if  his  views  had  habitually  received 
the  unqualified  assent  which  Helen  gave  them  he  would  have 
been  a  member  of  the  Viceroy’s  Council  years  before.  They 
could  not  say  enough  in  praise  of  the  air  of  Patapore,  and  when 
the  wind  rose  it  blew  them  into  an  ecstasy.  Frequently  they 
discussed  the  supreme  advantages  of  a  dak-bungalow  for  a 
honeymoon,  and  then  it  was  something  like  this  on  the  afternoon 
of  the  third  day. 

‘The  perfect  freedom  of  it,  you  know — the  being  able  to 
smoke  with  one’s  legs  on  the  table - ’ 
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4  Yes,  dear.  I  love  to  see  you  doing  it.  It’s  so — it’s  so  home¬ 
like  !  ’  (I  think  I  see  the  Rev.  Peachey  with  his  legs  upon  the 
table  !)  Then,  with  sudden  animation,  4  Do  you  know,  George, 
I  think  I  heard  boxes  coming  into  the  next  room  !  ’ 

4  Not  at  all,  Helen.  You  didn’t — I’m  sure  you  didn’t.  And 
then  the  absolute  silence  of  this  place - ’ 

4  Lovely,  George  !  And  that’s  how  I  heard  the  boxes  so  dis¬ 
tinctly.’  Getting  up  and  going  softly  to  the  wall — c  George, 
there  are  people  in  there  !  ’ 

4  Blow  the  people !  However,  they  haven’t  got  anything  to 
do  with  us.’ 

4  But  perhaps — perhaps  you  know  them,  George  !  ’ 

4  Most  piously  I  hope  I  don’t.  But  never  mind,  darling. 
We  can  easily  keep  out  of  the  way,  in  any  case.  We  won’t  let 
them  spoil  it  for  us.’ 

4  N-no,  dear,  we  won’t.  Certainly  not.  But  you'll  find  out 
who  they  are,  won’t  you,  Geordie  !  Ask  the  khansamah,  just  for 
the  sake  of  knowing  !  ’ 

4  Oh,  we’ll  find  out  who  they  are  fast  enough.  But  don’t  be 
distressed,  darling.  It  will  be  the  simplest  thing  in  the  world 
to  avoid  them.’ 

4  Of  course  it  will,’  Mrs.  Browne  responded.  4  But  I  think, 
George  dear,  I  really  must  put  on  my  tailor-made  this  afternoon 
in  case  we  should  come  in  contact  with  them  in  any  way.’ 

4  We  won’t,’  replied  George,  cheerfully  lighting  another 
cigar. 

To  which  Mrs.  Browne  replied,  without  seeming  relevance, 
4 1  consider  it  perfectly  SHAMEFUL  for  dak-bungalows  to  have  no 
looking-glasses  !  ’ 

An  hour  later  Helen  flew  in  from  the  verandah.  4  Oh, 
George,  I’ve  seen  them  :  two  men  and  a  lady  aud  a  black  and 
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white  dog — spotted !  Quite  nice,  respectable-looking  people, 
all  of  them  !  They  walked  past  our  verandah.’ 

4  Confound  their  impudence !  Did  they  look  in  ?  ’ 

‘  The  dog  did.’ 

‘  None  of  the  rest  ?  Well,  dear,  which  way  did  they  go  ?  ’ 

Helen  indicated  a  south-easterly  direction,  and  the  Brownes 
that  evening  walked  almost  directly  north,  with  perhaps  a  point 
or  two  to  the  west,  and  did  not  return  until  it  was  quite  dark. 

The  fourth  day,  after  breakfast,  a  stranger  entered  the 
verandah  without  invitation.  He  was  clad  chiefly  in  a  turban 
and  loin-cloth,  and  on  his  head  he  bore  a  large  tin  box.  He  had 
an  attendant  much  like  him,  but  wearing  a  dirtier  loin-cloth 
and  bearing  a  bigger  box. 

‘Oh  !  who  is  it  ?  ’  Helen  cried. 

‘  It’s  one  of  those  wretched  box-wallahs,  dear — a  kind  of 
pedlar.  I’ll  send  him  off.  Hujao ,x  you  !  ’ 

4  Oh  no,  George !  Let  us  see  what  he  has  to  sell,’  Helen  in¬ 
terposed  with  interest ;  and  immediately  the  man  was  on  the 
floor  untying  his  cords. 

4  My  darling,  you  can’t  want  anything  from  him  !  ’ 

4  Heaps  of  things — I  shall  know  as  soon  as  I  see  what  lie’s 
got,  dear !  To  begin  with,  there’s  a  lead  pencil !  So  far  as  I 
know  I  haven’t  a  lead  pencil  in  the  world.  I’ll  take  that  lead 
pencil !  Soap  ?  No,  I  think  not,  thank  you.  Do  tell  me  what 
he  says,  George.  Elastic — the  very  thing  I  wanted  !  And  tape  ? 
Please  ask  him  if  he’s  got  any  tape.  Tooth-brushes — what  do 
you  think  George  ?  ’ 

4  Not  tooth-brushes  !  ’  her  lord  protested,  as  one  who  endures, 

4  they  may  be  second-hand,  dear.’ 

4  Oh  !  No  !  Here,  take  them  back,  please  !  Ribbon — have 


Be  off  ! 
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you  any  narrow  pale  blue  ?  That’s  about  right,  if  you’ve 
nothing  better.  Hooks  ancl  eyes  are  always  useful.  So  are 
mixed  pins  and  sewing-cotton.  I  can’t  say  I  think  much  of 
these  towels,  George,  they’re  very  thin — still  we  shall  want 
towels.’ 

Mrs.  Browne  was  quite  pink  with  excitement,  and  her  eyes 
glistened.  She  became  all  at  once  animated  and  eager — a  joy 
of  her  sex  was  upon  her,  and  unexpectedly.  The  box-wallah 
was  an  Event,  and  an  Event  is  a  thing  much  to  be  desired,  even 
in  one’s  honeymoon.  This  lady  had  previously,  and  has  since, 
made  purchases  much  more  interesting  and  considerably  more 
expensive  than  those  that  fell  in  her  way  at  Patapore ;  but  I 
doubt  whether  any  of  them  afforded  her  a  tenth  of  the  satisfac¬ 
tion.  She  turned  over  every  one  of  the  box-wallah’s  common¬ 
places,  trusting  to  find  a  need  for  it.  She  laid  embroidered 
edging  down  unwillingly,  and  put  aside  handkerchiefs  and 
hosiery  with  a  sigh,  pangs  of  conscience  arising  from  a  trousseau 
just  unpacked.  But  it  was  astonishing  how  valuably  supple¬ 
mentary  that  box-wallah’s  stores  appeared  to  be.  Helen  declared, 
for  instance,  that  she  never  would  have  thought  of  Persian 
morning  slippers,  which  I  have  not  yet  known  her  to  wear,  if 
she  had  not  seen  them  there,  and  this  I  can  believe. 

The  transaction  occupied  the  best  part  of  two  hours,  during 
which  young  Browne  behaved  very  well,  smoking  quietly,  and 
only  interfering  once,  on  the  score  of  some  neckties  for  himself. 
And  when  Helen  remonstrated  that  everything  seemed  to  be  for 
her,  he  begged  her  to  believe  that  he  really  didn’t  mind — he 
didn’t  feel  acquisitive  that  morning ;  she  mustn’t  consider  him. 
To  which  Helen  gave  regretful  compliance,  for  the  box-wallah 
had  a  large  stock  of  gentlemen’s  small  wares.  In  the  end  Mr. 
Browne  paid  the  box-wallah,  in  a  masterly  manner,  something 
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over  a  third  of  his  total  demand,  which  he  accepted,  to  Helen’s 
astonishment,  with  only  a  perfunctory  demur,  and  straight  away 
put  his  box  on  his  head  and  departed.  About  which  time  young 
Browne’s  bearer  came  with  respectful  inquiry  as  to  which  train 
he  would  pack  their  joint  effects  for  on  the  morrow.  This  is  an 
invariable  terminal  point  for  honeymoons  in  India. 


E 
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CHAPTER  V 


T  is  time,  perhaps,  to  state 
a  few  facts  about  Mr.  George 
William  Browne  in  addition 
to  those  which  are  in  the 
reader’s  possession  already. 

I  have  mentioned,  I  think, 
that  he  played  tennis  badly 
and  was  fond  of  privacy ; 
it  runs  in  my  mind  also 
that  I  have  in  some  way 
conveyed  to  you  that  he  is 
a  rather  short  and  thickly 
built  young  gentleman, 
with  brown  eyes  and  a  dark 
moustache,  and  a  sallow 
complexion  and  a  broad 
smile.  Helen  declares  him  handsome,  and  I  never  considered  him 
unpleasant  looking,  but  it  is  undoubtedly  the  case  that  he  is  very 
like  other  young  men  in  Calcutta,  also  clerks  in  tea  and  indigo 
houses  on  five  hundred  rupees  a  month,  with  the  expectation 
of  partnership  whenever  retirement  or  fever  shall  remove  a 
head  of  the  firm.  His  tastes  were  common  to  Calcutta  young 
men  also.  He  liked  golf  and  polo,  and  regretted  that  his  pony 
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was  not  up  to  the  paper-chases  ;  in  literature  he  preferred  Clark 
Russell  and  the  Pioneer ,  with  Lord  Lytton  for  serious  moments. 
He  complied  with  the  customs  of  the  Cathedral  to  the  extent  of 
a  silk  hat  and  a  pair  of  gloves  in  the  cold  weather,  and  usually 
attended  one  service  every  Sunday,  invariably  contributing  eight 
annas  to  the  offertory.  His  political  creed  was  simple.  He 
believed  in  India  for  the  Anglo-Indians,  and  despised  the  teaching 
and  hated  the  influence,  with  sturdy  reasons,  of  Exeter  Hall. 
Any  views  that  he  had  of  real  importance  mainly  concerned  the 
propagation  of  tea  in  distant  markets  ;  but  his  spare  ideas  had 
a  crispness  that  gave  them  value  in  a  society  inclined  to  be 
intellectually  limp,  and  his  nature  was  sufficiently  cheerful  and 
sympathetic  to  make  him  popular,  in  connection  with  the  fact 
that  he  was  undeniably  a  good  fellow. 

When  all  this  has  been  said,  I  fear  that  Mr.  Browne  will  not 
appear  in  these  pages  with  the  equipment  proper  for  a  young 
man  of  whom  anything  is  expected  in  the  nature  of  modern 
fiction.  Perhaps  this,  however,  is  not  so  important  as  it  looks, 
which  will  be  more  evident  when  we  reflect  that  in  marrying 
Miss  Helen  Frances  Peachey  Mr.  Browne  performed  considerably 
the  greater  part  of  what  will  be  required  of  him  in  this  history. 

That  young  Browne’s  tulub  1  was  only  five  hundred  rupees 
a  month  is,  however,  a  fact  of  serious  importance,  both  to  the 
Brownes  and  to  the  readers  of  these  chapters.  It  must  be 
borne  in  mind,  even  as  the  Brownes  bore  it  in  mind,  to  the 
proper  understanding  of  the  unpretending  matters  herein 
referred  to.  There  are  parts  of  the  world  in  which  this 
amount,  translated  into  the  local  currency,  would  make  a 
plutocrat  of  its  recipient.  Even  in  Calcutta,  in  the  olden 
golden  time  when  the  rupee  was  worth  two  invariable  shillings 
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and  the  stockbroker  waxed  not  so  fat  as  now,  there  was  a  sweet 
reasonableness  about  an  income  of  five  hundred  that  does  not 
exist  to-day.  There  is  no  doubt,  for  one  thing,  that  in  those  days 
it  did  not  cost  so  much  to  live  in  a  house.  At  the  present  time, 
and  in  view  of  the  degeneracy  of  the  coin,  that  luxury  is  not  so 
easy  to  compass  as  it  used  to  be. 

The  Brownes  would  live  in  a  house,  however.  Young  Browne, 
when  the  matter  was  up  for  discussion,  stated  with  some  vehe¬ 
mence  his  objection  to  the  Calcutta  system  of  private  hostelries. 
Helen  said  conclusively  that  if  they  had  no  other  reason  for 
housekeeping,  there  were  those  lovely  dessert  knives  and  forks 
from  Aunt  Plovtree,  and  all  the  other  silver  things  from  people, 
to  say  nothing  of  the  complete  supply  of  house  and  table  linen, 
ready  marked  with  an  artistically  intertwined  £  P.B.’  In  the 
face  of  this,  to  use  other  people’s  cutlery  and  table-napkins  would 
be  foolish  extravagance — didn’t  George  think  so  ?  George 
thought  so,  very  decidedly — that  was  quite  a  strong  point.  It 
must  be  a  whole  house,  too,  and  not  a  flat ;  there  was  no 
autonomy  in  a  flat  and  no  proprietorship  of  the  compound  ; 
moreover,  you  were  always  meeting  the  other  people  on  the 
stairs.  By  all  means  a  house  to  themselves — ‘  if  possible,’ 
added  young  Browne. 

£  About  what  rent  does  one  pay  for  a  house  ?  ’  Helen  in¬ 
quired. 

‘  You  get  a  fairly  good  one  for  three  hundred  a  month  on 
lease.  A  visiting  Rajah,  down  for  the  cold  weather  to  try  for  a 
“  C.  I.  E.,”  1  sometimes  pays  a  thousand.’ 

c  But  we,’  responded  Mrs.  Browne  blankly,  ‘  are  not  Rajahs, 
dear !  ’ 

£  No,  thank  the  Lord  !  ’  said  Mr.  Browne,  with  what  struck  his 
1  Companion  of  the  Indian  Empire — a  State-conferred  honour. 
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wife  as  unnecessary  piety  ;  1  and  we’ll  make  ourselves  jolly  com¬ 
fortable  notwithstanding,  Nellums — you’ll  see  !  ’  George  Browne 
was  always  over-optimistic.  If  those  two  young  people  had 
come  to  me — but  it  goes  without  saying  that  they  went  to  nobody. 

Helen  desired  a  garden,  a  tennis  court,  and,  if  possible,  a 
cocoanut  palm-tree  in  the  garden.  She  would  prefer  a  yellow" 
house  to  a  pink  one,  in  view  of  the  fact  that  the  houses  were 
all  yellow  or  pink,  and  she  would  like  a  few  pillars  in  front  of  it 
— pillars  seemed  so  common  an  architectural  incident  in  Cal¬ 
cutta  that  she  thought  they  must  be  cheap.  Mr.  Browne 
particularly  wanted  air  in  the  house,  1  a  good  south  verandah,’ 
and  a  domicile  well  raised  above  its  native  Bengal .  Mr. 
Browne  was  strong  upon  locality  and  drains,  and  the  non¬ 
proximity  of  jungle  and  bushes.  Helen  bowed  to  his  superior 
knowledge,  but  secretly  longed  that  a  garden  with  a  cocoanut 
palm  in  it  might  be  found  in  a  neighbourhood  not  insanitary. 
And  so  they  fared  forth  daily  in  a  ticca-gharry  1  to  inspect 
desirable  addresses. 

They  inspected  many.  There  was  no  unnecessary  formality 
about  permission  to  look,  no  ‘  Encjuire  of  Messrs.  So  and  So,’  no 
big  key  to  procure  from  anywhere.  The  ticca-gharry  stopped, 
and  they  alighted.  If  the  high  wooden  gates  were  closed,  Mr. 
Browne  beat  upon  them  lustily  with  his  stick,  shouting,  1  Qui 
hai !  ’ 2  in  tones  of  severe  authority.  Then,  usually  from  a  small 
and  dingy  domicile  near  the  gate,  issued  a  figure  hastily,  a  lean 
brown  figure,  in  a  dirty  dhoty,3  that  salaamed  perfunctorily,  and 
stood  before  them  waiting. 

1  Iska  ghur  kali  hai  ?  ’ 4  Mr.  Browne  would  inquire,  and  the 
figure  would  answer, £  Ha !  ’ 5 

1  Hired  carriage.  2  Whoever  is  !  3  Native  loin-cloth. 

4  This  house,  is  it  empty  ?  5  Yes. 
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Whereat,  without  further  parley,  the  Brownes  would  enter 
the  place  and  begin  to  express  their  minds  about  it.  Generally 
it  invited  criticism.  If  the  previous  sahib  had  been  but 
three  weeks  departed  the  place  had  an  overgrown  look, 
the  bushes  were  unkempt,  the  grass  ragged ;  there  were  cracks 
in  the  mortar  and  stains  on  the  walls;  within  it  smelt  of  deso¬ 
lation.  Helen  investigated  daintily;  it  looked,  she  said,  so  very 
c  snaky.’  The  general  features  of  one  house  were  very  like  the 
general  features  of  another ;  that  is  to  say,  their  disadvantages 
were  fairly  equal.  They  all  had  jungly  compounds,1  they  were 
all  more  or  less  tumble-down,  all  in  fashionable  Eurasian  neigh¬ 
bourhoods,  and  all  at  least  fifty  rupees  a  month  more  than  the 
Brownes  could  afford  to  pay.  Helen  found  some  aesthetic  charm 
and  young  Browne  some  objectionable  odour  in  every  one  of  them. 
She,  one  might  say,  used  nothing  but  her  eyes ;  he  nothing  but 
his  nose.  With  regard  to  the  attractions  of  one  address  in 
particular  they  came  almost  to  a  difference  of  opinion.  It  was 
a  bungalow,  and  it  sat  down  flatly  in  a  luxuriant  tangle  of 
beaumontia  and  bougainvilleas,  and  trailing  columbine.  It 
had  a  verandah  all  round  about,  and  the  verandah  was  a  bower  of 
creeping  things.  Not  only  cocoanut  palms,  but  date  palms  and 
areca  palms  and  toddy  palms  grew  in  the  corners  of  the  compound, 
with  hibiscus  bushes  all  in  crimson  flower  along  the  wall,  a  banyan 
tree  in  the  middle,  and  two  luxuriant  peepuls,  one  on  each  side, 
almost  meeting  over  the  roof  of  the  house.  The  walls  and  pillars 
of  the  bungalow  were  in  delicate  tones  of  grey  and  green ;  close 
behiud  it  were  all  the  picturesque  features  of  a  native  bustee,2  and 
immediately  in  front  a  lovely  reflection  of  the  sky  lay  in  a  mossy 
tank  in  places  where  the  water  was  deep  enough.  The  rent  was 
moderate ;  it  had  been  empty  a  long  time. 

1  Overgrown  premises.  2  Collection  of  native  Louses. 
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‘  George  ! 5  Helen  exclaimed,  ‘  it  has  been  waiting  for  us.’ 

George  demurred.  ‘  It’s  far  and  away  the  worst  place  we’ve 
•seen,’  he  remarked. 

‘  I  think  it’s  perfectly  sweet,’  his  wife  maintained. 

‘  If  we  took  it,’  he  returned  implacably,  c  within  three  months 
two  funerals  would  occur  in  this  neighbourhood  ;  one  would  be 
yours  and  one  would  be  mine.  I  don’t  speak  of  the  mortality 
among  the  servants.  I’ll  just  ask  the  clurwan  1  how  many  sahibs 
have  died  here  lately.’  And  he  asked  the  durwan  in  his  own 
tongue. 

‘  He  says  three  in  the  last  family,  and  it  was  the  ‘  carab  bimar,’ 
which  is  the  bad  sickness  or  the  cholera,  my  dear.  What  a  fool 
of  a  durwan  to  leave  in  charge  of  an  empty  house  !  If  you  still 
think  you’d  like  to  have  it,  Helen,  we  can  inquire - ’ 

‘  Oh,  no !  ’  cried  Mrs.  Browne,  and  fled.  1  Let  us  go  away 
at  once !  ’ 

‘ - I  was  going  to  say — at  the  undertaker’s  for  additional 

accommodation.  But  perhaps  we  had  better  not  take  it.  Let’s 
try  for  something  clean.’ 

I  consider  that  the  Brownes  were  very  lucky  in  the  end. 
They  found  a  house  in  a  suburban  locality,  where  a  number  of 
Europeans  had  already  survived  for  several  years,  at  a  rent  they 
thought  they  could  afford  by  careful  managing.  It  turned  its 
face  aside  from  the  street  and  looked  towards  the  south ;  sitting 
on  its  roof  they  could  see  far  across  those  many-laned  jungle 
suburbs  where  the  office  baboo  2  lives,  and  whither  the  sahibs  go 
only  on  horseback.  The  palm  fronds  waved  thick  there,  fringing 
the  red  sky  duskily  when  the  sun  went  down.  The  compound 
was  neglected,  but  had  sanitary  possibilities  ;  there  was  enough 
grass  for  a  tennis-court  and  enough  space  for  a  garden.  A  low 


1  Doorkeeper. 


-  Native  clerk. 
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line  of  godowns  ran  down  two  sides  of  it,  where  the  servants  might 
live  and  the  pony.  Palms  and  plantains  grew  in  the  corners. 
It  was  very  tropical,  and  it  was  enclosed  by  a  wall  coloured  to 
match  the  house,  in  the  cracks  of  which  sprouted  every  green 
thing.  The  house  itself  was  pink,  which  Helen  declared  her  one 
disappointment :  she  preferred  the  yellow  ones  so  much.  Inside 
it  was  chiefly  light  green,  stencilled  in  yellow  by  way  of  dados, 
which  must  have  been  trying,  though  Helen  never  admitted  it. 
There  were  other  peculiarities.  The  rafters  curved  downwards, 
and  the  floor  sloped  toward  the  middle  and  in  various  other  direc¬ 
tions.  In  several  places  trailing  decorations  in  mud  had  been 
arranged  by  white  ants.  None  of  the  doors  had  locks  or  bolts ; 
they  all  opened  inwards,  and  were  fastened  from  the  inside  with 
movable  bars.  The  outermost  room  had  twelve  French  windows  ; 
the  innermost  room  had  no  windows,  and  was  quite  dark  when  its 
doors  were  shut.  Irregular  holes  appeared  at  intervals  over  the 
wall  for  the  accommodation  of  punkah-ropes,  each  tenant  having 
fancied  a  different  seat  outside  for  his  punkah- wallah.  .  Two  or 
three  small  apartments  upstairs  in  the  rear  of  the  house  had 
corners  divided  off  by  partitions  about  six  inches  high.  These 
were  bath-rooms,  arranged  on  the  simple  principle  of  upsetting 
the  bath-tub  on  the  floor  and  letting  the  water  run  out  of  a  hole 
in  the  wall  inside  the  partition.  Most  of  the  windows  had  glass 
in  them,  but  not  all,  and  some  were  protected  by  iron  bars,  the 
domestic  conditions  inside  having  been  originally  Aryan  and 
jealous. 

I  do  not  wish  it  to  be  supposed,  from  these  details,  that  the 
Brownes  were  subjected  to  exceptional  hardships,  or  took  up 
housekeeping  under  particularly  obscure  circumstances.  On 
the  contrary,  so  few  people  with  their  income  in  Calcutta  could 
afford  to  live  in  houses  at  all,  that  young  Browne  had  his  name 
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put  up  on  the  gatepost  with  considerable  pride  and  circumstance, 

‘  George  W.  Browne,’  in  white  letters  on  a  black  ground,  in  the 
middle  of  an  oblong  wooden  tablet,  according  to  the  custom  of 
the  place.  The  fact  being  that  the  characteristics  of  the 
Brownes’  house  are  common,  in  greater  or  less  degree,  to  every 
house  in  Calcutta.  I  venture  to  say  that  even  the  tub  of  a 
Member  of  Council,  on  five  thousand  rupees  a  month,  is  discharged 
through  a  hole  in  the  wall. 

Perhaps  their  landlord  was  more  or  less  unique.  The  land¬ 
lord  common  to  Calcutta  is  a  prosperous  Jew,  a  brocaded  Rajah, 
at  least  an  unctuous  baboo  fattened  upon  dhol-bat 1  and  chutney. 
The  Brownes’  landlord  wore  a  pair  of  dirty  white  trousers  and  a 
lean  and  hungry  look,  his  upper  parts  being  clad  in  yards  of 
soiled  cotton,  in  which  he  also  muffled  up  his  head.  He  followed 
them  about  the  place  in  silent  humility ;  they  took  him  for  a 
coolie,  and  young  Browne  treated  his  statements  with  brevity, 
turning  a  broad  British  back  upon  him.  I  don’t  think  this  en¬ 
hanced  the  rent ;  I  fancy  it  would  have  been  equally  extortion¬ 
ate  in  any  case.  But  it  was  only  when  Mr.  Browne  asked 
where  the  landlord  was  to  be  found  that  he  proudly  disclosed 
his  identity,  with  apologetic  reference,  however,  to  the  state  of 
his  attire.  He  said  that  his  house  had  been  vacant  for  many 
months,  and  that  he  had  just  spent  a  thousand  rupees  in  repair¬ 
ing  it.  His  prospective  tenant  accepted  the  first  of  these  state¬ 
ments,  and  received  the  second  with  open  Jaughter.  They  closed 
the  bargain,  however,  and  as  the  landlord  occupied  an  adjoining 
bustee,  and  was  frequently  to  be  met  in  the  neighbourhood,  Mrs. 
Browne  was  for  some  time  uncertain  as  to  whether  she  ought 
to  bow  to  him  or  not. 


1  Boiled  rice  and  pulse. 
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CHAPTER  VI 

THERE  are  a  number  of  ways  of  furnishing  a  house  in  Cal¬ 
cutta.  I,  who  have  known  the  inns  and  outs  of  the  place 
for  twenty  odd  years,  have  learned  the  unsatisfactoriness  of  all  of 
them,  and  am  prepared  to  explain.  You  can  be  elaborately  done 
up  by  a  fine  belati 1  upholsterer,  who  will  provide  you  with  spindle- 
legged  chaii’s  in  velvet  brocade,  and  msthetic  window-curtains 
with  faded  pink  roses  on  them,  everything  only  about  six  months 
behind  the  London  shops,  with  prices,  however,  considerably  in 
advance.  This  way  is  popular  with  Viceroys.  Or  you  may  go 
to  the  ordinary  shops  and  get  Westbourne  Grove  sorts  of  things, 
only  slightly  depreciated  as  to  value,  and  slightly  enhanced  as  to 
cost,  paying  cash — a  way  usually  adopted  by  people  of  no  imagin¬ 
ation.  Or  you  may  attend  the  auction  sale  that  speeds  the 
departure  of  some  home-going  memsaliib,  and  buy  her  effects 
for  a  song  ;  but  that  must  be  at  the  beginning  of  the  hot  weather, 
when  the  migration  of  memsahibs  occurs.  Or  you  can  go  to 
Bow  Bazar,  where  all  things  are  of  honourable  antiquity,  and 
there  purchase  pathetic  three-legged  memorials  of  old  Calcutta, 
springless  oval-backed  sofas  that  once  upheld  the  ponderous 
dignity  of  the  East  India  Company,  tarnished  mirrors  which 
may  have  reflected  the  wanton  charms  of  Madame  Le  Grand. 
Baboos  sell  them,  taking  knowledge  only  of  their  outward  per- 

1  European. 
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sons  and  their  present  utility ;  and  they  stand  huddled  in  little 
hot  low-roofed  shops,  intimate  with  the  common  teakwood  things 
of  yesterday,  condescending  to  gaudy  Japanese  vases  and  fly¬ 
blown  coloured  prints  and  cracked  lamps  and  mismatched 
crockery.  Bow  Bazar  is  not  always  bad  and  it  is  always  cheap, 
granting  some  previous  experience  of  baboo  morals,  and  the 
proprietors  charge  you  nothing  for  the  poetry  of  your  bargain. 
They  set  it  off,  perhaps,  against  necessary  repairs.  This  is  not 
a  popular  way,  as  the  baboos  will  testify,  but  it  is  a  pleasing 
one,  and  it  is  the  way  the  Brownes  took  in  the  main,  supple¬ 
menting  these  plenishings  with  a  few  from  China  Bazar,  where 
a  multitude  of  the  almond-eyed  sell  you  wicker  chairs  and 
tables. 

It  is  a  divinely  simple  thing  to  furnish  a  house  in  India.  It 
must  be  cleaned  and  it  must  be  matted.  This  is  done  in  a 
certain  number  of  hours,  while  you  sleep,  or  ride,  or  walk,  or 
take  your  pleasure,  by  a  God  of  Immediate  Results,  whom  you 
colloquially  dub  the  1  bearer,’  working  through  an  invisible 
agency  of  coolies.  Then  you  may  go  and  live  in  it  with  two 
chairs  and  a  table  if  you  like,  and  people  will  only  think  you 
have  a  somewhat  immoderate  hatred  of  hangings  and  furniture 
and  other  obstacles  to  the  free  circulation  of  air.  This  you 
might  easily  possess  to  an  extreme,  and  nobody  will  consider 
you  any  the  worse  for  it.  I  should  have  added  an  1  almirah  ’  to 
the  list  of  your  necessaries,  however.  You  would  be  criticised 
if  you  had  not  one  or  more  almirahs.  An  almirah  is  a  wardrobe, 
unless  it  contains  shelves  instead  of  hooks,  and  then  it  is  a  tall 
cupboard  with  doors.  Almirahs,  therefore,  receive  all  your  per¬ 
sonal  property,  from  a  dressing-gown  to  a  box  of  sardines,  and 
it  is  not  possible  to  live  decently  or  respectably  in  India  without 
them.  But  the  rest  is  at  your  good  pleasure,  and  nobody  will 
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expect  you  to  have  anything  but  plated  forks  and  bazar  china. 
Outward  circumstance  lies  not  in  these  things,  but  in  the 
locality  of  your  residence  and  the  size  of  your  compound.  If 
you  wish  to  add  to  your  dignity,  buy  another  pony ;  if  you  wish 
to  enhance  it,  let  the  pony  be  a  horse,  and  the  horse  a  Waler.1 
But  think  not  to  aggrandise  yourself  in  the  eyes  of  your  fellow 
Anglo-Indians  by  treasures  of  Chippendale  or  of  Sevres,  by  rare 
tapestries  or  modern  masters,  or  even  a  piano.  Dust  and  the 
mosquitoes  and  the  monsoon  war  against  all  these  things  ;  but 
chiefly  our  inconstancy  to  the  country.  We  are  in  conscious 
exile  here  for  twenty  or  twenty-five  years,  and  there  is  a  general 
theory  that  it  is  too  hot  and  too  expensive  to  make  the  exile  any 
more  than  comfortable.  Besides  which,  do  we  not  pass  a  quarter 
of  our  existence  in  the  cabins  of  the  P.  and  0.  ?  But  I  must 
not  digress  from  the  Brownes’  experiences  to  my  own  opinions. 

The  Brownes’  ticca-gharry  turned  into  Bow  Bazar  out  of 
Chowringhee,  out  of  Calcutta’s  pride  among  her  thoroughfares 
broad  and  clean,  and  facing  the  wide  green  Maidan,  lined  with 
European  shops,  and  populous  with  the  gharries  2  of  the  sahibs, 
into  the  narrow  crookedness  of  the  native  city,  where  the  pro¬ 
prietors  are  all  Baboo  This  or  Sheik  That,  who  sit  upon  the 
thresholds  of  their  establishments  smoking  the  peaceful  hubble- 
bubble,  and  waiting  until  it  please  Allah  or  Lakshmi  to  send 
them  a  customer.  Very  manifold  are  the  wants  that  the  Bow 
Bazar  provides  for,  wants  of  the  sahib,  of  the  1  kala  sahib,’ 3  of  its 
own  swarming  population.  You  can  buy  a  suit  of  clothes  there 
— oh,  very  cheap — or  a  seer 4  of  rice  ;  all  sorts  of  publications  in 
English,  Bengali,  and  Urdu  ;  a  beautiful  oil  painting  for  a 
rupee  ;  a  handful  of  sticky  sweetmeats  for  a  pice.5  You  can  have 

1  Australian  horse.  2  Carriages.  3  ‘  Black  sahib  ’ ;  i.e.  Eurasian. 

4  Two  pounds.  3  A  farthing. 
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your  beard  shaved,  your  horoscope  cast,  your  photograph  taken, 
all  at  a  rate  which  will  deeply  astonish  you.  There  is  a  great 
deal  of  noise  in  Bow  Bazar,  coming  chiefly  from  strenuous 
brown  throats,  a  great  deal  of  dust,  a  great  number  and  variety 
of  odours.  But  there  the  sahib-lok,  in  the  midst  of  luxury,  can 
enjoy  economy — and  you  can't  have  everything. 

The  sellers  of  sahibs’  furniture  have  the  largest  shops  in  Bow 
Bazar,  and  the  heaviest  stock ;  they  are  important  among  the 
merchants  ;  they  often  speak  a  little  English.  The  baboo  to 
whom  the  Brownes  first  addressed  themselves  had  this  accom¬ 
plishment,  and  he  wore  the  dual  European  garment  of  white 
duck,  and  a  coat.  He  was  a  short  baboo,  very  black,  with  a 
round  face  so  expressive  of  a  sense  of  humour  that  young 
Browne  remarked  to  Helen  privately  that  he  was  sure  the  fellow 
had  some  European  blood  in  him,  in  spite  of  the  colour — no 
pukka  Bengali  ever  grinned  like  that ! 

‘  What  iss  it,  sir,  that  it  iss  your  wish  to  buy  ?  ’  he  inquired. 
He  spoke  so  rapidly  that  his  words  seemed  the  output  of  one 
breath  ;  yet  they  were  perfectly  distinct.  It  is  the  manner  of 
the  native  who  speaks  English,  and  the  East  Indians  have 
borrowed  it  from  him. 

‘  Oh  !  we  want  to  buy  a  lot  of  things,  baboo  !  ’  said  Mr. 
Browne,  familiarly,  ‘  at  half  your  regular  prices,  and  a  large 
discount  for  cash  !  What  have  you  got  ?  Got  any  chairs  ?  ’ 

‘  Oh  yess  indeed ;  certainlee  !  Will  you  please  to  come  this 
way  ?  ’ 

‘  This  way  ’  led  through  a  labyrinth  of  furniture,  new  and  old, 
of  glass  and  crockery  and  chipped  ornaments,  a  dusty  haven  of 
dismayed  household  gods.  ‘What  have  you  got  in  there, 
baboo?’  asked  young  Browne,  as  they  passed  an  almirah 
revealing  rows  of  tins  and  labels. 
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‘  Stores,  sir — verree  best  qualitty  stores.  You  can  see  fo’ 
you’self,  sir — Crosse  an’  Blackwell - ’ 

£  Oli  yes,  baboo  !  and  how  long  did  you  say  they’d  been 
there  ?  ’ 

‘  Onlee  one  month,  sir,’  the  baboo  replied,  attempting  an 
expression  of  surprise  and  injury.  ‘  I  can  tell  you  the  name  of 
the  ship  they  arrived  in,  sir.’ 

‘  Of  course  you  can,  baboo.  But  never  mind.  We  don’t 
want  any  to-day.  Let’s  see  the  chairs.  Now,  Helen,’  he  con¬ 
tinued,  as  the  baboo  went  on  in  advance,  1  you  see  what  we  are 
subject  to  in  this  ungodly  place.  Those  pease  and  gooseberries 
and  asparaguses  have  probably  been  in  Calcutta  a  good  deal 
longer  than  I  have.  They  look  like  old  sojourners ;  I  wouldn’t 
give  them  a  day  under  six  years.  They  are  doubtless  very  cheap  ; 
but  think,  Helen,  of  what  might  happen  to  my  inside  if  you  gave 
me  green  pease  out  of  Bow  Bazar !  ’  Mrs.  Browne  looked 
aghast.  ‘  But  I  never  will,  George !  ’  said  she,  solemnly.  And 
young  Browne  made  her  vow  it  there  and  then.  ‘  There  are 
two  or  three  decent  European  shops  here,’  he  said,  with  unction, 

4  where  they  make  a  point  of  not  poisoning  more  people  than 
they  can  help.  You  pay  rather  largely  for  that  comfortable 
assurance,  I  believe,  but  it’s  worth  having.  I’d  have  more  faith 
in  the  stability  of  the  family,  Helen,  if  you  would  promise  always 
to  go  to  them  for  tinned  things.’ 

Helen  promised  effusively,  and  it  is  to  her  credit  that  she 
always  informed  young  Browne,  before  consumption,  whenever 
a  domestic  exigency  made  her  break  her  word. 

They  climbed  up  a  dark  and  winding  stair  that  led  out  upon 
a  flat  roof,  crossed  the  roof  and  entered  a  small  room,  borrowed 
from  the  premises  of  some  other  baboo.  4  Hold  your  skirts  well 
up,  Helen ;  it’s  just  the  place  for  centipedes,’  her  husband 
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‘it’s  just  the  place  foe  centipedes’ 

remarked,  callously ;  and  Mrs.  Browne  exhibited  a  disregard  for 
her  ankles  that  would  have  been  remarkable  under  any  other 
circumstances. 
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‘  Here  you  see,  sir,  all  the  chairs,’  stated  the  little  baboo, 
waving  his  hand.  ‘  I  must  tell  you,  sir,  that  some  are  off  teak 
and  some  off  shisham  wood.  Thee  shisham  are  the  superior.’ 

‘  You  mean,  baboo,’  said  young  Browne,  seriously,  ‘  that  the 
shisham  are  the  less  inferior.  That’s  a  better  way  of  putting  it, 
baboo.’ 

‘Perhaps  so,  sir.  Yessir,  doubtless  you  are  right,  sir.  The 
less  inferior — the  more  grammatical !  ’ 

‘  Precisely.  And  now  about  the  prices,  baboo.  What  is  your 
exact  overcharge  for  fellows  like  this?  He’s  shisham,  isn't  he  ? 
And  he’s  about  as  sound  as  any  of  ’em.’ 

1  Best  shisham,  sir — perfeckkly  sound — not  secon  hand — our 
own  make.  Feel  the  weight  of  thiss,  sir  !  ’ 

‘  All  right,  baboo  —I  know.  What’s  the  price  ?  ’ 

‘  If  thee  ladee  will  just  sit  down  in  it  for  a  minit  shee  will 
see  how  comfortable  itiss  !  ’ 

‘  Trifle  no  longer,  baboo — what’s  the  dom  1  ?  ’ 

‘  The  price  off  that  chair,  sir,  is  eight  rupees.’ 

Mr.  Browne  sank  into  it  with  a  pretence  at  gasping.  ‘  You 
can’t  mean  that,  baboo  !  Nothing  like  that.  Eight  rupees  ! 
You’re  dreaming,  baboo.  You  forget  that  you  only  paid  two  for 
it.  You’re  dreaming,  baboo — or  you’re  joking  !  ’ 

Hurry  Doss  Mitterjee  smiled  in  deep  appreciation  of  the 
gentleman’s  humour.  He  even  chuckled,  with  a  note  of  de¬ 
precation, 

1  Ah,  no,  sir  !  You  will  pardon  me  for  saying  that  is  a 
mistake,  sir !  In  bissiness  I  doo  not  joke,  never  !  For  those 
chairs  I  pay  seven  rupees  four  annas,  sir  !  It  iss  a  small  profit, 
but  it  iss  contentable.  I  doo  not  ask  more,  sir  !  ’ 

‘  This  is  very  sad,  baboo  !  ’  said  Mr.  Browne,  seriously.  ‘  This 

1  Price. 
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is  very  sad,  indeed !  I  understood  that  you  were  a  person  of 
probity,  who  never  asked  more  than  a  hundred  per  cent.  But 
I  know  the  value  of  shisham  chairs,  and  this  is  four  hundred. 
Oh,  very  sad,  indeed  !  Now  see  here,  I'll  give  you  three  rupees 
apiece  for  these  chairs,  and  take  six.’ 

‘  Salaam  !  ’  said  the  baboo,  touching  his  forehead  with  ironical 
gratitude  and  pushing  back  the  chair.  ‘  Nossir !  You  may  take 
them  at  coss  price,  sir — at  seven  four  you  may  take  them,  and 
I  make  no  profit ;  but  perhaps  I  get  your  custom.  Take  them 
— seven  four  !  ’ 

Mr.  Browne  turned  away  with  a  slight  sigh.  ‘  Come  along, 
dear,’  he  said  to  his  wife,  f  this  man  sells  only  to  Rajahs  and 
Members  of  Council.’ 

The  baboo  ignored  the  pleasantry  this  time  ;  the  moment 
had  come  for  action.  1  Wlmt  do  you  give,  sir  ?’  he  said,  follow¬ 
ing  them  ;  c  for  the  sake  of  bissiness,  ivhat  do  you  give  ?  ’ 

‘  Four  rupees  !  ’ 
c  Five  eight !  ’ 

‘  Four  eight,  baboo — there  !  ’ 

‘  Ah,  sii’,  I  cannot.  Believe  me  they  coss  five  eight  to  buy  !  ’ 

‘  Look  here,  baboo,  I’ll  give  you  five  rupees  apiece  for  six  of 
those  shisham  wood  chairs,  every  one  as  good  as  this,  and  I’ll  pay 
you  when  you  send  them — that’s  thirty  rupees — and  not  another 
pice!  Helen,  be  careful  of  these  steps.’ 

c  To  what  address,  sir  ?  Will  to-morrow  morning  be  suffi¬ 
cient  early,  sir  ?  ’ 

‘  George !  ’  exclaimed  Helen,  as  they  reached  the  outer  world 
of  Bow  Bazar,  1  what  a  horrid  little  cheat  of  a  man  !  Did  you 
hear  him  say  at  first  that  they  cost  seven  four  to  make  ?  ’ 

‘  Oh,  my  dear,’  young  Browne  responded,  superiorly,  ‘  that’s 
a  trifle !  You  don’t  know  the  baboo.’ 


SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  ME  MS  A  HI  B 


67 


1  Well !  ’  said  his  wife,  admiringly,  c  I  don’t  know  how  you 
kept  your  patience,  George  !  ’ 

Whereat  Mr.  Browne  looked  still  more  superior,  and  informed 
Mrs.  Browne  that  the  only  way  to  deal  with  these  fellows  was  ‘  to 
chaff  ’em  ;  make  up  your  mind  in  the  beginning  that  you're 
going  to  be  done  in  the  eye,  and  act  accordingly.  They  always 
score,’  he  added,  with  true  Anglo-Indian  resignation. 

They  bought  a  table  next,  from  a  very  fat  old  sheik  simply 
clad  in  a  beard  and  a  shawl.  The  beard  and  the  shawl  were 
much  the  same  colour,  and  both  fell  so  abundantly  about  his 
person  that  it  would  be  difficult  to  say  which  was  most  useful  to 
him  as  an  article  of  apparel.  And  his  moral  obliquity  was  con¬ 
cealed  under  more  rolls  and  pads  of  oily-brown  adipose  tissue 
than  could  often  be  seen  in  Bow  Bazar.  He  must  have  been  a 
rascal,  as  young  Browne  remarked,  or  being  a  Hindu  he  wouldn’t 
have  had  a  beard. 

It  was  a  small  mahogany  dining-table,  second-hand,  and  its 
owner  wanted  twenty  rupees  for  it. 

‘  I  think,’  said  young  Browne,  1  that  the  memsahib  might 
give  you  fourteen  !  ’ 

The  usual  humbly  sarcastic  salaam— it  was  a  very  excel¬ 
lent  table — the  sheik  could  not  think  of  parting  with  it  for 
that. 

‘  All  right !  ’  said  Mr.  Browne,  1  the  memsahib  says  she  won’t 
give  more  than  fourteen,  and  that’s  very  dear.  But  I’ll  make 
you  an  offer — just  one,  mind,  old  chap!  I’ll  give  you  fifteen. 
Now  take  it  or  leave  it — one  word  !  ’ 

The  sheik  salaamed  so  that  his  beard  swept  the  ground,  and 
fervently  refused. 

‘  Very  well,  my  friend !  Now  I  don’t  want  it  at  any  price  ; 
see  if  you  can  bargain  with  the  memsahib.’ 
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1  JhJightee n  rupees,  memsahib  !  ’  insinuated  the  old  fellow, 

‘  very  clieap.’ 

‘  No,  indeed !  ’  Helen  exclaimed  with  indignation,  rising  to 
the  occasion,  ‘  I  won’t  give  you  any  more  than  fourteen.’ 

‘  Chowdrah  rupia,  memsaldb— fo- teen  rupee  !  But  the  sahib 
he  offer  fifteen !  ’ 

1  Oh,  I  don’t  want  it  at  all  now,’  said  the  sahib,  who  stood  in 
the  door  with  his  back  turned  and  whistled.  ‘  Now  you  must 
bargain  with  the  memsahib.’ 

The  sheik  looked  at  his  customers  anxiously  for  a  moment. 

1  For  sixteen  rupees  you  take  it,’  he  said. 

‘  Don’t  want  it,’  responded  Mr.  Browne. 

‘  Alright — for  fifteen  ?  ’ 

‘  Will  you  give  him  fifteen,  Helen  ?  ’ 

1  Certainly  not,  dear  !  Fourteen.’ 

‘  Fifteen  the  sahib  say  he  give  !  ’  cried  the  sheik,  his  beard 
wagging  with  righteous  reproach.  ‘  Take  it  for  fifteen  !  ’  But 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Browne  had  made  their  way  out.  The  sheik  fol¬ 
lowed  reminding  and  entreating  for  a  hundred  yards.  They 
were  deaf.  Then  he  wheeled  round  upon  them  in  front.  ‘  Very 
well,  you  give  me  fourteen  ?  ’  The  Brownes  went  back  and  left 
their  address,  which  was  weak  in  them,  I  consider;  but  I  have 
no  doubt  that  to  this  day  that  bearded  Mahomedan  considers 
himself  an  injured  person,  and  the  victim  of  a  most  disastrous 
bandobust.1 


1  Bargain. 
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CHAPTER  VII 


ET’S  have  them  up  !  ’  said  Mr. 
Browne. 

Mr.  Browne  was  smoking 
a  cigar  after  breakfast  in  his 
own  house.  There  had  been 
a  time  when  Mr.  Browne 
smoked  his  morning  cigar  on 
his  way  to  office,  but  that  was 
formerly.  The  department  of 
the  tea  interest  entrusted  to 
Mr.  Browne  by  his  firm  did 
not  receive  his  active  per¬ 
sonal  superintendence  to  the 
usual  extent  during'  the  earlv 
months  of  the  cold  weather 
of  ’91.  I  am  aware  of  this 
because  my  husband  is  a  senior  partner.  Not  that  the  firm 
minded  particularly  ;  they  liked  young  Browne,  and  I  know 
that  we  were  rather  pleased  at  the  time  that  he  had  discovered 
something  in  the  world  besides  tea. 

The  Brownes  had  been  settled  some  two  or  three  days,  and 
the  wheels  of  their  domestic  arrangements  had  been  running 
with  that  perfection  of  unobtrusive  smoothness  that  can  be  fully 
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experienced  only  in  India,  so  far  as  I  know.  The  meals  had 
appeared  and  disappeared  as  by  magic,  the  rooms  had  been  swept 
and  dusted  and  garnished  while  there  was  no  eye  to  see,  their 
wishes  had  been  anticipated,  their  orders  had  been  carried  out  in 
the  night,  as  it  seemed. 

‘  Let’s  have  'em  up  !  ’  suggested  Mr.  Browne,  with  reference 
to  the  mysterious  agents  of  all  this  circumstance.  Helen  wanted 
to  see  her  servants. 

‘  Bear-er  !  ’  shouted  the  sahib,  young  Browne. 

1  Hazur  !  ’ 1  came  the  answer,  in  deep  tones,  from  regions 
below,  with  a  sound  of  bare  feet  hastily  ascending  the  stair. 

1  Hazur  bolija  ?  ’ 2  inquired  the  bearer  in  a  subdued  voice, 
partially  presenting  himself  at  the  door. 

‘  Ha  !  ’  said  young  Browne,  ‘  Dekko, 3  bearer !  You  may  mb 
nolcar  lao.  Sumja  ?  Mem  sahib  delena  mimcta  !  ’4 

‘  Baliut  atcha  !  ’ 5  responded  the  bearer,  and  retired. 

Helen  sat  up  very  straight,  a  little  nervous  air  of  apprehen¬ 
sion  mingled  with  her  dignity.  It  had  been  no  flippant  business 
in  her  experience  to  interview  even  a  prospective  under-house¬ 
maid,  and  presently  she  would  be  confronted  by  a  whole  retinue. 
‘  Why  are  they  so  long  ?  ’  she  asked. 

‘  They're  putting  on  their  clean  clothes,  and  perhaps  a  little 
oil  in  your  honour,  my  dear.  They  wish  to  make  as  radiant  an 
appearance  as  possible.’  And  a  few  minutes  later  the  Brownes’ 
domestic  staff  followed  its  leader  into  the  room,  where  it  stood 
abashed,  hands  hanging  down,  looking  at  the  floor.  The  bearer 
made  a  respectful  showman's  gesture  and  awaited  the  pleasure 
of  the  sahib. 

1  Your  honour.  2  Your  honour  called  ?  3  Look  here  ! 

4  Bring  all  the  servants.  Do  you  understand  ?  The  memsahib  wishes  to 
see  them.  5  Very  good  ! 
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The  sahib  regarded  them  quizzically,  and  softly  smoked  on, 
with  crossed  legs. 

k  Dear  me  !  ’  said  Helen,  ‘  what  a  lot !  ’ 

‘  They  are  people  of  infinite  leisure,  my  dear.  The  accom¬ 
plishment  of  any  one  thing  requires  a  great  many  of  them. 
Above  all,  it  is  necessary  that  they  have  peace  and  long  hours  to 
sleep,  and  an  uninterrupted  period  in  which  to  cook  their  rice 
and  wash  and  anoint  themselves.  You  will  soon  find  out  their 
little  ways.  Now  let  me  explain.  They  don’t  understand  a 
word  of  English. 

‘  The  bearer  you  know.  The  bearer  brought  all  the  rest  and 
is  responsible  for  them.  I  have  no  doubt  that  he  is  in  honoured 
receipt  of  at  least  half  their  first  month’s  wages  for  securing  their 
situations  for  them.  He  is  their  superior  officer,  and  is  a  person 
of  weight  and  influence  among  them,  and  lie’s  a  very  intelligent 
man.  I’ve  had  him  four  years.  In  that  time  he  has  looked 
after  me  very  well,  I  consider,  very  well  indeed.  He  knows  all 
about  my  clothes  and  keeps  them  tidy — buys  a  good  many  of 
’em,  socks  and  ties  and  things ;  takes  care  of  my  room ;  rubs 
me  down  every  evening  before  dinner ;  keeps  my  money.’ 

£  Keeps  your  money,  George  ?  ’ 

£Oh,  yes  !  one  can’t  be  bothered  with  money  in  this  country.' 

‘Well!’  said  his  wife,  ‘I  think  it’s  quite  time  you  were 
married,  George.  Go  on  !  ’ 

George  said  something  irrelevantly  foolish,  and  went  on. 

£  He’s  perfectly  honest,  my  dear — entirely  so.  It  would  be 
altogether  beneath  his  dignity  to  misappropriate.  And  I’ve 
always  found  him  moderate  in  his  overcharges.  I  took  him 
partly  because  he  had  good  chits  and  good  manners,  and  partly 
because  of  his  ingenuousness.  I  wanted  a  man  for  nine  rupees 
— this  chap  stood  out  for  ten.  By  way  of  argument  he  remarked 
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that  lie  would  probably  be  purchasing  a  great  many  things  for 
the  sahib  in  the  bazar — that  the  sahib  might  as  well  give  ten 
in  the  first  place  !  I  thought  there  was  a  logical  acumen  about 
that  that  one  didn’t  come  across  every  day,  and  engaged  him  on 
the  spot.’ 

‘  But,  George — it’s — it’s  almost  immoral !  ’ 

‘  Very,  my  dear  !  But  you’ll  find  it  saves  a  lot  of  trouble.’ 
Helen  compressed  her  pretty  lips  in  a  way  that  spoke  of  a  stern 
determination  to  adhere  to  the  principles  in  vogue  in  Canbury. 

‘  And  I  wouldn’t  advise  you  to  interfere  with  him  too  much, 
Helen,  or  he’ll  pray  to  be  allowed  to  go  to  his  vnulluk /  and  we 
shall  lose  a  good  servant.  Of  course  I’m  obliged  to  j  amp  down 
his  throat  once  a  month  or  so — -they  all  need  that — but  I  con¬ 
sider  him  a  gentleman,  and  I  never  hurt  his  feelings.  You 
observe  the  size  of  his  turban,  and  the  dignity  of  his  bearing 
generally?  Well,  so  much  for  the  bearer — he  gets  ten  rupees.’ 

‘  I’ve  put  it  down,  George.’ 

‘  Now  the  kitmutgar — he’s  another  old  servant  of  mine — the 
gentleman  who  has  just  salaamed  to  you.  You  see  by  his  dress 
that  lie’s  a  Mussulman.  No  self-respecting  Hindu — as  you've 
read  in  books  of  travel  which  occasionally  contain  a  truth — will 
wait  on  you  at  table.  Observe  his  nether  garments  how  they 
differ  from  the  bearer’s.  The  B.  you  see  wears  a  dlioty.’ 

‘  A  kind  of  twisted  sheet,’  remarked  Helen. 

‘  Precisely.  And  this  man  a  regular  divided  skirt.  The 
thing  he  wears  on  his  head  is  not  a  dinner  plate  covered  with 
white  cotton,  as  one  naturally  imagines,  but  another  form  of 
Mussulman  millinery — I’m  sure  I  don’t  know  what.  But  you’re 
never  to  let  him  appear  in  your  presence  without  it.  It  would 
be  rank  disrespect. 


1  Native  country. 
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1  He  is  also  an  old  servant,’  Mr.  Browne  went  on,  ‘  because 
servants  do  get  old  in  tlie  course  of  time  if  one  doesn’t  get  rid 
of  them,  and  I’ve  given  up  trying  to  get  rid  of  this  one.  He's 
a  regular  old  granny,  as  you  can  see  from  his  face  ;  lie’s  infuriat¬ 
ingly  incompetent — always  poking  things  at  a  man  that  a  man 
doesn’t  want  when  a  man’s  got  liver.  But  he  doesn't  under¬ 
stand  being  told  to  go.  I  dismissed  him  every  day  for  a  week 
last  hot  weather :  he  didn’t  allow  it  to  interfere  with  him  in  the 
least — turned  up  behind  my  chair  next  morning  as  regularly  as 
ever — chose  to  regard  it  as  a  pleasantry  of  the  sahib's.  When 
I  went  to  England,  to  get  engaged  to  you,  my  dear,  I  told  him 
I  desired  never  to  look  upon  his  face  again.  It  was  the  first 
one  I  saw  when  the  ship  reached  the  P.  and  0.  jetty.  And 
there  was  a  smile  on  it!  What  could  I  do?  And  that  very 
night  he  shot  me  in  the  shirt-front  with  a  soda-water  bottle.  I 
hand  him  over  to  you,  my  dear — you’ll  find  he’ll  stay.’ 

‘  I  like  him,’  said  Mrs.  Browne,  c  and  I  think  his  conduct 
has  been  very  devoted,  George.  And  he  doesn’t  cheat  ?  ’ 

1  He  has  no  particular  opportunity.  Now  for  the  cook. 
This  is  the  cook,  I  take  it.  You  see  he  wears  nothing  on  his 
head  but  his  hair,  aDd  that’s  cut  short.  Also  he  wears  his  par¬ 
ticular  strip  of  muslin  draped  about  his  shoulders  toga-wise. 
Also  he  is  of  a  different  cast  of  countenance,  broader,  higher 
cheek-bones,  more  benevolent.  Bemotely  lie’s  got  a  strain  of 
Chinese  blood  in  him — he’s  probably  a  Moog  from  Chittagong.’ 

‘  Tam  bawarchi  hai ,  eh  ?  ’ 1 
‘  Gee-ha ! 2 
1  Turn  Moog  hai?’ 3 
1  Gee-ha !  ’ 

You  (familiar)  are  the  cook  ? 


1 


2  Yes,  respected  one  ! 
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‘  He  is,  you  see.  Most  of  the  cooks  are,  and  all  of  them 
pretend  to  be/ 

1  Tam  sub  cheese  junta ,  eh,  bawarchi  ?  ’ 1 

£  Gee-ha ,  hazur  !  Hum  atcha  issoup  sumja — atchci  si' dish 
sumja,  atcha  eepudin  sumja — sub  cheese  hhana  kawasti  teke  sumja! 
Chittie  hai  hazur.' 2 

£  He  says  lie’s  a  treasure,  my  dear,  but  that's  a  modest 
statement  they  all  make.  And  he  wishes  to  show  you  his  chits  ; 
will  you  condescend  to  look  at  them  ?  ’ 

£  What  are  his  chits  ?  ’  Helen  inquired. 

£  His  certificates  from  other  people  whose  digestions  he  has 
ruined  from  time  to  time.  Let’s  see — ££  Kali  Bagh,  cook  ” — that’s 
his  name  apparently,  but  you  needn't  remember  it,  he’ll  always 
answerto  “  bawarchi !  ” — ££  has  been  in  my  service  eighteen  months, 
and  has  generally  given  satisfaction.  He  is  as  clean  as  any  I  have 
ever  had,  fairly  honest,  and  not  inclined  to  be  wasteful.  He  is 
dismissed  for  no  fault,  but  because  I  am  leaving  India.”  H’m  ! 
I  don’t  think  much  of  chits  !  This  one  probably  ought  to  read, 
££  He  doesn't  get  drunk  often,  but  he’s  lazy,  unpunctual,  and 
beats  his  wife.  He  has  cooked  for  me  eighteen  months,  because 
I  have  been  too  weak-minded  to  dismiss  him.  He  now  goes  by 
force  of  circumstances  !  ”  But  it’s  not  a  bad  chit.’ 

£  I  don’t  consider  it  a  very  good  one,’  said  Helen.  £  ££  As 
clean  as  any  I  have  ever  had !  ”  ’ 

£  That’s  his  profoundest  recommendation,  my  dear  !  He 
probably  does  not  make  toast  with  his  toes.’ 

4  People  are  utterly  devoid  of  scruple  about  chits,’  Mr.  Browne 
went  on,  running  over  the  dirty  envelopes  aud  long-folded  half- 

1  You  know  everything. 

-  I  understand  good  soup,  good  side-dishes,  good  puddings — I  understand 
everything  for  dinner  very  well.  Here  are  recommendations,  your  honour. 
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sheets  of  letter-paper.  ‘  I’ve  known  men,  who  wouldn’t  tell  a 
lie  under  any  other  circumstances  to — to  save  their  souls,  calmly 
sit  down  and  write  fervent  recommendations  of  the  most  whop¬ 
ping  blackguards,  in  the  joyful  moment  of  their  deliverance,  over 
their  own  names,  perfectly  regardless  of  the  immorality  of  the 
thing.  It’s  a  curious  example  of  the  way  the  natives’  desire  to 
be  obliging  at  any  cost  comes  off  on  us.  Now  here's  a  mem- 
sahib  who  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  herself: — “  Kali  Bagh  is  a 
capital  cook.  His  entrees  are  delicious,  and  he  always  sends  up 
a  joint  done  to  perfection.  His  puddings  are  perhaps  his  best 
point,  but  his  vegetables  are  quite  French.  I  can  thoroughly 
recommend  him  to  anyone  wanting  a  really  first-rate  chef. — - 
Mary  L.  Johnson.”  Now  we  don’t  want  a  chef,  this  man  isn’t  a 
chef,  and  Mary  L.  Johnson  never  had  a  chef.  I  knew  the  lady 
— she  was  the  wife  of  Bob  Johnson  of  the  Jumna  Bank — and 
they  hadn’t  a  pice  more  to  live  on  than  we  have  !  Chef — upon 
my  word !  And  yet,’  said  young  Browne,  thoughtfully,  £  I’ve 
had  some  very  decent  plain  dinners  at  Bob  Johnson’s.’ 

‘  But  wliat’s  the  use  of  chits,  George,  if  people  don’t  believe 
in  them  ?  ’ 

£  Oh,  they  do  believe  in  ’em  implicitly,  till  they  find  out 
the  horrible  mendacity  of  ’em.  Then  they  rage  about  it  and 
send  the  fellow  off  with  another  excellent  chit !  And  one  would 
never  engage  a  servant  without  chits,  you  know.  You  see  how 
they  value  them — this  man’s  date  back  to  '79.  Here’s  a  break, 
two  years  ago.  What  sahib’s  cook  were  you  two  years  ago, 
bawarchi  ?  ’  asked  Mr.  Browne. 

c  Exactly  !  I  thought  so,  he  paid  a  visit  to  his  mulluk  two 
years  ago — that’s  his  own  country.  In  other  words,  he  got  a 
bad  chit  from  that  sahib  and  was  compelled  to  destroy  it.  They 
have  always  visited  their  mulluks  under  those  circumstances 
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for  tlie  length  of  time  corresponding  to  the  break.  But  I  guess 
he'll  do— we  mustn’t  expect  too  much.  Twelve  rupees.’ 

The  cook  took  his  chits  back  and  salaamed.  Helen  looked  as  if 
she  thought  a  great  deal  more  might  be  desired  in  a  cook,  but 
could  not  bring  herself  to  the  point  of  discussing  it  in  his 
immediate  presence. 

4  He  seems  so  very  intelligent,’  she  said  to  herself  with  a 
qualm. 

4  Now  then  for  the  mussalchi !  Turn  mussalchi  lied ,  eh  ?  ’ 

4  Gee-hci,  hazur  !  ’ 

The  mussalchi  wore  a  short  cotton  coat,  a  dhoty,  and  an 
expression  of  dejection.  On  his  head  was  a  mere  suggestion  of 
a  turban — an  abject  rag.  Written  upon  his  face  was  a  hopeless 
longing  to  become  a  bawarclii,  which  fate  forbade.  Once  a 
mussalchi,  the  son  of  a  mussalchi,  always  a  mussalchi,  the  bearer 
of  hot  water  and  a  dish-cloth,  the  receiver  of  orders  from 
kitmutgars. 

‘Consider  your  mussalchi,  Helen!  He  is  engaged  to  wash 
the  dishes,  to  keep  the  silver  clean,  and  the  pots  and  pans. 
His  real  mission  is  to  break  as  many  as  possible,  and  to  levy 
large  illegal  charges  upon  you  monthly  for  knife-polish  and 
mops.  In  addition  he’ll  carry  the  basket  home  from  the  market 
every  morning  on  his  head — the  cook,  you  know,  is  much  too 
swagger  for  that !  Think  he’ll  do  ?  ’ 

4 1  don’t  know,’  said  Helen  in  unhappy  indecision.  4  What 
do  you  think,  George  ?  ’ 

4  Oh,  we'll  try  him,  and  I  suppose  he'll  have  to  get  seven 
rupees.  This  is  the  mallie,  the  gardener — this  gentleman  with 
his  hair  done  up  neatly  behind.’ 

4  Nice  clean-looking  man,’  remarked  Helen,  4  but  oughtn't 
he  to  wear  more  clothes  ?  ’ 
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‘Looks  like  a  decent  chap.  No,  I  should  say  not;  I  never 
saw  a  mallie  with  more  on.  You  see  he’s  a  very  superior  person, 
a  Bralimin  in  fact.  He  wears  the  sacred  string,  as  well  as  his 
beads  and  his  dlioty ;  do  you  see  it,  over  his  right  shoulder  and 
under  his  left  arm.  He  claims  to  have  been  “twice  born.” 
They’re  generally  of  a  very  respectable  jat:  1  the  mallies.’ 

‘  He  will  take  care  of  the  garden,’  remarked  Helen. 

‘  As  we  happen  to  have  a  garden,  yes.  But  his  business  is 
to  produce  flowers.  You  want  flowers :  you  engage  a  mallie  : 
you  get  flowers.  This  process  of  logic  is  perfectly  simple  to 
the  native  mind.  It  is  nothing  but  justice  and  sweet  l'eason. 
A  mallie  is  a  person  who  causes  flowers  to  appear.’ 

‘  But  where  does  he  get  them  ?  ’ 

‘  Oh,  my  dear,  that  is  one  of  the  secrets  of  his  profession. 
But  I  understand  that  there’s  a  very  wise  and  liberal  under¬ 
standing  amongst  mallies — and  quite  a  number  of  mallies  have 
gardens  attached  to  them.  There’s  a  very  old  story  about  a 
mallie’ s  chit  which  you  haven’t  heard  yet.  His  departing  master 
gave  him  an  excellent  character,  and  summed  up  by  saying :  “This 
mallie  has  been  with  me  fifteen  years.  I  have  had  no  garden, 
I  have  never  lacked  flowers,  and  he  has  never  had  a  conviction.”  ’ 

‘  George,  do  you  mean  to  say  they  steal  ?  ’ 

Oh,  no,  my  dear !  It’s  a  matter  of  arrangement.  This  man 
could  never  take  flowers  out  of  another  sahib’s  garden  without 
consulting  the  other  sahib’s  mallie — that  would  be  very  wrong. 
But  we’ll  see  , if  he  can’t  grow  us  some  for  ourselves.’ 

‘  But  the  other  sahib  ?  ’ 

‘  The  other  sahib  is  similarly  obliged  from  somebody  else’s 
garden,  and  doesn’t  know  anything  about  it.  Eight  rupees  for 
the  mallie.’ 


Caste. 
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Helen  put  it  down  with  inquietude  of  spirit. 

‘  Now  for  the  syce,  who  looks  after  the  pony.  I’ve  had  the 
syce  two  or  three  years,  too.  He’s  a  very  good  servant  now,  but 
he  used  to  give  me  a  lot  of  trouble  by  pure  laziness.  Once  he 
let  a  pony  of  mine  get  a  sore  back,  and  never  told  me,  and  I 
licked  him.  I  licked  him  well,  and  I  consider  that  licking  made 
a  man  of  him.  He  realised  gradually — he's  a  stupid  chap  — that 
it  was  undesirable  to  be  licked,  especially  in  the  compound  with 
the  other  servants  looking  on,  and  instead  of  throwing  up  his 
place  and  bringing  me  before  the  magistrate  for  assault,  he  con¬ 
cluded  that  he  wouldn’t  let  it  happen  again.  It  never  has,  and 
lie  has  respected  himself  and  me  more  ever  since.’ 

‘  Do  you  often  “  lick  ”  them,  George  ?’ 

‘  Except  this  once  I  never  have.  Neither  does  anybody  else, 
except  a  few  ill-conditioned  young  cubs,  who  haven't  been  out 
long  enough  to  understand  the  native,  and  think  they  can  kick 
him  about  to  advantage.  But  decent  servants  never  stay  with 
such  men.  Indeed  they  can’t  get  ’em.  You’ve  got  to  have  a 
good  character  to  get  good  servants,  and  there  isn’t  a  sahib  in 
Calcutta  that  hasn’t  a  reputation  in  the  bazar.  The  bearer 
knows  perfectly  well  I  wouldn’t  touch  a  hair  of  his  head,  and  if 
the  bearer  went  out  with  cholera  to-morrow  I  could  get  half  a 
dozen  as  good  in  his  place.  On  the  other  hand,  probably  all  the 
kitmutgar-lok  despise  me  for  keeping  such  a  poor  servant  as  the 
Kit,  and  I’d  have  a  difficulty  in  getting  a  better  one.’ 

‘  Curious!  ’  said  Helen. 

‘  Yes.  The  syce,  my  dear,  will  desire  you  to  pay  for  quite 
twice  as  much  gram  ’  and  grass  as  the  pony  consumes,  and  for  a 
time  you  will  do  it.  By-and-by  you  will  acquire  the  wisdom 
of  a  serpent  and  cut  him  accordingly.  In  the  meantime  he’s 


1  Crushed  food  for  horses. 
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bound  to  have  as  much  sugar-cane  on  hand  as  you  want  to  feed 
the  pony  with,  at  a  fixed  charge  of  four  annas  a  month.  Don’t 
forget  that  the  syce’s  tulub  is  eight  rupees. 

‘  This  very  smug  and  smiling  person  is  the  dhoby,  the  washer¬ 
woman.  He  is  an  unmitigated  rascal.  There  is  no  palliation 
for  anything  he  does.  He  carries  off  your  dirty  linen  every 
week  in  a  very  big  pack  on  a  very  little  donkey,  and  brings  it 
home  on  the  same,  beating  the  donkey  all  the  way  there  and  all 
the  way  back.  He  mismatches  your  garments  with  other  people’s, 
he  washes  them  with  country  soap  that  smells  to  heaven  if  you 
don’t  watch  him.  His  custom  in  cleaning  them  is  to  beat  them 
violently  between  two  large  and  jagged  stones.  He  combines 
all  the  vices  of  his  profession  upon  the  civilised  globe  ;  but  I’m 
afraid  you’ll  have  to  find  out  for  yourself,  dear.  Put  down  the 
dhoby  at  ten. 

‘  This  excessively  modest  person  is  the  bheesty,  who  brings 
us  water  every  day  in  a  goat-skin.  He  isn’t  used  to  polite 
society,  but  he’s  a  very  worthy  and  hard-working  sort.  He’s 
only  a  ticca-bkeesty.  I  fancy  several  people  about  here  use  him. 
You  see  his  sole  business  in  life  is  carrying  water  about  in  goat¬ 
skins.  So  we  only  give  him  three  rupees. 

‘  The  sweeper  is  out  on  the  verandah.  Very  properly  he 
doesn’t  venture  into  our  presence.  He  is  of  very  low  caste  — 
does  the  sweeping  and  all  the  menial  work,  you  know.  You 
are  never  to  see  or  speak  to  him,  or  you’ll  be  lowered  iu  the 
respect  of  the  compound.  The  sweeper  is  a  very  poor  sort  of 
person  ;  he  is  the  only  servant  in  the  place  that  will  eat  the 
remains  of  our  food.  He  gets  six  rupees.’ 

4  Is  that  all  ?  ’  asked  Helen.  4  I’m  sure  I  don’t  know  them 
apart.’ 

‘  That’s  all,  except  your  ayah,  who  isn’t  here,  and  a  durwan 
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to  keep  the  door,  whom  we’ll  get  when  we’re  richer,  and  a  durzie 
to  mend  our  clothes,  whom  we’ll  get  when  they  begin  to  wear 
out.  May  they  be  dismissed  now  ?  ’ 

‘Oh  yes,  please  !  ’  said  Helen,  and  ‘  Baku  t  atclia?  Turn 


‘A  VERY  WORTHY  AND  HARDWORKING  SORT’ 

jane  suctaj  1  remarked  her  husband,  whereat  they  salaamed  and 
departed  in  single  fde. 

‘  But,  George,’  said  Helen,  ‘  they  come,  with  my  ayah  at 
eleven,  to  eighty-five  rupees  a  month  !  Almost  seven  pounds  ! 
I  thought  servants  were  cheap  in  India.’ 

1  You  may  go. 


simple  adventures  of  a  me  ms  a  nib 


1  No,  dear  !  they’re  not ;  at  least,  not  in  Calcutta.  And  these 
are  the  very  least  we  can  have  to  be  at  all  comfortable.’ 

The  two  Brownes  looked  at  each  other  with  a  slight  shade 
of  domestic  anxiety.  This  was  dispelled  by  the  foolish  old 
consideration  of  how  little  anything  really  mattered,  now  that 
they  were  one  Browne,  and  presently  they  were  disporting 
themselves  behind  the  pony  on  the  Maidan,  leaving  the  cares  of 
their  household  to  those  who  were  most  concerned  in  them. 
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CHAPTER  VIII 


WEEK  later  Helen  took  over  the  accounts.  In  the  mean- 


-AL  time  she  had  learned  to  count  rupees  and  annas,  pi  and 
pice,  also  a  few  words  of  that  tongue  in  which  orders  are  given 
in  Calcutta.  She  arose  on  the  seventh  morning  of  her  tenure  of 
office  rigidly  determined  that  the  office  should  no  longer  be  a 
sinecure.  She  would  drop  curiosity  and  pleasure,  and  assume 
discipline,  righteousness,  and  understanding.  She  would  make  a 
stand.  She  would  deal  justly,  but  she  would  make  a  stand.  It 
would  be  after  George  had  gone  to  office.  When  he  came  home, 
tired  with  tea  affairs,  he  would  not  be  compelled  to  rack  his  brain 
further  with  the  day's  marketing.  He  wTould  see  that  the  lady 
he  had  made  Mrs.  Browne  was  capable  of  more  than  driving 
about  in  a  tum-tum  and  writing  enthusiastic  letters  home  about 
the  beauties  of  Calcutta. 

George  went  to  office.  The  kitmutgar  softly  removed  the 
blue  and  white  breakfast  things.  Outside  the  door,  in  the  ‘  bottle 
khana,’ 1  the  mussalchi,  squatting,  washed  them  in  an  earthen 
bowl  with  a  mop-stick.  It  occurred  to  Helen  that  she  might  as 
well  begin  by  going  to  look  at  the  mussalchi,  and  she  did.  She 
looked  at  him  with  a  somewhat  severe  expression ,  thereby 
causing  him  dismay  and  terror.  She  walked  all  round  the 
mussalchi,  but  found  nothing  about  him  to  criticise.  ‘  But, 


Scullery. 
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probably,’  thought  she,  as  she  went  back  to  the  dining-room, 
‘  my  looking  at  him  had  its  moral  effect.’  Then  she  sent  for  the 
cook. 

The  cook  arrived  with  an  expression  of  deep  solemnity 
tempered  by  all  the  amiable  qualities  you  can  think  of.  He  held 
in  his  hand  an  extremely  dirty  piece  of  paper,  covered  with 
strange  characters  in  Nagri— how  little  anybody  would  have 
thought,  when  they  were  designed  in  the  dawn  of  the  world, 
that  they  would  ever  be  used  to  indicate  the  items  of  an  English¬ 
man’s  dinner !  The  cook  put  a  pair  of  spectacles  on  to  read 
them,  which  completed  the  anomaly,  and  made  him  look  more 
benevolent  than  ever. 

‘Well,  bawarchi,’  said  Helen,  ready  with  pencil  and  note¬ 
book,  ‘  account  hai  ?  ’ 

‘  Gee-lia,  hai !  ’  responded  he.  Then  after  a  respectful  pause, 
c  s'in-beef,’  lie  said,  £  char  anna .’ 

‘  Shin  beef,’  repeated  Helen,  with  satisfaction,  ‘  four  annas. 
Yes  ?  ’ 

‘  Fiss — che  anna.  Bress  mutton — egrupee  che  anna.1  Eggis 
— satrah — aht  anna.’ 2 

1  Seventeen  eggs,  bawarchi  ?  When  did  we  eat  seventeen 
eggs  ?  How  did  we  eat  seventeen  eggs  yesterday  ?  ’ 

Mrs.  Browne  spoke  impulsively,  in  English,  but  Kali  Bagli 
seemed  to  understand,  and  with  an  unruffled  front  proceeded  to 
account  circumstantially  for  every  egg.  His  mistress  was  help¬ 
less.  But,  ‘  to-morrow,’  thought  she  earnestly,  ‘  I  will  see  whether 
he  puts  four  in  the  soup  !  ’ 

The  cook  went  on  to  state  that  since  yesterday  the  Browne 
family  had  consumed  three  seers  of  potatoes — six  pounds — at 
two  annas  a  seer,  which  would  be  six  annas.  ‘  And  I  don’t 


1  One  rupee  six  annas. 


2  Seventeen  eggs,  eight  annas. 
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believe  that,  either,’  mentally  ejaculated  Mrs.  Browne,  but  Kali 
Bagh  continued  without  flinching.  He  chronicled  salt,  pepper, 
sauce,  sugar  ;  he  mentioned  rice,  dhal,  ‘  garden-isspice,’  ‘  guava- 
isstew,’  1  k’rats,’ 1  1  kis-miss,’ 2  £  maida,’ 3  and  enough  ‘  mukkan  ' 4 
to  have  supplied  a  charity-school.  Helen  was  amazed  to  find 
the  number  of  culinary  articles  which  undeniably  might  have 
been  used  in  the  course  of  twenty-four  hours  ;  she  did  not  con¬ 
sider  the  long  calm  evening  that  went  to  meditation  over  the 
list.  When  it  was  finished  she  found  that  the  day’s  expenses  in 
food  had  been  exactly  eight  rupees  six  annas,  or  about  eleven 
shillings.  Helen  had  had  a  thrifty  education,  and  she  knew 
this  was  absurd.  She  turned  to  the  flagrant  eggs  and  to  the 
unblushing  potatoes,  and  she  made  a  calculation. 

1  Bawarchi ! '  said  she,  £  potatoes — four  annas.  Eggs — five 

annas,  daga.'  5 

1  Bahut  atcha !  ’  said  the  cook,  without  remonstrance.  He 
still  had  twenty-five  per  cent,  of  profit. 

Helen  observed,  and  was  encouraged.  She  summoned  up 
her  sternest  look,  and  drew  her  pencil  through  the  total. 
‘  Eight  rupees,’  she  remarked  with  simplicity,  {  daga  na.  Five 
rupees  claga,’  and  she  closed  the  book. 

Kali  Bagh  looked  at  her  with  an  expression  of  understand¬ 
ing  mingled  with  disappointment.  He  did  not  expect  all  he 
asked,  but  he  expected  more  than  he  got.  As  it  was,  his  pro¬ 
fit  amounted  only  to  two  rupees,  not  much  for  a  poor  man  with 
a  family.  But  in  after  days,  when  his  memsahib  grew  in  general 
sagacity  and  particular  knowledge  of  the  bazar,  Kali  Bagh  had 
reason  to  look  back  regretfully  to  those  two  rupees  as  to  the 
brief  passing  of  a  golden  age. 


1  Carrots. 

4  Butter. 


2  Raisins. 


3  Flour. 


I  will  give. 
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‘  I  will  now  go  down,’  said  Mrs.  Browne  with  enthusiasm, 

‘  and  look  at  his  pots.’ 

The  compound,  as  she  crossed  it,  was  full  of  the  eternal  sun¬ 
light  of  India,  the  gay  shrill  gossip  of  the  mynas,  the  hoarse 
ejaculations  of  the  crows.  A  flashy  little  green  parrot  flew  out 
of  a  hibiscus  bush  by  the  wall  in  full  crimson  flower ;  he  be¬ 
longed  to  the  jungle.  But  a  pair  of  grey  pigeons  cooed  to  each 
other  over  the  building  of  their  nest  in  the  cornice  of  a  pillar  of 
the  Brownes’  upper  verandah.  They  had  come  to  stay,  and  they 
spoke  of  the  advantages  of  co-operative  housekeeping  with 
another  young  couple  like  themselves,  knowing  it  to  be  on  a 
safe  and  permanent  basis.  The  garden  was  all  freshly  scratched 
and  tidy ;  there  was  a  pleasant  smell  of  earth  ;  the  mallie,  under 
a  pipal  tree,  gathered  up  its  broad  dry  fallen  leaves  to  cook  his 
rice  with.  It  was  a  graphic  bit  of  economy,  so  pleasantly  close 
to  nature  that  its  poetry  was  plain.  ‘  We  are  the  only  people 
who  are  extravagant  in  India,’  thought  Helen,  as  she  regarded 
the  mallie,  and  in  this  reflection  I  venture  to  say  that  she  was 
quite  correct. 

The  door  of  the  bawarchi  hhana 1  was  open — it  was  never  shut. 
I  am  not  sure,  indeed,  that  there  was  a  door.  There  were 
certainly  no  windows.  It  is  possible  that  the  bawarchi  khana 
was  seven  feet  square,  and  its  mistress  was  just  able  to  stand  up 
straight  in  it  with  a  few  inches  to  spare.  It  contained  a  shelf, 
a  table,  and  a  stove.  When  Kali  Bagh  sat  down  he  used  his 
heels.  The  shelf  and  the  table  were  full  of  the  oil  and  condi¬ 
ments  dear  to  the  heart  of  every  bawarchi.  The  stove  was  an 
erection  like  a  tenement  house,  built  with  what  was  left  over 
from  the  walls,  and  artistically  coloured  pink  to  be  like  them. 
It  contained  various  hollows  on  the  top,  in  one  or  two  of  which 

1  Kitchen, 


86 


SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  MEM  SAHIB 


charcoal  was  glowing ;  beyond  this  I  cannot  explain  its  con¬ 
struction  to  be  plain  to  understandings  accustomed  to  the  kitchen 
ranges  of  Christianity  and  civilisation.  But  nothing  ever  went 
wrong  with  Kali  Bagh's  stove,  the  boiler  never  leaked,  the  hot- 
water  pipes  never  burst,  the  oven  never  required  relining,  the 
dampers  never  had  to  be  re-regulated.  He  was  its  presiding 
genius ;  he  worked  it  with  a  palm-leaf  fan,  and  nothing  would 
induce  him  to  look  at  a  modern  improvement.  Kali  Bagh 
was  a  conservative  institution  himself — his  recipes  were  an  heri¬ 
tage,  he  was  the  living  representative  of  an  immemorial  dustur.1 
Why  should  Kali  Bagh  afflict  himself  with  the  ways  of  the 
memsahib  ? 

The  bawarchi  khana  had  another  door,  opening  into  a  rather 
smaller  apartment,  otherwise  lightless  and  airless,  which  con¬ 
tained  Kali  Bagh’s  wardrobe  and  bed.  The  wardrobe  was 
elementary,  and  hung  upon  a  single  peg ;  the  bed  consisted  of 
four  short  legs  and  a  piece  of  matting.  Kali  Bagh  had  reposed 
himself  on  it,  and  was  already  snoring,  when  Mrs.  Browne  came 
in.  He  had  divested  himself  of  his  chuddar  and  his  spectacles, 
and  looked  less  of  a  philosopher  and  more  of  an  Aryan.  Mrs. 
Browne  made  a  rude  clatter  among  the  pans,  which  brought 
him  to  a  sense  of  her  disturbing  presence.  Presently  she 
observed  him  standing  behind  her,  looking  anxious.  His 
mistress  sniffed  about  intrepidly.  She  lifted  saucepan  lids  and 
discovered  within  remains  of  concoctions  three  days  old ;  she 
found  the  day’s  milk  in  an  erstwhile  kerosene  tin ;  she  lifted  a 
kettle  and  intruded  upon  the  privacy  of  a  large  family  of  cock¬ 
roaches,  any  one  of  them  as  big  as  a  five-shilling  piece.  Kali 
Bagh  would  never  have  disturbed  them.  She  found  messes  and 
mixtures,  and  herbs  and  spices,  and  sauces  which  she  did  not 


1  Custom- 
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understand  and  could  not  approve.  Tlie  day’s  marketing  lay  in 
a  flat  basket  under  the  table.  Helen  drew  it  forth  and  discovered 
a  live  pigeon  indiscriminately  near  the  mutton,  with  its  wings 
twisted  around  one  another  at  the  joint,  while  from  beneath  a 
debris  of  potatoes,  beans,  and  cauliflower  came  a  feeble  arc] 
plaintive  £  Quack  !  ’ 

‘What  is  this?  ’  said  Mrs.  Browne,  with  paler  and  sterner 
criticism,  looking  into  a  pot  that  was  bubbling  on  the  Are. 

‘  Chaul  hai.  memsahib  !  Hamcira  khana  !  ’  1 

‘  Your  dinner,  bawarchi !  All  that  rice  ?  ’  And,  indeed, 
therein  was  no  justification  for  Kali  Bagh.  It  was  not  only  his 
dinner,  but  the  dinner  of  the  sweeper,  and  of  the  syce,  and  of 
the  mussalchi,  to  be  supplied  to  them  a  trifle  below  current 
market  rates  ;  and  Mrs.  Browne  had  paid  for  it  all  that  morning. 
Helen  found  herself  confronted  with  her  little  domestic  corner 
of  the  great  problem  of  India — the  native’s  ‘  way.’  But  she  had 
no  language  with  which  to  circumvent  it  or  remonstrate  with  it. 
She  could  only  decide  that  Kali  Bagh  was  an  eminently  proper 
subject  for  discipline,  and  resolve  to  tell  George,  which  was 
not  much  of  an  expedient.  It  is  exactly  what  we  all  do  in 
India,  however,  under  the  circumstances.  We  tell  our  superior 
officers,  until  at  last  the  Queen-Empress  herself  is  told;  and  the 
Queen-Empress  is  quite  as  incapable  of  further  procedure  as  Mrs. 
Browne.  Indeed,  much  more  so,  for  she  is  compelled  to  listen 
to  the  voice  of  her  Parliamentary  wrangling-machine  upon  the 
matter,  which  obeys  the  turning  of  a  handle,  and  is  a  very  fine 
piece  of  mechanism  indeed,  but  not  absolutely  reliable  when  it 
delivers  ready-made  opinions  upon  Aryan  problems.  At  least  I 
am  quite  sure  that  is  my  husband’s  idea,  and  I  have  often  heard 
young  Browne  say  the  same  thing. 


1  Jt  is  rice,  memsahib ;  my  dinner. 


‘“WHAT  IS  THIS?’-  SAID  MRS.  BROWNE,  WITH  PALER  AND  STERNER 

CRITICISM  ’ 
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There  was  a  scattering  to  right  and  left  when  Helen  reap¬ 
peared  in  the  compound.  Her  domestics  were  not  dressed  to 
receive  her,  and  they  ran  this  way  and  that,  noiselessly,  like 
cockroaches  to  their  respective  holes.  There  seemed  to  be  a 
great  many  of  them,  more  by  at  least  half  a  dozen  than  were 
properly  accredited  to  the  house ;  and  Helen  was  afterwards  in¬ 
formed  that  they  were  the  bluii  1  of  the  other  servants,  represent¬ 
ing  a  fraction  of  the  great  unemployed  of  Asia,  who  came  daily 
for  fraternal  gossip  in  the  sun  and  any  patronage  that  might  be 
going.  They  were  a  nuisance,  these  bhai,  and  were  soon  sternly 
put  down  by  the  arm  of  the  law  and  the  edict  of  the  sahib,  who 
enacted  that  no  strange  native  should  be  allowed  to  enter  the 
compound  without  a  chit.  c  It’s  the  only  way  to  convince 
them,’  said  he,  ‘  that  the  Maidan  is  the  best  place  for  public 
meetings.’ 

The  quarters  of  the  syce  and  the  pony  were  the  only  ones 
that  invited  further  inspection.  The  same  roof  sheltered  both 
of  these  creatures  of  service,  a  thatched  one  ;  but  between  them 
a  primitive  partition  went  half-way  up.  On  one  side  of  this 
the  pony  was  tethered,  and  enjoyed  the  luxuries  of  his  depen¬ 
dence  ;  on  the  other  the  syce  lived  in  freedom,  but  did  not  fare 
so  well.  The  pony’s  expenses  were  quite  five  times  as  heavy. 
His  food  cost  more,  his  clothes  cost  more,  his  medical  attendance 
cost  more,  to  say  nothing  of  his  requiring  a  valet.  He  was 
much  the  more  valuable  animal  of  the  two,  though  the  other  is 
popularly  believed  in  England  to  have  a  soul.  His  wants  were 
even  more  elaborately  supplied  than  the  syce’s — he  had  a  trough 
to  feed  from,  and  a  pail  to  drink  out  of,  a  fresh  bed  every  night, 
a  box  for  his  grain,  and  a  curry-comb  for  his  skin  ;  while  the 
syce’s  domestic  arrangements  consisted  of  an  earthenware  pot, 


1  Brothers. 
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a  wooden  stick,  and  a  rickety  charpoy.  When  he  was  cold 
he  borrowed  the  pony’s  blanket,  and  I  never  heard  of  any 
toilet  articles  in  connection  with  him.  The  accommodation 
was  not  equally  divided  between  him  and  the  pony  either. 
The  pony  had  at  least  twice  as  much,  and  it  was  in  better 
repair. 

The  pony  looked  much  askance  at  Helen.  He  was  accus¬ 
tomed  only  to  the  race  of  his  dark-skinned  servitor.  The  sahib 
with  his  white  face  and  strange  talk  he  associated  with  the  whip 
and  being  made  to  pull  an  objectionable  construction  upon 
wheels  from  which  he  could  not  get  away ;  but  a  memsahib 
might  be  something  of  inconceivable  terror — her  petticoats 
looked  like  it.  Therefore  the  pony  withdrew  himself  into  a 
remote  corner  of  his  stable,  where  he  stood  looking  ineffably 
silly,  and  declined  to  be  seduced  by  split  bits  of  sugar-cane  or 
wheedling  words. 

‘  Gorah  atcha  Lai  ?  ’ 1  asked  Helen,  and  was  assured  that  he 
was  very  ‘  atcha,’  that  his  grain  he  ate,  his  grass  he  ate,  his 
water  he  ate,  and  ‘  cubbi  Jcooch  na  bolt  a  ’ 2  ‘  which  was  the  final 
proof  of  his  flourishing  condition. 

It  was  getting  a  little  discouraging,  but  Helen  thought  that 
before  retreating  she  might  at  least  inspect  the  bearer’s  cow,  a 
cow  being  a  gentle  domestic  animal,  of  uniform  habits,  all  the 
world  over.  One’s  own  cow  is  a  thorn  in  the  flesh  and  a  source 
of  ruin  in  India.  She  declines  to  give  milk,  except  to  the  out¬ 
side  world  at  so  much  a  seer,3  she  devours  abnormal  quantities 
of  food,  she  is  neglected  and  becomes  depraved,  being  nobody’s 
particular  business.  But  it  is  impossible  to  draw  lacteal  supplies 
from  an  unknown  source  in  India.  It  is  paying  a  large  price 

1  Is  the  horse  well?  2  He  never  said  anything. 

3  Two  pounds. 
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for  cholera  bacilli,  which  is  absurd,  since  one  can  get  them 
almost  anywhere  for  nothing.  To  say  nothing  of  the  depravity 
of  the  millc-wallah,1  who  strains  his  commodity  through  his 
dlioty,  and  replenishes  his  cans  from  the  first  stagnant  tank  he 
comes  to.  The  wise  and  advisable  thing  is  to  permit  the  bearer, 
as  a  gracious  favour,  to  keep  a  cow  on  the  premises  and  to  supply 
the  family  at  current  rates.  It  is  a  source  of  income  to  him 
and  of  confidence  to  you,  while  the  cow  does  her  whole  duty  in 
that  clean  and  comfortable  state  whereto  she  is  called.  The 
bearer,  too,  is  honoured  and  dignified  by  the  possession  of  the 
sacred  animal.  He  performs  every  office  for  her  himself,  though 
he  would  scorn  to  bring  a  pail  of  water  to  a  horse,  and  he  is 
happy  to  live  in  the  odour  of  her  sanctity.  Helen  discovered  the 
cow  of  their  establishment  tied  with  her  calf  outside  the  best 
‘  go-down  ’ 2  in  the  compound — the  largest  and  cleanest — which 
she  occupied  at  night.  The  bearer  himself  had  not  nearly  such 
good  quarters,  and  this  was  of  his  own  dispensation.  She  wore 
a  string  of  blue  beads  around  her  horns,  and  munched  contentedly 
at  a  large  illegal  breakfast  of  straw  which  had  been  bought  and 
paid  for  to  supply  the  pony's  bed. 

‘  Poor  cooey  !  ’  said  Helen,  advancing  to  attempt  a  familiarity, 
but  the  cow  put  down  her  head  and  made  such  a  violent  lunge  at 
her  that  she  beat  a  hasty  and  undignified  retreat.  This  was 
partly  on  account  of  the  calf,  which  stood  a  little  way  off,  but 
well  within  the  maternal  vision,  and  it  was  quite  an  unreasonable 
demonstration,  as  the  calf  was  stuffed,  and  put  there  to  act  upon 
the  cow’s  imagination  only.  This  is  a  necessary  expedient  to 
ensure  milk  in  India  from  a  cow  that  has  no  calf  of  her  own  ;  it 
is  a  painful  imposition,  but  uniformly  successful.  The  fact  is 
one  of  reputation,  as  being  the  only  one  invariably  rejected  by 

2  Servants’  quarters,  &c. 


1  Man. 
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travellers  as  a  lively  lie,  whereas  they  are  known  to  swallow 
greedily  much  larger  fictions  than  stuffed  calves. 

From  an  upper  window,  shortly  after,  Helen  saw  the  cow’s 
morning  toilet  being  performed  by  the  bearer.  And  it  was  an 
instructive  sight  to  see  this  solemn  functionary  holding  at  arm’s 
length  the  utmost  end  of  her  tail,  and  with  art  and  precision 
improving  its  appearance. 

In  the  cool  of  the  evening,  after  dinner,  the  two  Brownes  sat 
together  in  the  shadow  of  the  pillars  of  their  upper  verandah, 
and  Helen  told  the  story  of  her  adventure  in  the  compound. 
Overhead  the  pigeons  cooed  of  their  day’s  doings,  the  pony 
neighed  from  his  stable  in  the  expectation  of  his  content.  A 
light  wind  stirred  the  palms  where  they  stood  against  the  stars ; 
the  smoke  of  the  mallie’s  pipal  leaves  curled  up  faintly  from  his 
roof  where  he  dwelt  beside  the  gate.  Below,  in  the  black 
shadow  of  the  go-downs,  easeful  figures  sat  or  moved,  the 
subdued  tones  of  their  parley  hardly  came  to  the  upper  verandah. 
They  had  rice  and  rest  and  the  comfortable  hubble-bubble.  And 
the  sahib  and  the  memsahib  devised  how  they  might  circumvent 
these  humble  people  in  all  their  unlawful  doings,  till  the  air 
grew  chill  with  the  dew,  and  the  young  moon  showed  over  their 
neighbour's  tamarind  tree. 
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CHAPTER  IX 

"jl/TRS.  BROWNE’S  ayah  was  a  little  Mussulman  woman  of 
about  thirty-five,  with  bright  eyes,  and  an  expression  of 
great  worldly  wisdom  upon  her  small,  square,  high-boned  face. 
She  dressed  somewhat  variously ;  but  her  official  garments  were 
a  short  jacket  and  a  striped  cotton  petticoat,  a  string  of  beads 
round  her  neck,  silver  bangles  on  her  arms  and  ankles,  hoops  in 
her  ears,  and  a  small  gold  button  in  her  right  nostril.  This  last 
bit  of  coquetry  affected  Helen  uncomfortably  for  some  time. 
Her  name  was  Cliua,  signifying  £  a  rat,’  and  her  heathen  sponsors 
showed  rather  a  fine  discrimination  in  giving  it  to  her.  She 
was  very  like  one.  It  would  be  easy  to  fancy  her  nibbling  in  the 
dark,  or  making  unwarrantable  investigations  when  honest  people 
were  asleep.  WhenChua  was  engaged  and  questioned  upon  the 
subject  of  remuneration,  she  salaamed  very  humbly  and  said, 
‘What  the  memsahib  pleases,’  which  was  ten  rupees.  At  this 
Cliua’s  countenance  fell,  for  most  of  the  ayahs  of  her  acquaintance 
received  twelve.  Accepting  the  fact,  however,  that  her  mistress 
was  not  a  ‘  burra  memsahib  ’ 1  from  whom  much  might  be  expected, 
but  a  ‘  cliota  memsahib,’ 2  from  whom  little  could  be  extracted,  she 
went  away  content,  and  spread  her  mat  in  the  women’s  place  in  the 
mosque,  and  bowed  many  times  to  the  west  as  the  sun  went  down, 


'  ‘  Great  ’  memsahib. 


2  ‘  Little  ’  memsahib. 
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and  paid  at  least  four  annas  to  the  moulvi 1  who  had  helped  her  to 
this  good  fortune. 

Clma  abode  in  her  own  house,  as  is  the  custom  of  ayahs  with 
family  ties.  She  was  married ;  her  husband  was  a  kitmutgar. 
They  lived  in  a  bustee  in  the  very  middle  of  Calcutta,  where 
dwelt  several  other  kitmutgars  and  their  wives,  a  dhoby,  and  a 
number  of  goats,  and  Chua  walked  out  every  morning  to  her  work, 
then  home  at  twelve  to  cook  her  food  and  sleep,  then  back  at  four 
for  further  duty  until  after  dinner.  She  never  breakfasted  before 
starting  in  the  morning,  but  she  carried  with  her  always  a  small 
square  tin  box,  from  which  she  refreshed  herself  surreptitiously 
at  intervals.  Inside  the  box  was  only  a  rolled-up  betel  leaf,  and 
inside  the  leaf  a  dab  of  white  paste  ;  but  it  was  to  Chua  what  the 
hubble-bubble  was  to  Abdul,  her  husband,  a  great  and  comfortable 
source  of  meditation  upon  the  goodness  of  Allah,  and  the  easiest 
form  of  extortion  to  be  practised  upon  her  lawful  taskmistress. 

Helen  found  great  difficulty  at  first  in  assimilating  this  hand¬ 
maid  into  her  daily  life.  She  had  been  told  that  an  ayah  was 
indispensable,  and  she  could  accept  Chua  as  a  necessary  append¬ 
age  to  the  lofty  state  of  her  oriental  existence,  but  to  find  occu¬ 
pation  for  her  became  rather  a  burden  to  the  mind  of  Mrs. 
Browne.  Things  to  do  were  precious,  she  could  not  spare  them 
to  be  done  by  anybody  else,  even  at  ten  rupees  a  month,  with  the 
alternative  of  improper  idleness.  Moreover,  the  situation  was 
in  some  respect  embarrassing.  One  could  have  one’s  ribbons 
straightened  and  one’s  hair  brushed  with  equanimity,  but  when 
it  came  to  the  bathing  of  one’s  feet  and  the  putting  on  of  one's 
stockings,  Helen  was  disposed  to  dispense  with  the  services 
of  her  ayah  as  verging  on  the  indelicate.  Chua  was  still  more 
grieved  when  her  mistress  utterly  declined  to  allow  herself  to 

1  Mussulman  priest. 


‘Chita 
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be  1  punched  and  prodded  ’  as  she  expressed  it,  in  the  process 
of  gentle  massaging,  in  which  the  ayah  species  are  proficient. 
Mrs.  Browne  was  young  then,  and  a  new  coiner,  and  not  of  a 
disposition  to  brook  any  interference  with  her  muscular  tissues. 
But  the  other  day  she  particularly  recommended  an  ayah  to  me  on 
account  of  this  accomplishment.  This  to  illustrate,  of  course,  not 
the  degeneration  of  Mrs.  Browne’s  sense  of  propriety,  but  of  her 
muscular  tissues. 

The  comprehension  and  precise  knowledge  which  Chua  at 
once  obtained  of  her  mistress’s  wardrobe  and  effects  was  wonderful 
in  its  way.  She  knew  the  exact  contents  of  every  box  and  drawer 
and  wardrobe,  the  number  of  pen-nibs  in  the  writing-case,  the 
number  of  spools  in  the  work-basket.  Helen  used  to  feel,  in  the 
shock  of  some  disclosure  of  observation  extraordinary,  as  if  the 
omniscient  little  woman  had  made  an  index  of  her  mistress’s 
emotions  and  ideas  as  well,  and  could  lay  her  small  skinny  brown 
finger  upon  any  one  of  them,  which  intuition  was  very  far  from 
being  wrong.  Chua  early  induced  an  admiring  confidence  in  her 
rectitude  by  begging  Mrs.  Browne  to  make  a  list  of  all  her 
possessions,  so  that  from  time  to  time  she  could  demonstrate  their 
safety.  The  ayah  felt  herself  responsible.  She  knew  that  upon 
the  provocation  of  a  missing  embroidered  petticoat  there  might 
be  unpleasant  results  connected  with  the  police-wallali  and  the 
tliana ,'  not  only  for  her  but  for  the  whole  establishment,  and  she 
wished  to  be  in  a  secure  position  to  give  evidence,  if  necessary, 
against  somebody  else.  It  could  certainly  not  be  Chua  therefore, 
Helen  announced,  when  she  communicated  to  her  lord  at  the 
breakfast  table  the  fact  that  her  very  best  scissors  had  been 
missing  for  three  days.  1  Isn’t  it  tedious  ?’  said  she. 

‘  Scissors,’  said  young  Browne.  £  Yes,  good  new  shiny  sharp 

1  Lock-up. 
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ones,  weren’t  they,  with  Rodgers’  name  plainly  stamped  on  them 
— and  rather  small  ?  ’ 

‘  All  that,’  lamented  Helen,  £  and  embroidery  size — such 
loves ! ’ 

‘  You  are  gradually  coming  within  the  operation  of  custom,  my 
dear.  Steel  is  the  weakness  of  the  Aryan.  He — in  this  case  she 
— will  respect  your  clothes,  take  care  of  your  money,  and  guard 
your  jewellery — they  all  have  a  general  sense  of  property  in  its 
correct  relation,  but  it  does  not  apply  to  a  small  pair  of  scissors 
or  a  neat  pocket-knife.  Such  things  seem  to  yield  to  some 
superior  attraction  outside  the  moral  sense  connected  with  these 
people-,  and  they  invariably  disappear.  It’s  inveterate,  but  it's  a 
nuisance.  One  has  to  make  such  a  row.’ 

£  George,’  said  Helen  gravely,  £  why  do  you  say  in  this  case 
she  ?  ’ 

‘  I  think  you’ll  find  it  was  your  virtuous  %aid,  my  dear. 
It  wasn’t  the  bearer  ;  he  has  permitted  me  to  keep  the  same  knife 
and  nail  scissors  now  for  two  years  and  a  half,  and  the  rest  of 
the  servants,  all  but  the  ayah,  are  the  bearer’s  creatures,  and 
will  reflect  exactly  his  morality  in  quality  and  degree.  She 
isn’t — she’s  an  irresponsible  functionary,  except  to  you  ;  you’ll 
have  to  keep  an  eye  on  her.  However,  if  we  make  ourselves 
patiently  and  unremittingly  disagreeable  for  a  week  or  two 
they’ll  turn  up.’ 

£  I  haven’t  the  Hindustani  to  be  disagreeable  in,’  Helen  re¬ 
marked. 

£  Oh,  you  needn’t  be  violent  ;  just  inquire  at  least  three  times 
a  day,  “  Humara  Tdnchi ,  bidder  gia  ?  ”  1  and  look  forbidding  the 
rest  of  the  time.  Never  dream  for  a  moment  they’re  stolen  or 
admit  they’re  lost.  It’s  a  kind  of  worry  she  won't  be  able  to  stand 

1  My  scissors,  where  are  they  gone  ? 
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— she'll  never  know  what  you're  going  to  do.  And  she’ll  con¬ 
clude  its  cheaper  in  the  end  to  restore  them.’ 

I  don’t  know  whether  the  Brownes  made  themselves  as  disa¬ 
greeable  as  they  might  about 
the  kinchi,  but  it  was  a  long 
time  before  they  were  re¬ 
stored.  Then  an  accident 
disclosed  them  at  the  bottom 
of  an  impossible  vase.  Chua, 
standing  by,  went  through 
an  extravaganza  of  gratifi¬ 
cation.  Her  eyes  shone,  she 
laughed  and  clasped  her 
hands  with  dramatic  effect. 
‘  Eggi  bat  ’  1 — would  the 
mem  sahib  inform  the  sahib 
and  also  the  bearer  that 
they  had  been  found  ? — the 
latter  evidently  having  re¬ 
sorted  lately  to  some  ne¬ 
farious  means  of  extract¬ 
ing  from  her  what  she  had 
done  with  them.  Chua  had 

doubtless  had  an  uncomfort- 

an  ACCIDENT  disclosed  them  AT  the  anip  nuartpr  nf  an  hnnr  bpfnro. 
BOTTOM  OF  AN  IMPOSSIBLE  VASE  ’  a°le  fiUaltei  0t  an  a0Ur  °el0r6 

her  mistress  discovered  them, 


and  felt  unjustly  served  in  it.  For  the  theft  was  only  a  pro¬ 
spective  one,  to  be  accomplished  in  the  course  of  time,  if  it  looked 
advisable.  It  did  not  look  advisable,  and  Chua  reconsidered  it, 
thereby  leaving  her  Mahomedan  conscience  void  of  offence. 


1  One  word. 
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As  soon  as  she  was  able  to  understand  and  be  understood, 
Helen  thought  it  her  duty  to  make  some  kindly  inquiries  about 
Cliua’s  domestic  affairs.  Had  she,  for  instance,  any  children  ? 

‘  Na,  memsahib !  ’  she  responded,  with  a  look  of  assumed 
contempt  that  could  not  have  sat  more  emphatically  upon  the 
face  of  any  fin  de  siccle  lady  who  does  not  believe  in  babies. 

‘  Baba  liai  na  !  Baba  na  muncta ,’ 1  she  went  on  with  a  large 
curl  of  the  lip,  1  Baba  all  time  cry  hurta 2 — Waow  !  Waow  !  atcha 
na , 3  memsahib  !  ’ 

‘  Oh  na,  ayah  !  Baba  atcha  hai,’  laughed  Helen,  defending 
the  sacredest  theory  of  her  sex. 

Chua  took  an  attitude  of  self-effacement,  but  her  reply  had 
a  patronising  dignity.  1  Memsahib  Jcawasti  baba  atcha  hai,’  said 
she.  c  Memsahib  hawasti  hooch  ham  liai  na  !  Ayah  ha  ham  hai ! 
Tub  baba  atcha  na — hooch  na  muncta  !  ’ 4 

Chua  occupied  quite  the  modern  ground,  which  was  ex¬ 
hilarating  in  an  Oriental,  and  doubtless  testified  to  the  march 
of  truth— that  babies  were  only  practicable  and  advisable  when 
their  possible  mothers  could  find  nothing  better  to  do.  Helen 
was  impressed,  and  more  deeply  so  when  she  presently  discovered 
that  Chua  and  Abdul,  her  husband,  lived  in  different  houses  in 
the  bustee  I  have  mentioned — different  huts,  that  is,  mud- 
baked  and  red-tiled  and  leaking,  and  offering  equal  facilities  for 
the  intrusion  of  the  ubiquitous  goat.  Chua  spoke  of  Abdul 
with  an  angry  flash  of  contempt.  In  accommodating  himself  to 
circumstances  recently,  Abdul  had  offended  her  very  deeply. 
It  was  on  an  occasion  when  Chua  had  accompanied  a  memsahib 
to  England  with  the  usual  infant  charge.  She  was  very  sick ; 

1  I  do  not  want  babies.  2  Literally,  ‘  make  cry.’  3  Not  good. 

4  For  the  memsahib  children  are  good.  The  memsahib  has  no  work  to  do. 
The  ayah  has  work  to  do.  Then  children  are  not  good  ;  I  do  not  want  any  ! 
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slie  earned  a  hundred  and  fifty  rupees ;  she  was  away  three 
months — ‘  kali  tin  mahina ,4  memsaliib  !  ’  and  when  she  returned 
she  found  Abdul  mated  to  another.  She  was  artful,  was  Chua 
— her  mistress’s  face  expressed  such  a  degree  of  disapprobation 
that  she  fancied  herself  implicated,  and  instantly  laughed  to 
throw  a  triviality  over  Abdul's  misconduct.  It  was  a  girl  he 
married,  a  mere  child,  4  baba  kamafik ,2  memsaliib  ’ — fourteen  years 
old.  But  her  scorn  came  through  the  mask  of  her  amusement 
when  she  went  on  to  state  that  the  house  of  Abdul  was  no  longer 
without  its  olive  branch,  but  that  Abdul’s  sahib  had  gone  away 
and  there  was  very  little  rice  for  anybody  in  that  family.  The 
recreant  had  come  to  her  in  his  extremity,  asking  alms,  she  said, 
with  her  curled  lip.  ‘  Rupia  do-o  !  ’ 3  she  whined,  holding  out 
her  hand  and  imitating  his  suppliance  with  intensest  irony. 
Then  drawing  herself  up  proudly,  she  rehearsed  her  answer  brief, 
contemptuous,  and  to  the  point : 

‘  Daga  na !  Jao  !  ’ 4 

She  had  invested  the  proceeds  of  her  journey  over  the  £  black 
water  ’  in  a  ticca-gharry,  which  lent  itself  all  day  long  to  the 
Calcutta  public  under  her  administration  and  to  her  profit. 
The  day  after  Helen  had  been  thus  edified,  the  ayah  did  not 
appear  until  the  afternoon.  She  had  been  to  law  about  some 
point  in  relation  to  the  ticca-gharry.  I  can’t  remember  what 
Mrs.  Browne  said  it  was ;  but  she  wanted  an  advance  of  wages 
for  her  legal  expenses.  She  intended  to  spare  nothing  to  be 
triumphant ;  her  adversary  had  trusted  his  case  to  a  common 
vakeel ,5  she  would  have  a  gorali-vakeel ,6  though  they  came 
higher.  Her  witnesses  would  be  properly  paid  too — a  rupee 

1  Only  three  months.  2  Like  a  baby.  3  Give  rupees  ! 

4  I  will  not  give  !  Go  !  5  Native  solicitor. 

6  Literally,  a  horse-lawyer ;  a  lawyer  who  owns  a  horse. 
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apiece,  and  eight  annas  extra  for  any  necessary  falsification  at 
present  unexpected.  The  next  afternoon  she  came  late,  with  a 
tale  of  undeserved  disaster,  which  she  lucubrated  with  indignant 
tears  after  the  manner  of  her  sex.  It  was  not  that  the 
magistrate  sahib  was  not  fair — he  was  just  as  the  sun  at  noon,  or 
that  Rahim  the  gharry-wallah  had  more  witnesses  than  she — 
indeed  being  a  poor  man  he  had  only  four — but  they  were  four 
of  the  five,  unhappily,  whose  services  she  had  engaged.  The 
gharry-wallah  had  offered  them  two  rupees — a  higher  bid — and 
so  the}7  spoke  jute  hat.1  But  he  would  never  be  able  to  pay ! 
Oh,  it  was  very  carah ! 2  and  Cliua  sat  in  the  dust  and  wrapped 
her  face  in  her  sari 3  and  wept  again.  Later,  she  informed  her 
mistress  that  it  was  possible  she  might  again  be  absent  to-morrow 
— it  was  possible  that  she  might  come  into  contact  that  evening 
in  the  street  with  these  defaulting  witnesses — violent  contact. 
It  was  possible  that  if  they  laughed  at  her  she  would  strike  them, 
and  then — with  an  intensely  observing  eye  always  upon  Helen 
— then  her  memsahib,  in  the  event  of  her  being  carried  oft’  to 
the  thana  for  assault,  would  of  course  inquire  ‘  Hamara  ayah , 
Udder  hai?  ' 4  and  immediately  take  proceedings  to  get  her  out. 
Cliua’s  countenance  fell,  though  with  instant  submission,  when 
Helen  informed  her  sternly  that  she  would  on  no  account  in¬ 
stitute  such  proceedings,  and  she  was  deprived  even  of  illegal 
means  of  satisfaction,  taken  with  impunity. 

It  was  Chua's  aptitude  for  assault  that  led  to  her  final  ex¬ 
pulsion  from  the  service  of  the  Brownes  and  from  the  pages  of 
these  annals.  Her  manner  toward  the  bearer  had  been  pro¬ 
pitiatory  from  the  beginning.  She  called  him  £  sirdar,’ 5  she  paid 

1  False  talk.  5  Bad,  unfortunate. 

3  Cloth  worn  over  head  and  shoulders. 

4  My  ayah,  where  is  she  ?  5  Head  bearer. 
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him  florid  Oriental  compliments  ;  by  the  effacement  of  her  own 
status  and  personality  she  tried  to  establish  a  friendly  under¬ 
standing  with  him.  She  undertook  small  services  on  his  behalf. 
She  attempted  to  owe  him  allegiance  as  the  other  servants  did. 
It  is  impossible  to  say  that  she  did  not  press  upon  him  a 
percentage  of  her  tulub ,!  to  ensure  his  omnipotent  good  will. 
But  Ivasi  was  for  some  dark  reason  unreciprocal — young  Browne 
believed  he  thought  she  was  storming  his  affections — and  at  best 
consented  only  to  preserve  an  armed  neutrality.  Whereat  Chua 
became  resentful  and  angry,  carried  her  head  high,  and  ex¬ 
changed  remarks  with  Ivasi  which  were  not  in  the  nature  of 
amenities.  The  crisis  came  one  afternoon  when  the  Brownes 
were  out. 

*  I  have  something  tq  tell  you  after  dinner,’  said  Mrs.  Browne 
significantly,  later,  across  the  joint. 

‘  And  I  have  something  to  tell  you ,’  young  Browne  responded 
with  equal  meaning. 

Mrs.  Browne  had  the  first  word,  in  order,  her  husband  said, 
that  she  shouldn’t  have  the  last.  She  explained  that  she  had 
found  the  ayah  in  tears,  quite  extinguished,  upon  the  floor,  the 
cause  being  insult.  Chua  had  forgotten  at  noon  the  little  bright 
shawl  which  she  wrapped  about  her  head  in  the  streets — had 
left  it  upon  the  memsaliib’s  verandah.  Seeing  it,  the  bearer  had 
done  a  deadly  thing.  He  had  not  touched  it  himself,  but  he  had 
sent  for  the  sweeper — the  sweeper ! — and  bade  him  fenk-do 2  it 
to  his  own  unclean  place  of  living.  And  there,  after  much 
search,  had  Chua  found  it.  Therefore  she  was  deeply  abased, 
and  therefore  did  she  tender  her  resignation.  The  bearer  had 
behaved  Rajah  kamajik  ! 3  and  had,  moreover,  spoken  to  her  in 
hat  that  was  carat,-  very  carat. 

1  Wages.  1  Throw  away.  3  Like  a  rajah  I 
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‘Yes,’  said  the  sahib,  judicially,  ‘and  the  bearer  came  to  me, 
also  weeping,  with  joined  hands  to  supplicate.  His  tale  of  woe  is  a 
little  different.  He  declares  he  never  saw  the  shawl  and  never 
gave  the  order  — I’ve  no  doubt  he  did  both — but  that  the  sweeper 
acted  upon  his  own  responsibility.  And  what  do  you  think  the 
ayah  did  in  revenge  ?  She  slippered  him  ! — all  round  the  com¬ 
pound!  The  bearer,  poor  chap,  fled  in  disorder,  but  couldn't 
escape.  He  has  undoubtedly  been  slippered.  And  in  the  presence 
of  the  whole  compound  !  It’s  worse — infinitely  worse — than 
having  his  puggri  1  knocked  off  in  ribaldry.  And  now  he  says 
that  though  he  has  served  me  faithfully  all  these  years,  and  I 
am  his  father  and  his  mother,  his  honour  has  been  damaged  in 
this  place,  and  he  prays  to  be  allowed  to  depart.’ 

‘  Slippered  him,  George  !  but  he's  such  a  big  man  and  she  such 
a  little  woman  !  All  round  the  compound  !  Oh,’ said  George’s 
wife,  giving  way  to  unseemly  hilarity,  ‘  I  should  like  to  have 
seen  that !  ’ 

‘  Little  termagant !  Oh,  it  was  the  insult  he  ran  from,  my 
dear,  not  the  blow.  That  she,  an  ayah  and  the  wife  of  a 
kitmutgar,  should  have  touched  him  with  the  sole  of  her  shoe! 
Don’t  laugh,  dear,  they’ll  hear  you,  and  I’d  rather  they 
didn’t.’ 

The  Brownes  held  further  debate,  and  took  all  the  circum¬ 
stances  into  consideration.  Young  Browne  had  evidently  arrived 
immediately  at  a  judicial  view  of  the  case,  though  he  professed 
himself  willing  to  let  the  bearer  go  if  Helen  wanted  to  retain 
Chua.  ‘  Though  in  that  case  there’ll  be  anarchy,  my  dear,  I  warn 
you,’  said  he.  The  result  was  a  solemn  gathering  of  the 
servants  next  morning  upon  the  verandah,  addressed  by  young 
Browne,  while  the  memsahib  sat  up  straight  in  another  chair  and 


1  Turban. 
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looked  serious.  He  took  no  evidence,  there  would  have  keen  too 
much,  but  he  spoke  thus  : — 

‘  There  was  yesterday  a  great  disturbance  in  the  compound, 
which  is  a  shameful  thing.  Those  who  thus  made  great  noises, 
and  used  bad  language,  and  were  without  self-respect,  were  the 
bearer  and  the  ayah.  The  bearer  has  served  me  many  years  in 
many  places  and  with  many  other  servants,  and  I  have  never 
before  known  him  to  act  without  shame  or  to  quarrel.  The  ayah 
has  been  known  a  few  weeks  only.  Both  the  bearer  and  the 
ayah  wish  to  go  away.  The  ayah  may  go.  Bus  !  ’ 1 

After  this  simple  and  direct  delivery  no  word  was  said.  The 
servants  dispersed  to  the  compound,  the  bearer,  reinstated  in  his 
self-esteem  and  justified  before  the  world,  applied  himself  to 
forget  his  wrongs,  and  was  more  diligent  than  ever  in  his  master’s 
service.  Chua  stated  to  her  mistress  that  if  she  had  any  more 
trouble  she  would  die  and  the  wind  would  blow  through  her 
bones,  and  many  other  things  in  grief-stricken  Hindustani  which 
Helen  did  not  understand.  But  her  mistress  permitted  her  this 
balm  to  her  wounded  feelings,  that  when  she  departed  she  left 
the  dishonoured  shawl  scornfully  behind  her,  having  privately 
received  sufficient  backsheesh  to  buy  three  like  it. 


1  Enough. 
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CHAPTER  X 

/CALCUTTA,  in  social  matters,  is  a  law  unto  herself,  inscrutable, 
^  unevadeable.  She  asks  no  opinion  and  permits  no  sugges¬ 
tion.  She  proclaims  that  it  shall  be  thus — thus  it  is,  and  however 
odd  and  inconvenient  the  custom  maybe,  it  lies  within  the  province 
of  no  woman — the  men  need  not  bethought  of— to  change  it,  or 
even  to  discover  by  what  historic  whim  it  came  to  be.  Calcutta 
decrees,  for  example,  that  from  twelve  to  two,  what  time 
the  sun  strikes  straightest  and  strongest  on  the  carriage-top, 
what  time  all  brown  Bengal  with  sweet  reasonableness  takes 
its  siesta,  in  the  very  heat  and  burden  of  the  day — from  twelve 
to  two  is  the  proper  hour  forsooth  for  the  memsahib  to  visit  and 
be  visited.  Thus  this  usually  tepid  form  frequently  reaches  a 
boiling  point  of  social  consideration,  becomes  a  mark  of  recogni¬ 
tion  which  is  simply  perfervid.  It  is  also  an  unamiable  time  of 
day.  The  cheering  effects  of  breakfast  have  worn  off,  and  tiffin 
looms  distantly,  the  reward  of  virtue.  It  would  be  impossible  to 
say  for  how  much  malice  it  is  directly  responsible.  But  this  is 
of  the  gods  ;  we  stew  obediently,  we  do  not  dream  of  demurring. 
Another  honoured  principle  is  that  all  strangers,  except  brides, 
shall  make  the  first  call.  Herein  is  the  indolence  of  Calcutta 
generous  and  unreckoning.  All  new-comers,  of  whatever  busi¬ 
ness,  jat,1  or  antecedents,  have  the  fee  simple  of  her  drawing- 


1  Class. 
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rooms,  the  right  to  expect  their  calls  to  be  returned,  and 
even  to  feel  slighted  if  no  further  recognition  is  made  of  them. 
Anybody  may  tacitly  request  Calcutta  to  invite  him  to  dinner, 
and  lay  upon  Calcutta  the  disagreeable  onus  of  refusing  to  do 
it.  Strangers  present  themselves  on  their  merits ;  the  tone  of 
society  naturally  therefore  becomes  a  little  assertive.  There  are 
other  methods  of  indirect  compulsion.  A  man  may  call — this 
invariably  at  mid-day  on  Sunday — and  thereby  invite  you  to 
leave  cards  upon  his  wife,  and  the  lady  is  aggrieved  if  you  decline 
the  invitation.  Calcutta  suffers  all  this.  It  is  the  dustur. 

Mrs.  George  William  Browne  of  course  was  a  bride,  and  had 
made  her  appearence  at  church.  It  was  not  an  imposing 
appearance,  and  probably  did  not  attract  as  much  attention  as 
the  Brownes  imagined  ;  they  occupied  one  of  the  back  seats  of  a 
sacred  edifice  of  Calcutta  which  is  known  to  be  consecrated  to 
official  circles,  and  the  Brownes  were  only  mercantile.  But  the 
appearance  had  been  made,  whether  or  not  anybody  was  aware 
of  it ;  and  Mrs.  Browne  was  assuredly  entitled  to  sit  from  twelve 
to  two  in  the  days  that  followed  at  the  receipt  of  congratula¬ 
tions. 

‘  All  Calcutta  won’t  come,’  remarked  young  Browne,  in  a 
tone  of  easy  prophecy.  ‘  But  Mrs.  Fisher  will  probably  look 
you  up,  and  Mrs.  Jack  Lovitt,  and  the  Wodenhamers  ;  I’ve  known 
the  Wodenhamers  a  long  time.  And  Mrs.  P.  Macintyre  ’ — 
the  person  who  undertakes  this  history — ‘  Mrs.  P.  is  the  only 
lady  in  the  firm  just  now.  She’s  sure  to  call.’ 

‘  Where  are  the  rest,  George  ?  ’ 

1  One  of  ’em  dead.  Mrs.  J.  L.  Macintyre’s  dead — two  of 
’em,  Mrs.  Babcock  and  Mrs.  Walsh,  home  in  England  with  their 
babies. 

1  But,  George — all  the  people  who  came  to  the  wedding  ?  ’ 
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1  Oat  of  compliment  to  the  Macdonalds.  Yes,  they’ll 
probably  call — in  their  own  good  time.  They’re  very  busy 
making  other  visits  just  now,  my  dear.  We  mustn’t  allow  our¬ 
selves  to  forget  that  we’re  popularly  known  to  be  living  on  five 
hundred  a  month.  Society  bows  to  five  hundred  a  month — with 
possibilities  of  advance — but  it  doesn’t  hurry  about  calling. 
You  see  there  are  so  many  people  with  superior  claims — fifteen 
hundred,  three  thousand  a  month.  It’s  an  original  place  in  that 
respect— Calcutta.  The  valuation  of  society  is  done  by  Govern¬ 
ment.  Most  people  arrive  here  invoiced  at  so  much ;  the  amount 
usually  rises  as  they  stay,  but  they’re  always  kept  carefully 
ticketed  and  published,  and  Calcutta  accepts  or  rejects  them, 
religiously  and  gratefully,  at  their  market  rates.  It’s  rather  an 
uninteresting  social  basis — especially  from  our  point  of  view — 
but  it  has  the  advantage  of  simplicity.  You  have  a  solemn 
official  right  to  expect  exactly  what  you  can  pay  for.’ 

With  which  treble  cynicism  young  Browne  received  a  bit  of 
mignonette  in  his  button-hole,  kissed  his  wife,  and  departed. 
They  were  not  really  much  concerned,  these  Brownes,  about  the 
conduct  and  theories  of  their  fellow-beings  at  this  time.  Society 
was  homogeneous,  a  human  mass  whose  business  it  was  to  in¬ 
habit  other  parts  of  Calcutta,  and  do  it  as  unobtrusively  as  pos¬ 
sible.  Even  as  a  subject  for  conversation,  society  was  perfunc¬ 
tory  and  rather  dull.  It  was  a  thing  apart,  it  did  not  menace 
them  yet,  or  involve  them,  or  tempt  them.  They  had  not 
arrived  at  a  point  when  anything  it  chose  to  concern  itself  with 
was  important  to  them.  It  is  charming,  this  indifference,  while 
it  lasts,  but  it  is  not  intended  to  endure. 

4  It  is  certainly  pretty,’  Helen  remarked  in  a  tone  of  con¬ 
viction,  looking  round  her  little  drawing-room.  4  It’s  charming !  ’ 
And  it  was.  The  walls  were  tinted  a  delicate  grey,  and  the 
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windows  were  all  hung  with  Indian  saris,  pale  yellow  and  white. 
The  fresh-matted  floor  was  bespread  in  places  with  blue  and 
white  dhurries,1  and  a  big  beflowered  Japanese  vase  in  a 
corner  held  a  spiky  palm.  There  were  books  and  pictures — 
perhaps  neither  of  the  sort  to  bear  the  last  analysis,  but  that  at 
a  glance  didn’t  matter — and  bits  of  old  china  and  all  Aunt  Plov- 
tree's  crewel  work,  and  two  or  three  vases  running  over  with 
roses.  There  were  some  comfortable  wicker  chairs  from  the 
China  Bazar,  gay  with  cushions  after  Liberty,  and  there  were 
all  the  little  daintinesses  that  accompany  the  earlier  stages  of 
matrimony.  Through  the  windows  came  in  bars  and  patches 
the  sunlight  of  high  noon,  and  the  rustling  of  the  palms,  and 
the  cooing  of  the  doves  in  the  verandah. 

‘  It  hasn’t  much  character ,’  said  Mrs.  Browne,  with  her  head 
at  a  critical  angle,  ‘  but  its  charming  !  ’ 

The  fact  is  that  it  expressed  cleanliness  and  the  Brownes’ 
income.  I  fear  that  Mrs.  Browne  belonged  to  that  very  numer¬ 
ous  class  of  ladies  in  whose  opinion  character  is  a  thing  to  arrange, 
just  a  matter  to  be  attended  to  like  the  ordering  of  dinner.  If 
you  had  asked  her  what  particular  character  she  wanted  her 
room  to  express,  I  think  she  would  have  been  nonplussed.  Or 
she  might  have  said,  Oh,  she  wanted  it  to  be  c  artistic,’  with  a 
little  smile  of  defiance,  which  would  have  been  an  evasion,  not 
to  say  an  equivocation  of  the  matter.  Helen  Browne  was  not 
‘  artistic,’  and  why  she  should  have  wanted  her  drawing-room 
to  express  what  she  did  not  understand  is  one  of  those  enigmas 
common  to  the  sex,  as  it  flowers  from  day  to  day  into  new 
modern  perplexities. 

Perhaps  it  was  much  more  charming  of  her  to  be  what  she 
was.  It  led  her,  at  all  events,  into  no  burlesques.  Nothing 
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could  be  less  extravagant,  for  instance,  than  that  she  should 
presently  occupy  herself,  with  amused  concern  and  mock  despair, 
in  turning  over  a  collection  of  young  Browne’s  garments  with  a 
view  to  improving  them.  The  bearer  brought  them  to  her  in  a 
basket,  laid  them  deprecatingly  at  her  feet,  and  retired,  doubt¬ 
less  thinking  that  though  the  memsahib  might  be  troublesome 
in  various  ways,  she  had  her  advantages.  She  would  perhaps 
destroy  the  sahib’s  partiality  for  old  clothes.  He  himself  had 
struggled  with  these  ancient  socks  and  shirts  a  long  and  fruit¬ 
less  time,  had  cobbled  them  until  his  soul  revolted,  especially 
when  the  sahib,  observing  the  result  of  his  labour,  had  laughed 
deep  laughs.  The  sahib  was  in  no  wise  stingy — he  would  give 
new  harness  to  the  pony  and  new  Jcupra  1  to  the  syce  ;  and  the 
bazar  was  full  of  beautiful  garments  for  the  apparelling  of 
sahibs,  yet  persistently  and  without  sense  of  dishonour  he  en¬ 
robed  himself  daily  thus  !  It  was  a  painful,  incomprehensible 
eccentricity.  Now,  perhaps,  there  would  be  a  new  order  of 
things,  and  a  chance  for  a  little  reasonable  dusturi }  And  Kasi 
spent  the  rest  of  that  morning  discussing  contracts  in  the  bazar. 

To  his  wife,  however,  young  Browne  was  obliged  to  be  ex¬ 
planatory,  and  even  apologetic,  upon  this  point.  He  had  to  tell 
her  it  was  a  way  they  had  in  India  of  sticking  to  their  old  things 
— it  was  only  the  most  hideous  swells  that  ever  got  anything 
new.  You  couldn’t  keep  up  with  the  fashion  in  India  anyhow 
— the  thing  was  to  be  superior  to  it  altogether.  Oh,  she  wouldn’t 
have  him  discard  that  hat  ?  He’d  had  that  hat  four  years,  and  he 
was  attached  to  it.  If  he  might  be  allowed  to  keep  it  another 
year  or  two  the  shape  would  very  likely  ‘  come  in  ’  again. 
Surely  he  wasn’t  inexorably  condemned  to  a  new  coat  ?  It  would 
take  years  to  make  another  as  comfortable  as  that,  and  it  was 
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only  a  bit  ragged  in  the  cuffs.  But  Helen  was  inflexible  over 
the  shortcomings  of  her  husband’s  wardrobe,  as  it  is  the  first  duty 
of  the  ladies  of  Anglo-India  to  be,  and  young  Browne  shortly 
paid  one  penalty  of  matrimony  in  being  reclad  at  vast  expense, 
and  suffered  much  contumely  in  consequence  from  his  bachelor 
contemporaries.  This  morning  Helen  smiled  over  her  basket 
with  content  and  entertainment. 

‘  What  aren’t  shreds  are  patches,’  said  she  to  the  pigeons. 

‘  Dear  me  !  Fancy  having  married  a  person  who  hasn’t  been 
properly  mended  since  he  left  England  !  ’  The  pigeons  replied 
with  suitable  sympathy.  There  was  a  roll  of  wheels  under  the 
porch,  and  the  bearer  brought  up  cards,  ‘  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John 
Lawrence  Lovitt.’ 

‘  Bearer,’  said  Helen,  mistress  of  the  situation,  1  all  these 
things  lejao  !  1  Memsahib  salaam  do.''  2 

‘  Bahut  atcha ,' 3  said  the  bearer,  whisking  them  away  as  he 
went.  Not  for  worlds  would  Kasi  have  allowed  his  master’s 
dilapidations  to  become  public.  And  Mrs.  Jack  Lovitt  tripped  up. 

‘  How  d’ye  do,  Mrs.  Browne  ?  ’  she  said.  ‘  I  hope  I  haven’t 
come  too  soon.  Some  one  told  me  you’d  been  seen — somewhere 
— church,  I  suppose.  People  always  do  go  to  church  at  first  in 
Calcutta.  After  a  while  you  won’t — at  least  not  so  regularly.  It 
gets  to  be  rather  a  bore,  don’t  you  know,  either  morning  or 
evening.  In  the  morning  it  takes  it  out  of  you  so  that  you 
haven’t  energy  to  receive  your  callers,  and  in  the  evening — well, 
if  you  go  in  for  Sunday  tennis  you're  too  much  done  for  church. 
But  perhaps  you  won’t  go  in  for  Sunday  tennis  ?  ’ 

Mrs.  Lovitt  sank  into  a  chair  and  crossed  her  knees  so  that 
one  small  high-heeled  boot  stuck  out  at  a  sharp  and  knowing 
angle.  She  was  a  very  little  person,  and  she  wore  a  very  smart 

1  Take  away.  2  Give  a  salaam.  3  Very  good. 
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gown,  though  it  was  only  a  spotted  cotton,  and  a  very  small 
bonnet.  Her  long-handled  parasol  had  an  enormous  bow  on  it, 
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and  her  small  hands  were  buttoned  up  in  an  excessive  amount 
of  kid.  She  had  a  tiny  waist,  and  her  dress  fitted  her  with  an 
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absurd  perfection.  There  was  a  slight  extravagance  about  Mrs. 
Jack  Lovitt  everywhere.  No  one  could  describe  her  without 
saying  ‘  very  ’  and  4  exceedingly  ’  a  great  many  times.  Her  thin 
little  face  hadn’t  a  shade  of  colour  ;  it  was  absolutely  pale,  and 
there  were  odd  little  drawn  lines  about  it  that  did  not  interfere 
with  its  particular  kind  of  attractiveness.  She  wore  a  pince-nez 
astride  her  small,  sharp  features,  and  when  she  sat  down  it 
dropped  into  her  lap  quite  as  if  it  belonged  to  a  man  of  fashion. 

Helen  said,  with  a  conscious  effort  not  to  be  priggish,  that 
she  didn’t  think  she  would  go  in  for  Sunday  tennis. 

‘  Oh,’  said  Mrs.  Lovitt,  smiling  tolerantly, c  don’t  believe  in  it, ' 
I  suppose  ?  Neither  did  I  when  I  came  out.  You’ll  soon  get 
over  that.  You'll  begin  virtuously  by  doing  it  for  your  husband's 
sake,  and  by-and-by  you’ll  find  that  kind  of  prejudice  doesn’t 
thrive  in  India.  I  played  with  your  husband  the  last  Sunday 
before  you  came  out.  The  other  side  completely  smashed  us  up  ; 
I  don’t  think  your  husband  was  in  his  usual  form.’ 

‘  Oh,  I  dare  say  he  was,’  said  Helen,  smiling ;  ‘  he  doesn't 
play  a  very  strong  game.’ 

‘  Oh,  I  wasn’t  either.  I  played  abominably.  But,  of  course, 
I  blamed  it  all  upon  him  ;  I  declared  his  nerves  were  affected — 
on  account  of  you,  you  know.  He  admitted  there  might  be 
something  in  it,’  and  Mrs.  Lovitt  laughed  casually.  ‘  He  says 
you’re  a  tremendous  swell  at  it,’  she  continued  inquiringly, 

Helen  protested,  and  Mrs.  Lovitt  went  on  to  say  that  it  didn’t 
matter  much  how  one  played  anyway,  for  tennis  was  certainly 
going  out— everybody  went  in  for  golf  now — links  all  over  the 
place.  Did  Helen  go  in  for  golf,  and  had  she  done  any  cricket 
before  she  left  England  ?  Mrs.  Lovitt  had  a  cousin,  Stella  Short, 
who  was  in  the  Wilbarrow  Eleven.  Perhaps  Helen  had  seen  her 
photograph  ;  it  had  been  in  all  the  ladies’  papers. 
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£  What  do  you  think  of  the  climate,  Mrs.  Browne  ?  ’ 

Helen  said  she  thought  it  perfectly  delightful ;  she  found 
the  glare  a  little  trying. 

£  Oh,  glare  !  Wait  till  the  hot  weather  comes.  It’s  all  very 
well  now  and  will  be  till  March,  but  the  hot  weather’s  simply 
beastly ;  and  in  the  rains  —  well,  in  the  rains  you  feel  exactly  like 
a  dead  rat ! ’ 

‘  That  must  be  an  extraordinary  feeling,’  Helen  responded, 
with  some  astonishment  at  the  directness  of  the  lady’s  similes. 

£  It  is — rather  !  I  suppose  you’re  going  to  see  the  A7iceroy’s 
Cup  won  this  afternoon  ?’ 

£  Yes,’  said  Helen ;  £  are  you  ?  ’ 

‘  Very  much  so !  I’m  one  of  those  happy  people  who  have 
got  a  tip.  Jimmy  Forbes  gave  me  mine.  You  don't  know 
Jimmy.  He  and  I  are  great  chums  —  we’re  always  out  together.’ 
Mrs.  Lovitt  spoke  with  virtuous  candour.  ‘  He’s  an  awfully 
pucca  1  sort  of  fellow  is  Jimmy — you'll  like  him  when  you  know 
him.  He’s  a  great  friend  of  my  husband's,  too,’  Mrs.  Lovitt 
added.  £  Jack  thinks  a  lot  of  him.  And  he’s  very  knowing 
about  horses.  How  do  you  get  on  with  the  servants  ?  They’ll 
stick  you  no  end  at  first — of  course,  you  know  that.  When 
I  began  I  used  to  pay  three  rupees  for  a  leg  of  mutton.  It 
used  to  cost  us  two  hundred  a  month  more  than  our  income 
to  live  !  ’ 

£  Dear  me  !  ’  said  Helen.  ‘  Wasn't  that  very  inconvenient  ?  ’ 

£  Inconvenient  as  the  —  as  possible,  sometimes,  till  Jack  got 
his  promotion.  Now  we  manage  all  right.’ 

£  Have  you  an}^  children,  Mrs.  Lovitt  ?  ’  Helen  ventured,  as 
the  bearer  brought  up  another  card. 

1  Children !  Bless  me,  no,  I  should  think  not !  ’  replied 

1  Genuine. 
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Mrs.  John  Lawrence  Lovitt.  1  But  I've  got  the  littlest  black-and- 
tan  in  Calcutta.  Jimmy  Forbes  gave  him  to  me.  You  must 
come  and  see  him.  Hello,  Kitty  Toote,  so  you're  on  the  rampage  ! 
Good-bye,  Mrs.  Browne  ;  don’t  let  her  prejudice  you  against 
Calcutta.  She’s  always  running  it  down,  and  it’s  the  sweetest 
place  in  the  world  !  ’ 

Mrs.  Toote  made  polite  greetings  to  Mrs.  Browne.  ‘  You 
know  it  isn’t  really,’  she  said,  disposing  her  tall  figure  gracefully 
among  the  cotton  cushions  of  Helen’s  little  sofa.  ‘  But  of  course 
it  depends  upon  your  tastes.’  Mrs.  Toote  had  fine  eyes,  and  an 
inclination  to  embonpoint.  Her  expression  advertised  a  superior 
discontent,  but  there  was  a  more  genuine  suggestion  of  gratified 
well-being  underneath  which  contradicted  the  advertisement. 

‘  It’s  really  awfully  frivolous  here,'  Mrs.  Toote  remarked.  1  Don't 
you  think  so — after  England  ?  ’ 

‘  How  can  I  possibly  tell  so  soon  ?  ’  said  Helen. 

‘  No,  I  suppose  not.  Personally,  I  wouldn’t  mind  the 
frivolity.  The  frivolity’s  all  right,  if  there  were  only  anything 
else  ;  but  there  isn’t.’ 

1  Anything  else  ?  ’  Helen  inquired. 

£  Yes,  anything  really  elevating,  you  know  ;  anything  that 
one  could  devote  one’s  self  to.  I  haven't  a  word  to  say  against 
frivolity.  I  like  it  myself  as  well  as  anybody,’  said  Mrs.  Toote 
with  engaging  naivete ,  ‘  but  there  ought  to  be  something  behind 
it  to  back  it  up,  you  know.’  Mrs.  Toote  spoke  as  if  she  were 
objecting  to  dining  exclusively  upon  ortolans.  But  the  objection 
was  a  matter  of  pure  dietetic  theory.  In  practice,  Mrs.  Toote 
throve  upon  ortolans. 

‘  Nobody  reads,’  said  Mrs.  Toote. 

‘  Nobody  ?  ’  asked  Helen. 

‘  Nobody  that  I  know — except  novels,  of  course.’ 
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1  And  you  prefer  other  kinds  of  hooks  ?  ’  Helen  said, 
impressed.  ‘  More  solid  reading  ?  ’ 

‘  Oh,  I  enjoy  a  good  novel,’  Mrs.  Toote  conceded ;  ‘  but  I 
don’t  think  people  ought  to  confine  themselves  to  fiction.  There’s 
biography  and  philosophy,  and — and  social  economy.  All  very 
interesting — to  me.’ 

‘Which  are  your  favouiite  authors?’  asked  Helen,  with 
deference. 

Mrs.  Toote  thought  a  minute.  ‘  John  Stuart  Mill,’  said  she, 
‘  is  a  very  fine  writer.  My  husband  has  all  his  books.  So  is 
Herbert  Spencer  ;  we  have  all  his  too.  So  is  Sir  Henry  Cunning- 
hame.  Have  you  read  The  Chronicles  of  Dusty  pore  ? 

‘  I’m  afraid  not,’  said  Helen.  ‘  Is  it  very  good  ?  ’ 

‘  Oh,  awfully  !  You  must  read  it.  Then,  of  course,  there's 
Kipling.  I’m  devoted  to  Kipling  !  ’ 

‘  Do  you  think  he’s  nice?’  asked  Mrs.  Browne,  doubtfully. 

‘  I  think  he’s  everything.  And  I  must  say  for  the  people 
here  they  do  read  their  Kipling.  But  they  don't  talk  about 
him.  I  don’t  believe  they  know  the  difference  between  Kipling 
and  anybody  else.’ 

‘  Perhaps,’  Helen  ventured,  1  they’re  tired  of  him.’ 

‘  That’s  just  where  it  is.  How  could  anybody  get  tired  of 
Kipling  !  You’ll  find  plenty  of  gaiety  in  Calcutta,  Mrs.  Browne  ; 
but  you  won’t  find  much — culture  !  ’  And  Mrs.  Toote  lifted 
her  eyebrows  and  twisted  her  lips  into  a  look  of  critical  resigna¬ 
tion. 

‘  Aren’t  there  any  societies  ?  ’ 

‘  Oh,  if  you  mean  the  Asiatic,  that's  for  scientists  and  people 
of  that  sort,  you  know,  and  they  read  awful  papers  there  about 
monoliths  and  ancient  dynasties  and  things.  You  can’t  consider 
that  the  Asiatic  represents  any  popular  tendency.  I  don’t  know 
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anybody  that’s  fond  of  Sanskrit.  Of  course,’  Mrs.  Toote  con¬ 
tinued,  ‘  I’m  speaking  generally,  and  I  mean  particularly  the 
women  out  here.  There  are  some  clever  men  in  the  departments, 
naturally.  One  or  two  of  them  are  my  greatest  friends,  and  it 
is  refreshing  to  talk  to  them.’ 

‘  But  are  the  ladies  all  frivolous  ?  ’  Helen  asked. 

‘  Oh,  dear  no  !  ’ 

‘  And  the  unfrivolous  ones — what  do  they  do  ?  ’ 
c  They  mess  about  charities,  and  keep  their  husbands  in  their 
pockets,  and  write  eternal  letters  to  their  children  in  England. 
I’ve  less  patience  with  them  than  with  the  other  kind,’  Mrs.  Toote 
avowed. 

‘  Well,’  said  Helen,  smiling,  ‘  I’m  not  very  literary,  so  I  dare 
say  it  won’t  matter  much  to  me.’ 

‘  Then  you'll  either  go  in  for  society  or  philanthropy — that's 
the  way  everybody  ends  up.  You  are  going  to  the  Drawing- 
Room  next  Thursday  ?  ’ 

‘  I  think  so.’ 

‘  Well,  immediately  after  you  must  write  your  names  down 
in  the  Government  House  books.  Then  they  ask  you  to  every¬ 
thing,  you  see.  Don't  put  it  off,’  advised  Mrs.  Toote,  on  the 
point  of  departure.  ‘  Don't  put  it  off  a  day' 

In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  Wodenhamers  came — Colonel 
and  Mrs.  Wodenhamer,  a  large  lady  and  a  generously  planned 
gentleman.  The  smallest  and  slightest  of  Helen’s  wicker  chairs 
creaked  ominously  as  Colonel  Wodenhamer  sat  down  in  it  with 
an  air  of  asserting  that  he  wasn't  the  weight  yon  might  think 
him.  As  to  Mrs.  Wodenhamer,  her  draperies  completely  sub¬ 
merged  Helen's  cotton  cushions  upon  the  sofa.  Colonel  Woden¬ 
hamer  had  mutton-chop  whiskers  and  a  double  chin,  and  a  look 
of  rotund  respectability  that  couldn’t  be  surpassed  in  Hyde  Park 
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on  Sunday.  He  was  not  a  fighting  colonel,  and  in  the  adding 
up  of  commissariat  accounts  there  is  time  and  opportunity  to 
develop  these  amplitudes.  Mrs.  Wodenhamer  matched  him 
more  perfectly  than  is  customary  in  the  odd  luck  of  matrimony, 
and  had  a  complexion,  besides,  which  the  Colonel  couldn't  boast. 
The  complexion  spread  over  features  generously  planned,  and  a 
smile  that  contained  many  of  the  qualities  of  a  warm  sunset 
spread  over  both.  Helen  wondered  in  vain  to  which  of  Mrs. 
Toote's  two  social  orders  they  belonged,  for  as  soon  as  Colonel 
Wodenhamer  had  explained  how  it  was  he  had  come  to  call  on 
a  week-day — Colonel  Wodenhamer  made  this  a  point  of  serious 
importance — Mrs.  Wodenhamer  led  the  conversation  into  do¬ 
mestic  details.  It  wandered  for  a  time  among  pots  and  pans — 
enamelled  ones  were  so  much  the  best — it  embraced  all  the 
servants,  took  a  turn  in  the  direction  of  the  bazar,  and  finally 
settled  upon  jharrunsd 

1  You’ll  find  them  so  troublesome !  ’  said  Mrs.  Wodenhamer. 

‘  I  don’t  know  what  they  are,’  said  Mrs.  Browne,  reflecting 
upon  the  insect  pests  of  India. 

;  Don’t  you,  really  ?  It’s  a  wonder  you  haven’t  found  out ! 
They’re  towels  or  dust-cloths — anything  of  that  sort.  Almost 
every  servant  must  have  his  jharruns.  You  have  no  idea  how 
they  mount  up.’ 

‘  I  suppose  they  must,’  returned  Helen,  and  turned  to  Colonel 
Wodenhamer  with  intent  to  venture  something  about  the 
weather. 

‘  I  don’t  see  how  you’ve  got  on  without  them  so  long !  ’  Mrs. 
Wodenhamer  remarked,  glancing  round  with  involuntary  criti¬ 
cism.  ‘I  assure  you  I  give  out  weekly  in  my  house  no  less  than 
five  dozen —  five  dozen  !  ’ 


1  Pust-clotbs. 
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‘  That’s  a  great  many,’  Helen  agreed.  ‘  A  very  fair  passage, 
I  believe,  Colonel  Wodenhamer — thirty-one  days  ?  ’ 

‘It’s  just  a  question  whether  they’re  better  made  in  the 
house,’  Mrs.  Wodenhamer  went  on  placidly.  ‘I  don’t  know 
that  I  wouldn’t  advise  you  to  go  to  the  Women’s  Friendly — they 
work  very  neatly  there.’ 

For  the  jharruns.  Oh,  yes  !  ’  said  Helen.  ‘  The  captain’s 
name  ?  I’m  afraid  I  forget,  Colonel  Wodenhamer.  He  was  a 
little  man.’ 

•  They  wear  out  so  frightfully  fast,’  his  lady  remarked. 

‘  P.  and  0.  captains  ?  But  consider  the  life,  my  dear  !  ’ 

‘  Jltarruns,  John  !  Mrs.  Browne  really  shouldn’t  begin  with 
less  than  six  dozen.’ 

‘  I  must  see  about  them  at  once,’  Helen  said.  ‘  I’m  sure 
they  are  very  important.’ 

‘  The  whole  comfort  of  your  life  depends  upon  them,’  her 
visitor  replied,  rather  ambiguously,  and  at  that  moment  Mrs. 
Macdonald  came  up,  and  the  conversation  became  so  general 
that  nobody  noticed  Mrs.  Wodenhamer’s  being  lost  in  thought. 
As  she  and  her  husband  rose  to  go,  ‘Your  house  is  smaller  than 
mine,’  said  Mrs.  Wodenhamer;  ‘  I  forgot  that.  I  think’ — con¬ 
scientiously — ‘  you  might  do  with  four  dozen.’ 

Neither  could  Helen  bring  Mrs.  Macdonald  under  Mrs. 
Toote’s  classification,  for  Mrs.  Macdonald  certainly  did  not  give 
one  the  idea  of  a  serious  person,  and  yet  she  talked  a  great  deal 
about  committees.  Mrs.  Macdonald  expressly  advised  Helen  to 
‘  go  in  for  ’  philanthropy,  and  in  the  next  breath  declared  that 
of  course  she  and  young  Browne  must  get  themselves  put  up  at 
the  Saturday  Club,  where  a  proportion  of  Calcutta  banded  itself 
together  for  purposes  of  dancing  and  amateur  theatricals,  tennis 
and  light  literature.  It  was  puzzling,  this  combination  of  good 
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works  and  fashionable  recreation,  until  Mrs.  Macdonald  explained, 
the  explanation  being  inferential. 

1  You  see,’  said  Mrs.  Macdonald,  ‘  you  must  take  up  something, 
you  know,  and  then  you  will  get  to  be  known,  and  it  will  make 
all  the  difference.  Of  course  if  you  came  out  as  the  wife  of  a 
major-general  or  a  commissioner  or  a  bishop  it  wouldn’t  matter 
— you  could  be  independent.  But  as  it  is,’  continued  Mrs. 
Macdonald  with  delicate  vagueness,  indicating  the  Brownes’  five 
hundred  a  month,  ‘  it  would  be  better  for  you  to  take  an  interest 
in  something,  you  know.  There’s  the  Home  for  Sailors’  Orphans 
— Mrs.  Leek  and  Mrs.  Vondermore — they’re  not  very  important 
though.  And  there’s  Lady  Blebbins’  Hindu  Widow  Institute 
— that’s  overcrowded  now.  I  believe  the  very  best  thing  for 
you  ’ — with  an  increase  of  business-like  emphasis — ‘  would  be 
the  East  Indian  Self-Help  Society  !  Mrs.  Walter  Luff  runs  that, 
and  she’s  just  the  woman  to  appreciate  anybody  fresh  and  ener¬ 
getic  like  you !  I’ve  got  influence  there  too ;  I’ll  get  you 
nominated.’ 

‘  But,’  said  Helen,  in  some  dismay,  ‘it’s  not  at  all  likely  that 
I  should  be  able  to  be  of  any  use.’ 

‘  Use?  Of  course  you  will.  You'll  be  driven  to  death,  but 
if  Mrs.  Walter  Luff  takes  you  up  you  won’t  mind  that !  Besides,’ 
said  Mrs.  Macdonald,  with  an  affect  of  awakened  conscience,  ‘  the 
East  Indian  Self-Helps  do  a  lot  of  good.  You’re  interested  in 
the  East  Indians,  aren’t  you — the  Eurasians  ?  ’ 

‘I  don’t  know  them  when  I  see  them,’  said  Helen.  CI 
always  confuse  them  with  the  Jews  and  the  Greeks.’ 

1  Oh  well,  you  soon  will.  As  a  rule  they’re  awfully  poor,  you 
know,  and  give  us  a  lot  of  trouble  in  Calcutta.  Dear  me!’  Mrs. 
Macdonald  ejaculated,  looking  round,  1  how  pretty  you  are ! 
But  if  I  were  you  I’d  have  a  Mirzapore  rug  for  the  middle  of 
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the  floor ;  it  makes  the  room  so  much  richer,  you  know — shows 
up  everything.  And  you  ought  to  get  two  or  three  good  en¬ 
gravings — there  are  some  lovely  new  French  things  at  Thacker’s 
— only  fifty  rupees  each.  Go  and  see  them.  But  I  must  be 
off,’  said  this  sprightly  lady,  and  Helen  vras  presently  again 
alone,  with  a  delicate  disappearing  odour  of  jessamine  and  her 
reflections. 

I  dropped  in  that  morning  too,  after  all  the  rest ;  but  it  is 
not  essential  to  the  progress  of  this  narrative  that  you  should  be 
allowed  to  gather  from  my  conversation  the  sort  of  person  that 
1  am. 
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CHAPTER  XI 

IT  was  clearly  impossible  to  attend  Her  Excellency's  Drawing- 
Room  in  a  tum-tum.  The  Brownes  discussed  it  with  fulness 
and  precision  at  some  length.  Most  people  resident  in  Calcutta 
would  have  arrived  at  this  conclusion  more  rapidly  ;  but  as  young 
Browne  said,  he  had  never  taken  a  wife  to  a  Drawing-Room  before, 
and  a  fellow  always  went  to  the  levees  in  his  tum-tum. 

‘  It’s  that  awful  silk  tail  of  yours  that’s  the  difficulty,  dear,’ 
said  he.  ‘  It  might  get  wound  up  in  the  wheels,  or  Lord  knows 
what.  Couldn’t  you  take  it  in  a  parcel  and  put  it  on  when  you 
get  there  ?  ’ 

I  can  safely  leave  Helen’s  response  to  the  imagination  of  all 
femininity. 

‘  Then,’  said  young  Browne,  £  it  must  be  a  ticca  ;’  and  Helen 
sighed  compliance,  for  she  hated  ticcas. 

So  does  all  Calcutta,  except  the  baboos.  The  ticca  is  an  un¬ 
compromising  shuttered  wooden  box  with  a  door  in  each  side 
and  a  seat  across  each  end.  Its  springs  are  primitive,  its  angles 
severe.  When  no  man  has  hired  the  ticca,  the  driver  slumbers 
along  the  roof  and  the  syce  by  the  wrayside.  When  the  ticca  is 
in  action,  the  driver  sits  on  the  top,  loosely  connected  with  a 
bundle  of  hay  which  forms  the  casual,  infrequent  dejeuner  of  the 
horses.  The  syce  stands  behind,  and  if  the  back  shutters  are 
open  he  is  frequently  malodorous.  There  may  be  some  worldly 
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distinction  between  the  syce  and  the  driver,  but  it  is  imper¬ 
ceptible  to  the  foreign  eye.  I  have  never  been  able  to  decide 
which  is  the  more  completely  disreputable  of  the  two  :  their  rags 
flutter  in  competition.  There  is  more  variety  among  the  horses. 
They  are  large  and  gauik  and  speckled.  They  are  small  and 
lean  and  of  one  colour.  They  are  fly-bitten,  unkempt,  knock- 
kneed,  vicious,  and  nasty.  They  have  bad  and  vulgar  habits. 
Some  of  them  have  seen  Australia  and  better  times,  but  it  is  not 
evident  in  their  manners.  Some  of  them  have  been  countrv- 
bred  for  so  many  generations  that  the  original  animal  has  almost 
disappeared,  leaving  a  stricken  and  nondescript  little  represent¬ 
ative  that  might  more  fitly  be  ha  nessed  to  a  wheelbarrow,  if 
wheelbarrows  lent  themselves  to  harness.  The  ticca-gharry 
horse  is  always  ridiculous  when  he  is  not  pitiful ;  his  gait  under 
pressure  is  a  gallop,  and  his  equipment  is  made  out  in  places 
with  pieces  of  rope  and  other  expediencies.  The  baboo  loves  the 
ticca-gharry  because  the  baboo  knows  not  mercy  and  gets  a  long 
ride,  yea  and  seven  of  his  kind  with  him,  for  threepence.  Cal¬ 
cutta  people  hate  it  for  reasons  which  are  perhaps  obvious.  And 
for  another.  The  ticca-gharry  directly  aids  and  abets  Govern¬ 
ment  in  its  admirable  system  for  the  valuation'of  society,  repre¬ 
sented,  as  has  been  seen,  by  the  Accountant-General.  A'person 
who  habitually  drives  in  a  ticca-gharry  is  not  likely  on  the  face 
of  it  to  be  in  receipt  of  more  than  a  very  limited  income,  and  is 
thus  twice  gazetted  as  not  being  a  particularly  desirable  person 
to  know.  It  is  evident,  therefore,  that  when  the  Brownes  decided 
to  go  to  the  Viceregal  Drawing-Room  in  a  ticca  they  bowed  to 
circumstances. 

‘  Only  don’t  get  one,  George,’  said  Helen,  plaintively,  ‘  with 
a  pink  rosette  on  its  ear.’ 

There  were  a  few,  a  very  few,  other  ticca-gharries  in  the 
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crowd  of  vehicles  that  blocked  the  street  leading  to  Government 
House,  and  presently  they  all  found  themselves  unaccountably 
in  the  rear  of  the  line  that  was  made  to  preserve  order  and  pre¬ 
vent  aggression.  The  stately  landaus,  the  snug  broughams,  and 
the  smart  victorias  rolled  naturally  into  their  places  in  front. 
The  British  policeman,  whether  in  Hyde  Park  or  Imperial  India, 
knows  his  duty.  So  that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Browne  were  not  the 
first  who  alighted  under  the  wide  porch  and  made  their  way,  with 
more  trepidation  than  they  allowed  to  appear,  into  the  crimson- 
carpeted  precincts  of  the  Burra  Lord  Sahib. 

‘  Where  shall  I  meet  you  after — after  it's  over,  George  ?  ’ 
asked  Helen,  coming  out  of  the  cloak-room,  very  pretty  in  her 
soft  white  silk  and  the  fresh  Wiltshire  colour  that  showed  in  her 
cheeks  and  proclaimed  her  newly  1  out.’ 

‘  Oh,  I’ll  find  you ;  I’ll  be  waiting  with  the  other  men  outside 
the  door.  Good-bye,  dear.  Don’t  be  nervous  !  ’ 

‘  I  am  nervous,’  said  Mrs.  Browne.  ‘  But  I  don’t  propose  to 
show  it.  Good-bye !  ’  and  Mrs.  Browne  followed  in  the  wake  of 
other  shimmering  trains  that  were  being  marshalled  from  corri¬ 
dor  to  corridor  on  their  way  to  the  Throne  Boom,  where  their 
Excellencies,  doubtless  very  bored,  were  returning  bows  to  the 
curtseys  of  all  feminine  Calcutta.  How  very  fine  those  trains 
were,  some  of  them.  How  elaborate  and  marvellous,  how 
effective  !  And  indeed  they  had  come  forth  straight  from  Bond 
Street,  many  of  them,  for  this  very  occasion,  and  therefore  why 
not  ?  What  use,  pray,  in  being  wives  and  daughters  of  thou¬ 
sands  a  month  in  the  land  of  exile,  if  measures  could  not  be 
sacredly  kept  in  England  and  ‘  decent  things  ’  got  out  at  least 
once  a  year  ?  And  how  the  trains  of  thousands  a  month  rejoiced 
in  their  contrast  with  others  representing  a  smaller  tulub  !  I  do 
not  speak  of  Helen’s,  for  hers  was  a  flowing  credit  to  the  Canbury 
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dressmaker  and  quite  up  to  date,  but  of  gowns  of  an  elder  fashion 
and  another  day  that  showed  themselves  with  delightful  naivete 
among  the  glittering  creations  of  the  season.  They  had  seen, 
some  of  them,  a  great  many  December  dissipations ;  they  had 
been  carefully  packed  away  through  a  great  many  hot  weathers 
and  monsoons ;  they  smelt  of  camphor ;  there  was  a  quaintness 
in  their  very  creases.  One  or  two  of  them  even  told  of  trous¬ 
seaux,  Helen  thought,  that  must  have  come  to  India  in  the  old 
sailing  days,  round  Cape  Horn.  Doubtless  this  new  little  mem- 
sahib  felt  amused  in  her  trim  feathers,  but  I  have  worn  creases 
and  smelled  of  camphor  myself  in  my  day,  and  I  could  have  told 
her  that  with  five  sons  at  college  and  a  daughter  at  school  in 
England  one  becomes  necessarily  indifferent  to  the  fashions,  even 
if  the  daughter  does  spend  the  holidays  with  an  aunt  in  the 
country,  free  of  expense.  But  of  course  one  can’t  forecast 
one’s  own  camphor  and  creases,  and  Helen  Browne  may  never 
have  any. 

The  dames  who  waited  or  who  didn't  wait  their  turn  at  the 
various  barriers  that  regulated  the  road  to  Yiceroyalty  were 
chiefly  imported  English  ladies  of  the  usual  pale  Anglo-Indian 
type,  and  pretty,  either  intrinsically  or  with  the  prettiness  that 
comes  of  being  well  spoilt.  Most  of  them  had  curtseyed  for¬ 
mally  to  their  Excellencies  every  December  for  several  years, 
yet  they  were  quite  as  happily  a-tremble  as  the  brides  or  the 
debutantes — the  brides  of  next  season. 

‘  I  suppose,’  Helen  overheard  one  little  woman  remark  with 
animation,  ‘  their  Excellencies  won’t  bite  !  ’  But  she  continued 
to  behave  as  if  she  thought  they  would.  There  were  also  a  few 
ladies  who  had  not  been  imported.  These  were  noticeable  for  a 
slight  and  not  unbecoming  Oriental  duskiness  under  the  powder, 
an  unusual  softness  and  blackness  of  eye,  and  an  oddity  of  inflec- 
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tion  that  struck  Helen  as  so  pretty  ancl  1  foreign.’  These  ladies 
usually  wore  the  feathers  in  their  hair — the  three  feathers  that 
compliment  Royalty — of  the  same  hue  as  their  gowns,  pink  or 
blue,  or  perhaps  yellow,  which  was  doubtless  a  survival  of  some 
lavish  and  tropical  taste  for  colour  that  may  have  been  peculiarly 
their  own. 

The  Ranees  and  the  Maharanees  made  no  attempt  to  subdue 
the  gorgeousness  of  their  natural  instincts,  but  showed  undis- 
guisedly  in  purple  and  gold  and  eccentric  gems,  disposed  accord¬ 
ing  to  the  fashion  that  best  liked  them ;  and  it  was  Helen’s  lot 
to  proceed  into  the  Viceregal  presence  immediately  behind  a 
Mahomedan  lady  of  enormous  porportions,  who  represented 
matrimonially  a  great  Nawab,  and  did  it  wholly  in  crimson 
satin. 

Their  Excellencies  stood  upon  a  dais,  near  enough  to  the 
throne  chair  to  suggest  their  connection  with  it.  There  were 
two  stately  lines  of  the  Body-Guard,  imperturbable  under  the 
majesty  of  their  turbans ;  there  yyere  five  or  six  A.-D.-C.’s  and 
secretaries  in  uniform  with  an  expression  of  solemn  self-contain¬ 
ment  under  their  immature  moustaches.  And  there  were, 
gathered  together  at  their  Excellencies’  right,  the  ladies  of  the 
Private  Entree.  These  ladies  were  the  wives  of  gentlemen  whose 
interests  were  the  special  care  of  Government.  It  was  advisable 
therefore  that  their  trains  should  not  be  stepped  on,  nor  their 
tempers  disarranged ;  and  they  had  been  received  an  hour 
earlier,  with  more  circumstance,  possibly  to  slower  music,  different 
portals  being  thrown  open  for  the  approach  of  their  landaus — 
they  all  approached  in  landaus.  If  you  stay  in  India  long  enough 
Government  will  see  that  you  get  the  Private  Entree  before  you 
go,  as  a  rule.  That  is  if  you  are  a  person  of  any  perseverance, 
and  have  objected  with  sufficient  stolidity  to  getting  out  of  any- 
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body  else’s  way.  This  is  not  invariably  the  case,  however,  or  John 
Perth  Macintyre,  my  husband,  with  his  success  in  tea  and  the 
knowledge  of  Indian  commerce  he  has  got  in  the  last  twenty  years, 
would  have  been  in  the  Viceroy’s  Council  long  ago,  and  Mrs. 
Macintyre’s  landau  approaching  with  proper  distinction  in  con¬ 
sequence,  which  it  never  has.  I  have  no  objection  whatever  to 
this  coming  out  in  print,  for  everybody  knows  that  we  wouldn’t 
take  it  now.  Moreover,  I  dare  say  it  is  one  reason  why  I  always 
notice  that  the  ladies  of  the  Private  Entree  are  disposed  to  giggle 
slightly  and  otherwise  forget  the  caste  of  Vere  de  Vere,  as  they 
look  on  upon  the  curtseys  that  come  after.  On  this  occasion, 
though  Helen  Browne  was  much  too  nervous  to  observe  it,  they 
were  politely  convulsed — of  course  with  cast-down  eyes  and 
strained  lips,  and  in  the  maimer  of  good  society — at  the  genu¬ 
flections  of  the  Mahomedan  lady  in  red  satin.  I  have  no  doubt 
one  wouldn’t  observe  this  to  the  same  extent  if  one  were  amongst 
them. 

When  it  was  over  it  had  bemi  very  simple.  The  first  A.-D.-C. 
had  handed  Helen’s  card  to  the  second  A.-D.-C.,  and  soon,  until 
it  reached  the  Military  Secretary  who  stood  at  the  end,  and  lie  had 
read  distinctly  aloud  from  it  the  perfectly  inoffensive  description, 
‘  Mrs.  George  Browne.’  Whereat  Mrs.  George  Browne  had  gone 
down  a  few  unsteady  inches  first  before  one  Excellency  and  then 
before  the  other,  not  at  all  able  to  observe  the  kindly  smile  with 
which  they  encouraged  her  unreliable  equilibrium.  After  which 
she  followed  the  other  ladies  whose  ordeal  was  over,  with  hurrying 
footsteps  and  much  relief,  through  sundry  tall  pillared  apartments 
to  the  corridor  where  Mr.  George  Browne  awaited  her,  and  took 
his  arm  with  the  greatest  satisfaction  she  had  yet  experienced  in 
its  protection. 

Everybody  repaired  to  the  ball-room,  where,  after  the  last 
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agitated  respects  had  been  received,  their  Excellencies  also  ap¬ 
peared,  and  Helen  had  the  opportunity  of  taking  a  lesson  in  social 
astronomy,  and  learning,  if  she  chose,  how  that  there  is  one  glory 
of  the  sun  and  another  glory  of  the  moon,  and  how  dark  and  un- 
amiable  those  regions  may  be  where  the  sun  and  the  moon  shine 
not.  Also  how  an  A.-D.-C.  may  twinkle  as  a  little  star  in  the 
firmament,  and  how  a  Lieutenant-Governor  may  be  the  centre 
of  a  brilliant  constellation.  Helen  noticed  a  subtle  difference 
between  their  Excellencies  and  the  rest,  and  put  it  down  in  her 
admiring  innocence  to  aristocratic  lineage  or  some  such  vague 
reason.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  they  were  the  only  people  in  the 
room  who  did  not  directly  or  indirectly  suggest  a  life-long  in¬ 
terest  in  pay  and  promotion,  which  is  quite  enough  to  make  a 
most  vital  difference,  a  most  violent  contrast,  though  it  must 
take  some  years  to  discern  this.  The  pay  of  a  Viceroy  is 
magnificently  absolute,  and  you  can't  promote  him.  I  believe 
that  is  arranged  by  her  Majesty,  in  order  that  he  may  have  time 
to  think  about  other  things.  This  may  look  a  trifle  caustic,  but 
|  the  Perth  Macintyres  have  out-stayed  five  Ahceroys  in  Calcutta, 
and  I  have  found  that  number  at  least  to  be  quite  human. 
Although  it  is  a  serious  fact  that  the  more  one  comes  in  contact 
with  them  the  less  one  is  struck  with  any  idea  of  their  common 
fallibility,  and  the  more  one  is  inclined  to  refer  to  His  Excellency 
as  a  very  superior  mind,  and  to  Her  Excellency  as  ‘  a  perfectly 
charming  woman,’  without  cavil.  The  last  two  Viceroys,  for 
instance,  have  seemed  to  me  to  be  much  more  valuable 
acquaintances  than  their  predecessors.  Can  it  be  that 
circumstances — chiefly  viceregal  dinners — have  thrown  us  more 
together  ? 

Little  Mrs.  Macdonald,  sitting  alone  upon  a  sofa  in  a  corner, 
welcomed  the  Brownes  with  effusion. 
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£  Do  let  me  go  half  shares  in  your  husband  for  a  while/  she 
said  to  Helen,  making  room  for  them.  ‘  Mine  has  gone  off  with 
Mrs.  Toote,  and  I  know  what  that  means — half  an  hour’s 
desertion  at  least.’ 

‘  What  did  he  go  for  ?  ’  asked  young  Browne. 

‘  Because  Mrs.  Toote  is  charming.’ 

‘  Do  you  think  so  ?  ’ 

«/ 

‘  Don't  you  ?  I  thought  all  the  men  grovelled  before  Mrs. 
Toote  !  ’ 

‘  I  don’t  grovel,’  said  young  Browne.  ‘  I  think  she’s  a  bit 
of  a  humbug.’ 

‘  But  she  has  good  eyes,’  Mrs.  Macdonald  protested. 

‘  Lovely  eyes  !  ’  Helen  chimed. 

‘  Though  I  wish  she  wouldn’t  spoil  them  with  charcoal  the 
way  she  does,’  remarked  Mrs.  Macdonald  with  amiable  unction. 
£  She  dosen’t  need  to,  you  know.’ 

‘How  do  you  do,  Captain  Delytis?’  and  Mrs  Macdonald  bent 
very  much  forward  on  the  sofa  in  recognising  a  young  man  in 
blue  lapels,  who  suddenly  reined  himself  in  as  it  were,  responded 
profoundly  to  her  salutation,  and  then  hurried  on.  ‘  That's 
Captain  Delytis.’  she  informed  Helen.  £  One  of  the  A.-D.-C.’s. 
Such  a  dear !  He  called  on  me  twice  last  cold  weather,  and  I 
was  darwaza  bund  1  each  time.  Wasn't  it  a  shame  !  ’ 

‘  I  wouldn't  be  too  remorseful,’  remarked  young  Browne, 
not  without  malice.  He  had  found  Mrs.  Macdonald  darwaza 
bund  frequently,  and  had  all  a  black  coat's  aversion  to  the 
superior  charms  of  blue  lapels.  £  A.-D.-C.’s  have  a  way,  you 
know,  of  finding  out  first.’ 

£  Don’t  be  nasty,  George  Browne/  responded  Mrs.  Macdonald. 
£  Besides,  in  this  case  it  dosen’t  apply,  for  Captain  Delytis  told 
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me  himself  how  sorry  he  was.  I  dare  say  they  have  to  resort  to 
that  sort  of  thing  occasionally  though,  poor  things  !  They  have 
so  much  to  do.' 

£  Do  !  ’  remarked  young  Browne,  with  the  peculiar  contempt 
mercantile  pursuits  so  often  inspire  for  the  army  and  the  civil 
service  in  Calcutta.  ‘  They  order  dinner,  I  believe.’ 

£  They  have  charge  of  the  invitations  to  everything,  so 
you’d  better  just  make  him  properly  civil  to  them,’  said  Mrs. 
Macdonald,  turning  to  Helen,  who  responded,  with  perfectly 
feminine  appreciation  of  the  advice,  that  she  would  indeed. 

c  I  wonder,’  continued  Mrs.  Macdonald  thoughtfully,  £  why 
Mrs.  Alec  Forbes  didn’t  see  me  just  now.  Did  you  notice  her  ? — 
that  tall  woman  in  the  pompaclourisli  gown  that  passed  just 
now.  They  say  she’s  getting  too  swagger  to  see  lots  of  people 
now  that  the  Simlaites  have  taken  her  up  so  tremendously,  but 
she’s  generally  as  sweet  as  possible  to  me.  They  tell  a  funny 
story  about  Mrs.  Forbes  and  Mrs.  Perth  Macintyre — you’ve  seen 
Mrs.  Perth  Macintyre  ;  perhaps  you  can  imagine  how  patronising 
and  interfering  the  old  lady  is !  Well,  it  was  when  Mrs.  Forbes 
first  came  out,  and  Calcutta  wasn’t  at  all  disposed  to  take  to  her 
— a  little  of  the  tar-brush,  you  know,  and  that  doesn’t  go  down 
here.  But  everybody  liked  Alec  Forbes,  and  she  had  a  lot  of 
money,  and  people  came  round.  Mrs.  Perth  Macintyre  decided 
to  come  round  too,  and  one  night  at  dinner,  when  people  were 
discussing  this  very  function,  she  undertook  to  encourage  Mrs. 
Forbes  about  it.  “  I  dare  say  you’ll  be  a  bit  timid,  my  dear,” 
said  she,  £<  but  you’ll  just  have  to  go  through  it  like  the  rest  of 
us.”  ££  Oh,”  said  Mrs.  Forbes  casually,  £‘  I  dare  say  it’s  nothing 
to  St.  James’s !  ”  Mrs.  Perth  Macintyre  was  sat  on  for  once — 
she  had  never  been  presented  at  home.  Wasn’t  it  good  ?  ’ 

£  I  can’t  see  what  earthly  difference  it  made,’  said  young 
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Browne  ;  but  his  wife  could,  and  turned  another  page  in  Part  II., 
Feminine,  of  the  Book  of  Anglo-India. 

Why,  George,’  she  said  presently,  ‘  who’s  that?  ’  her  husband 
having  emitted  a  gruff  ‘  How  do  !  ’  as  a  gentleman  passed  them 

‘  That  ?  Oh,  nobody  much  !  Sir  William  Peete.’ 

1  What  did  Sir  William  get  his  K.  for  ?  ’  asked  Mrs. 
Macdonald.  ‘  I've  forgotten.’ 

1  For  trimming  up  Calcutta  the  time  some  Royalty  or  other 
came  out.  He  made  a  very  good  municipal  milliner ;  got  out  a 
most  unusual  amount  of  bunting.  They  had  to  recognise  it. 
The  man  who  drained  the  place  got  nothing,  so  far  as  I  remember.’ 

£  George,  you  don't  like  him !  ’  remarked  Mrs.  Browne 
astutely. 

‘  Oh,  yes  I  do,  for  two  months  in  the  year,  when  he  likes  me. 
They  occur  in  the  rains.  Then  he’s  passionately  fond  of  every¬ 
body  who  will  speak  to  him.  For  the  rest  of  the  time  he’s  ex¬ 
clusively  occupied  with  Sir  William  Peete  and  a  few  other  people 
cf  similar  standing.’ 

‘  What  do  you  mean  ?  ’  asked  Mrs.  Macdonald. 

‘  About  August  and  September,’  young  Browne  continued 
suavely,  1  Sir  William  comes  out  in  boils — comes  out  copiously. 
He  gets  ’em  on  his  neck  and  on  his  face  and  in  the  middle  of  his 
forehead.  He  becomes  an  awful  spectacle.  He  fawns  on  his 
fellow-beings  then.  As  soon  as  they  leave  him  he  returns  to  the 
sublime  consideration  of  the  social  eminence  of  Sir  William 
Peete.  Boils  are  the  only  known  method  of  reminding  him  that 
he  belongs  to  the  human  race,  so  Providence  takes  it.’ 

Mr.  Macdonald  came  up  at  this  moment  and  carried  off  his 
wife,  leaving  these  young  Brownes  alone  on  the  sofa  in  the 
corner  of  the  room,  looking  on.  They  seemed  to  themselves  as 
they  sat  there  to  have  drifted  into  some  tranquil  place  from 
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which  they  could  watch  the  steady  current  passing,  the  current 
that  changes  every  year  and  yet  is  always  the  same,  of  English 
life  in  India.  The  old,  old  ambitions,  the  stereotyped  political 
aims,  the  worn  competitions,  the  social  appraisements — how  they 
have  repeated  themselves  through  what  illustrations  of  the  great 
British  average,  even  in  my  time  !  How  little  more  than  illus¬ 
trations  the  men  and  women  have  been,  as  one  looks  back — 
pictures  in  a  magic  lantern,  shadows  on  a  wall  !  Good 
illustrations,  though  sharp  reflections  of  the  narrow  conditions 
they  lived  in,  solemn  warnings  to  those  that  are  so  eager  to  come 
after,  if  only  the  glamour  of  India  left  people  with  eyes  to  see. 
How  gay  they  were  and  how  luxurious,  and  how  important  in 
their  little  day  !  How  gorgeous  were  the  attendants  of  their 
circumstance,  on  the  box  with  a  crest  upon  their  turbans — there 
is  a  firm  in  Calcutta  that  supplies  beautiful  crests.  And  now — 
let  me  think  ! — some  of  them  in  Circular  Road  Cemetery- 
cholera,  fever,  heat,  apoplexy ;  some  of  them  under  the  Christian 
daisies  of  England—  probably  abscess  of  the  liver  ;  the  rest  grey¬ 
faced  Cheltenham  pensioners,  dull  and  obscure,  with  uncertain 
tempers  and  an  acquired  detestation  of  the  climate  of  Great 
Britain.  And  soon,  very  soon,  long  before  the  Brownes  appear 
in  print,  the  Perth  Macintyres  also  will  have  gone  over  to  the 
great  majority  who  have  forgotten  their  Hindustani  and  regret 
their  khansamahs.  Our  brief  day  too  will  have  died  in  a  red 
sunset  behind  clustering  palms,  and  all  its  little  doings  and 
graspings  and  pushings,  all  its  petty  scandals  and  surmises  and 
sensations,  will  echo  further  and  further  back  into  the  night. 

Of  course  the  Brownes  did  not  moralise  thus  unpardonably. 
Why  should  they  ?  They  sat  in  their  corner  and  looked  at  the 
brilliant  scene  before  them,  and  young  Browne  talked  with  more 
or  less  good-natured  cynicism  about  everybody  he  saw,  and 
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Helen  quite  failed  to  understand  why  George  should  take  such 
ridiculous  views  of  things.  And  by-and-by  they  went  down  the 
broad  stairs,  past  the  brown  men  that  stood  aside  in  their 
garments  of  crimson  and  gold,  and  the  Brownes’  ticca-gharry 
rolled  home  with  as  light-hearted  a  sahib  and  memsahib  as  left 
Government  House  that  night.  As  they  had  forgotten  all  about 
refreshments,  it  was  perhaps  fortunate  that  they  were  able  to  find 
two  mutton  cutlets  cold  from  the  hands  of  Kali  Bagh  and  some 
biscuits  and  marmalade  when  they  arrived,  which  afforded  them 
keen  satisfaction.  They  could  still,  poor  dears,  with  the  solace 
of  a  cold  cutlet,  enjoy  seeing  the  world  go  by. 
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CHAPTER  XII 


HAVE  hinted,  perhaps  broadly,  how  the  Government  of 


J-  India  assists  society  in  determining  the  Values  of  People. 
But  this  is  not  wholly  done  by  columns  of  figures  prepared  with 
great  accuracy  in  the  Accounts  Department,  it  is  much  facilitated 
by  the  discriminating  indication  of  official  position.  I  feel  that 
Official  Position  should  have  capitals  too — in  India  it  always  has. 
Government  determines  it  profoundly,  awfully,  and  with  a 
microscope.  It  affixes  a  tag  to  each  man’s  work  and  person 
describing  him  and  all  that  he  does.  There  is  probably  an  office 
for  the  manufacture  of  these,  and  its  head  is  doubtless  known  as 
the  Distributor-General  of  Imperial  Tags  to  the  Government  of 
India.  With  all  his  own  time  and  energy  at  his  disposal  for 
the  purpose,  he  might  arrange  a  designation  for  himself  even 
more  striking  than  that.  He  would  date  his  letters  from  the 
Imperial  Tag  Office,  and  they  would  be  composed  by  the  Sub- 
Assistant -Deputy-Distributor,  who  would  dictate  them  to  one  of 
the  various  gentle  and  oleaginous  baboos  who  are  content  to 
sharpen  pencils  and  permit  their  white  nether  draperies  to  fall 
round  tall  office  stools  for  moderate  remuneration  without  tags. 
In  the  hot  weather  the  Distributor-General  would  go  to  Simla  and 
the  Assistant-Distributor  would  act  for  him,  indulging  pre¬ 
maturely  in  the  airs  which  are  attached  to  the  office  of  his 
superior — borrowing  his  tag,  as  it  were,  for  the  time.  And  so 
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the  clays  of  the  Distributor-General  of  Imperial  Tags  to  the 
Government  of  India,  and  those  of  the  lady  who  is  made 
comfortable  under  the  same  title,  would  be  days  of  great  glory 
and  importance,  except  perhaps  those  which  he  spends  in 
England  on  furlough,  when  he  would  be  obliged  to  leave  his 
halo  behind  him,  with  his  bearer,  to  be  kept  in  order.  After 
an  absence  of  a  year  or  two  the  halo  is  apt  to  be  found  a  little 
large,  but  in  such  cases  it  is  never  cut  down,  the  head  is  allowed 
to  expand. 

I  don't  know  of  the  actual  existence  of  such  an  office  in 
Calcutta,  for,  as  I  have  stated,  Mr.  Perth  Macintyre  has  never 
had  occasion  to  apply  for  a  tag— they  are  comparatively  un¬ 
common  in  what  the  Simla  element  is  pleased  to  call  the 
mercantile  community  here — but  if  it  does  not  exist  I  am  at  a 
loss  to  understand  how  they  get  on  without  it.  Somewhere  and 
somehow  the  solemn  work  of  such  a  Department  goes  on  under 
the  direction  of  Heaven,  and  whether  gentlemen  in  Government 
service  wear  their  tags  upon  their  watch-chains  or  keep  them  in 
their  pockets,  they  are  all  tagged. 

It  makes  a  notable  difference.  It  gives  Calcutta  for  admir¬ 
ation  and  emulation  a  great  and  glorious  company,  concerning 
whom  the  stranger,  beholding  their  red-coated  chuprassies  1  and 
the  state  which  attends  them,  might  well  inquire,  ‘Who — who 
are  these  ?  ’  Then  one  who  knew — and  everybody  knows — 
might  make  answer,  ‘  These  are  the  Covenanted  Ones.  These 
are  the  Judges  of  the  High  Court  and  all  those  who  dispense 
the  law  of  the  liaj,  the  Scions  of  the  Secretariat  and  other 
Departments,  such  peop].e  as  Commissioners  and  Collectors  who 
are  in  authority  throughout  the  land,  the  Army  !  Bow  down  !  ’ 
The  stranger  would  then  remember  the  old  saying  in  the  mouths 
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of  women  concerning  these,  £  Three  hundred  a  year  dead  or 
alive,’  with  reference  to  pensions,  which  at  one  time  was  dis¬ 
tinctly  the  most  important  quotation  in  the  matrimonial  market 
for  India. 

Thereafter  follow  the  great  multitude  of  the  Uncovenanted 
Ones,  the  men  whose  business  is  with  education,  and  science  and 
engineering,  and  the  forests  and  the  police,  whose  personal  use¬ 
fulness  dies  with  them,  probably  because  they  get  less  pay  and 
less  furlough  while  they  live.  The  human  heart  is  deceitful 
above  all  things,  and  desperately  wicked,  and  it  has  lately  entered 
into  the  Uncovenanted  kind  of  human  heart  to  cavil  at  this 
arrangement.  It  has  had  the  audacity  to  suggest  that  it  is 
just  as  homesick,  that  it  suffers  just  as  much  from  the  climate, 
and  that  its  work  is  just  as  indispensable  as  can  possibly  be  the 
Covenanted  case.  I  believe  the  matter  is  with  the  Secretary  of 
State,  where  so  many  other  matters  have  tender  and  indefinite 
safe  keeping.  Meanwhile  there  are  certain  positions  of  lustre 
among  the  Uncovenanted  also,  but  they  are  few  to  count  and 
difficult  to  attain.  It  is  safe  to  say  that  a  large  proportion  of 
the  Uncovenanted  Ones  keep  their  tags  in  their  pockets. 

I  have  heard  it  stated  that  an  expert  can  tell  a  Covenanted 
from  an  Uncovenanted  individual  by  his  back,  given  a  social  oc¬ 
casion  which  would  naturally  evoke  self-consciousness.  In  the 
case  of  their  wives,  one  need  not  be  an  expert.  Covenanted 
shoulders  are  not  obviously  whiter  or  more  classically  moulded 
than  the  other  kind,  but  they  have  a  subtle  way  of  establishing 
their  relations  with  Government  that  is  not  to  be  mistaken  even 
by  an  amateur.  The  effect  cannot  be  described,  and  may  be 
obtained  only  by  contrast.  You  look  at  Uncovenanted  shoulders, 
and  you  will  observe  that  they  fall  away.  You  consider  a  pair 
of  mercantile  ones,  and  however  massive  and  richly  girt,  you  will 
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notice  that  they  suggest  a  slight  depreciation  of  themselves.  It 
is  only  the  Covenanted  neck  that  can  assert  itself  with  that  im¬ 
pressive  unconsciousness  that  comes  from  the  knowledge  of 
constant  homage — bones,  one  might  say,  or  no  bones.  This  is 
in  accordance  with  the  will  and  intention  of  the  Government  of 

i 

India,  and  therefore  is  as  it  should  be.  It  is  the  Raj  that  has 
accorded  this  lady  her  consideration,  therefore  in  no  quarter  is  it 
withheld.  The  feet  of  such  a  one  are  stayed  upon  a  rock ;  it  has 
never  been  hers  to  pick  her  anxious  way  among  the  quicksands 
of  ordinary  social  advance.  Her  invitations  are  secure.  She  is 
acquainted  with  the  number  and  magnitude  of  them,  she  might 
almost  demand  them  under  a  specific  regulation.  I  have  never 
heard  anybody  discuss  her  brains.  She  occupies  a  position  which 
an  intellect  no  doubt  adorns,  but  not  indispensably.  Her  little 
frivolities  are  the  care  of  the  Government  that  holds  her  in  the 
hollow  of  its  hand.  Society  declines  to  be  Pharisaical  about 
them,  and  asks  her  to  dinner  just  the  same.  The  shifting  aris¬ 
tocracy  of  England  affords  nothing  like  her  security,  her 
remarkable  poise.  It  is  difficult  to  understand  how,  in  spite  of 
all  this,  she  can  be  as  charming  as  she  occasionally  is. 

It  was  in  my  mind  to  say  much  sooner  that  the  Brownes 
were  going  out  to  dinner.  They  had  gone  out  to  dinner  on 
several  occasions  affieady  among  the  people  who  had  known 
young  Browne  before  he  was  married,  but  the  occasions  had 
been  informal,  the  invitations  worded  ‘  quite  quietly,’  and  there 
had  been  no  champagne.  This  was  to  be  a  ‘  burra-khana,’  with 
no  lack  of  circumstance.  The  invitation  ran  thus  :  ‘  My  dear 
Mrs.  Browne, — Will  you  and  your  husband  give  Mr.  Peckle, 
Mr.  Cran,  and  myself  the  pleasure  of  your  company  at  dinner 
on  Tuesday,  the  27th,  at  eight  o’clock  ? — Yours  sincerely,  J.  L. 
Say  ter,  ’ 
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‘  Old  Sayter  !  ’  remarked  Mr.  Browne.  ‘  It’s  a  chummery, 
Nell.  They  called,  the  lot  of  them,  that  Sunday  we  went  up  the 
river.’ 

‘  A  chummery — that’s  a  lot  of  bachelors  living  together,’ 
said  Helen. 

‘  Not  necessarily  bachelors.  Sayter’s  a  bachelor,  Cran  and 
Peckle  are  both  married  men,  wives  in  England.  It’s  two  }Tears 
since  Mrs.  Cran  went  home,  and  Mrs.  Peckle’s  never  been  out, 
so  far  as  I  know.  In  fact,  we’ve  only  got  Peckle’s  bare  word  for 
the  existence  of  a  Mrs.  Peckle  ;  maybe  it’s  a  fiction  in  self- 
defence.’ 

1  George  !  ’ 

1  And  I  don't  know  that  he  doesn’t  invent  the  little  Peckles. 
To  hear  him  groan  over  their  expenses  you’d  think  there  was  a 
new  one  every  year,  and  you  know  that’s  manifestly - -’ 

‘  George  !  ’ 

‘  I  was  going  to  say  improbable.  But  I  dare  say  there  are  a 
lot  of ’em.  Peckle  goes  home  once  in  three  or  four  years  and 
refreshes  his  memory  as  to  number  and  size.  After  that  he 
always  has  a  fit  of  economy  and  puts  down  a  horse  or  two.’ 

‘  Poor  things !  ’  said  Helen,  pensively,  ‘  an  old  bachelor  and 
two  grass  widowers  !  How  wretched  their  lives  must  be  !  Why, 
if  I  had  to  go  home  for  my  health,  dear,  I  can't  imagine  what 
would  become  of  you  !  ’ 

‘  Y — yes  !  No,  indeed,  darling  !  But  you  shan’t  go  !  ’  An 
interruption  foolish  but  inevitable.  ‘As  to  those  old  fellows  — 
well,  you'll  see.  It’s  rather  a  swagger  chummery,  very  decent 
men,’  young  Browne  went  on,  ‘  and  therefore,  my  dear,’  with 
mock  resignation,  ‘  they'll  give  us  all  sorts  of  unholy  indigestibles 
to  eat,  and  your  husband  will  have  liver  of  the  most  frightful 
description  for  a  week.’ 
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‘  Liver,’  however,  very  seldom  ensues  in  the  early  days  of 
matrimony,  and  Helen,  unacquainted  with  this  domestic  bane, 
laughed  it  to  scorn.  It  was  her  unconscious  belief  that  the 
idylls  of  the  Brownes  could  not  suffer  from  such  a  commonplace. 

Mr.  Sayter  wore  a  civil  tag  of  considerable  size ;  the  other 


two  men  were  brokers.  Mr.  Sayter’s  tag  was  not  offensively 
conspicuous,  was  not  in  fact  to  be  seen  at  all  unless  one  took 
the  trouble  to  observe  it  by  inference.  I  mean  that  a  critical 
estimate  of  Mr.  Sayter’s  manner  would  discover  the  tag ;  it 
might  be  detected  behind  his  attitude  and  his  aphorisms  and 
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the  free  way  in  which  he  lifted  his  voice  upon  all  things. 
Perhaps  it  was  only  observable  in  the  course  of  time  and  the 
progress  of  one’s  acquaintance  with  tagography.  At  first  sight 
Mr.  Sayter  was  a  little  grey  gentleman  with  a  look  of  shrinking 
modesty  and  a  pair  of  very  bright  eyes.  Indeed  Mr.  Sayter 
bore  himself  almost  with  humility  ;  his  shoulders  had  a  very  un- 
aggressive  slope,  and  he  had  a  way  o'f  casting  down  his  eyes  as 
he  talked  to  you  which  did  not  suggest  a  lofty  spirit.  Custom, 
however,  proved  Mr.  Sayter’s  modesty  to  be  rather  like  that  of 
the  fretful  porcupine,  his  humility  to  take  amused  superior 
standpoints  of  opinion,  and  his  eyes  to  be  cast  down  in  search  of 
clever  jests  that  were  just  the  least  bit  wicked.  All  of  which,  in 
Anglo-India,  subtly  denotes  the  tag.  The  untagged  or  the 
undertagged  are  much  more  careful  how  they  behave. 

Mr.  Sayter  came  down  to  meet  them  in  the  hall  and  give 
Mrs.  Browne  his  arm  upstairs,  as  is  the  custom  in  this  place. 
Helen  observed  that  the  wall  was  very  white  and  high  and  un¬ 
decorated,  that  the  floor  was  tiled  with  blocks  of  marble,  and 
that  the  stairs  were  of  broad  polished  mahogany.  In  her  host 
she  saw  only  the  unobtrusive  Mr.  Sayter,  with  a  reassuring 
smile  of  characteristic  sweetness,  anxiously  getting  out  of  the 
way  of  her  train.  Young  Browne,  temporarily  abandoned, 
followed  them  up  discreetly,  and  at  the  top  Mrs.  Browne  was 
introduced  to  a  Calcutta  dinner-party  waiting  for  a  Calcutta 
dinner. 

Among  the  various  low-necked  ladies  Helen  was  pleased  to 
recognise  Mrs.  Wodenliamer.  The  presence  of  Mrs.  Wodenhamer 
at  a  dinner  given,  even  participatively,  by  Mr.  Sayter,  indicates 
as  well  as  anything  the  inalienable  privileges  connected  with  the 
wife  of  a  Commissariat  Colonel ;  but  that  is  by  the  way.  It  is 
perhaps  enough  to  say  that  the  other  ladies  were  various,  one  or 
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two  young  and  rather  flippant,  one  or  two  middle-aged  and 
rather  fat,  verging  toward  Mrs.  Wodenhamer;  all  very  agreeably 
dressed,  except  Mrs.  Wodenhamer,  who  wore  crimson  and  black ; 
all  extremely  self-possessed,  all  disposed  to  be  easily  conver¬ 
sational.  I  might  itemise  their  husbands  standing  about  in 
degrees  of  eminence  and  worldly  plethora  fairly  proportioned  to 
their  waistbands,  and  sharing  the  proud  consciousness  of  having 
contributed  a  wife  to  the  occasion.  I  ought  to  mention  also 
Mr.  Cran  and  Mr.  Peckle,  though  I  need  not  dwell  on  Mr.  Gran's 
bearded  baldness,  or  Mr.  Peckle’s  rosy  expansiveness,  as  it  is 
quite  unlikely  that  you  will  have  occasion  to  recognise  them  out 
of  their  own  house.  They  followed  Mr.  Sayter  downstairs  with 
Mrs.  Wodenhamer  and  the  lady  who  most  resembled  her,  when 
the  sound  of  the  gong  came  up.  Helen,  as  the  bride  of  the 
occasion,  went  down  on  Mr.  Sayter’s  arm. 

‘  Well,  Mrs.  Browne,’  said  Mr.  Sayter  presently,  giving  her 
an  amiable  glance  from  his  soup,  c  what  do  you  think  of  us  ? 
Now  I  know  what  you're  going  to  say,’  lie  continued,  holding 
up  a  bit  of  crust  in  a  warning  manner.  ‘  You’re  going  to  say 
that  you  haven’t  been  here  long  enough  to  form  an  opinion,  or 
words  to  that  effect.  Pm  perfectly  right,  ain't  I  ?  ’ 

Helen  admitted  that  her  answer  might  have  been  £  something 
like  that.’ 

‘  But  you  don’t  mean  it,  you  know.  Really  and  truly,  if  you 
think  a  minute,  you’ll  find  you  don’t  mean  it.  You've  got  a 
lovely  opinion  of  us,  all  ready  for  use,  in  this  last  month.  And 
very  proper  too.  The  very  first  thing  everybody  does  here  is  to 
form  an  opinion  of  Anglo-Indians.  It  can’t  be  pcstponed,  it’s 
involuntary.  Besides,  it’s  a  duty.  We  appeal  to  the  moral  side. 
We  call  out,  as  it  were,  for  condemnation.  Isn’t  that  so,  Woden¬ 
hamer  ?  ’ 
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‘  Isn’t  what  so  ?  ’  said  that  gentleman.  1  Certainly.  Na  ! 
peg  do,'  1  to  the  kitmutgar,  who  wanted  to  give  him  champagne. 

‘  Yon  should  have  been  listening.  I  decline  to  begin  again. 
I  was  trying  to  convince  Mrs.  Browne  that  India  is  the  only 
country  in  the  world  where  people  can  be  properly  applied  to 
for  their  impressions  before  they  leave  the  ship — the  way  they 
do  in  America  with  travellers  of  distinction.  But  there’s  no  use 
asking  Wodenliamer.  He’s  never  been  to  America,  and  when 
he  does  travel  lie  goes  incog,  to  avoid  these  things.’ 

Colonel  Wodenliamer’s  mutton-chop  whiskers  expanded  in 
recognition  of  the  joke.  ‘  People  know  it  when  you  travel,’  he 
said. 

‘That's  sarcastic  of  you,  Wodenliamer,  and  naughty  and 
unkind.  I  think  he  refers,  Mrs.  Browne,  to  the  fact  that  I  was 
gazetted  for  duty  in  Assam  last  month,  and  just  a  fortnight  and 
three  days  after  I  came  back  the  Briton  announced  that  I  was 
going.  Do  you  know  the  Briton  ?  Capital  paper  in  many 
respects,  but  erratic  occasionally  in  matters  of  considerable  im¬ 
portance.  Delicious  paper  for  description  of  ball  dresses.  I 
revel  in  the  Briton's  ball  dresses.’ 

£  Who  d’vou  think  does  that  sort  of  thing  for  them  ?  ’  Mr. 
Peckle  inquired.  ‘  Some  lacly,  I  suppose.’ 

£  No,  indeed,  Mr.  Peckle,’  volunteered  one  in  grey  bengaliue 
and  gold  embroidery,  on  the  other  side  of  the  table.  ‘  It's  Captain 
Dodge,  if  you  please  !  I  know,  because  at  the  Belvedere  dance 
on  Friday  he  came  and  implored  me  to  tell  him  what  colour 
Lady  Blebbins  was  wearing.  It  was  hyacinth  and  daffodil  faille 
— the  simplest  thing,  but  he  was  awfully  at  a  loss,  poor  fellow  ! 
And  afterwards  I  saw  him  put  it  down  on  the  back  of  his  dance- 
card.' 


1  Whisky  and  soda. 
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‘  I  dare  say  they  pay  for  such  things,’  Mr.  Peckle  remarked. 

‘  I  fancy  Dodge  gets  a  polo  pony  out  of  it,’  observed  Mr. 
Cran. 

‘  I  didn't  give  that  man  Dodge  credit  for  so  much  imagina¬ 
tion,'  said  Mr.  Sayter.  ‘  I  wonder  if  I  could  induce  him  to  put 
me  in  ?  I’d  like  to  be  treated  poetically  in  the  newspapers,  for 
once.  But  I’m  afraid  he  won't,’  Mr.  Sayter  continued  sadly, 

1  because  I  can’t  wear  mull  muslin — isn't  that  what  you  call  it  ?  ’ 
to  Helen.  1  I  can’t  wear  it  because  I  should  suffer  from  the 
cold,  and  yet  the  baboos  do !  That’s  queer,  you  know.  The 
baboo  is  vain  enough  already,  and  I’m  not  vain  at  all  ;  yet 
Heaven  permits  the  baboo  to  disport  himself  in  the  sweetest 
gossamer  and  threatens  me  with  fever  and  rheumatism  if  I  should 
even  think  of  such  a  thing  !  ’ 

‘  But  surely,  Mr.  Sayter,’  Helen  interposed,  1  nobody  suffers 
from  the  cold  here  ?  ’ 

‘  Oh,  my  dear  lady !  you  don’t  know  !  The  cold  is  the  one 
thing  we  can’t  get  acclimatised  to  in  India  !  To-night  it  would 
be  Arctic  if  we  weren’t  dining.  Kitmutjar ,  bund  caro  danuaza  ! 1 
We’ll  have  a  fire  upstairs  afterwards.’ 

‘  A  fire  !  ’  said  Helen  in  astonishment. 

‘Yes.  And  then  we’ll  be  comfortable.  He  can  leave  all 

the  doors  and  windows  open,  you  know,  so  that  you  can  take  a 

severe  cold  if  you  want  to.  Although  this  is  a  country  governed 

by  a  merciless  despotism,  we  don’t  compel  people  to  keep  well  if 

they’d  rather  not.’ 

*/ 

‘  I  can’t  imagine  anybody  suffering  from  the  cold  in  Calcutta  !  ’ 
Helen  declared.  ‘  Why,  to-day  the  thermometer  stood  at  eighty- 
three  !  ’ 

*  Oli,’  said  Mr.  Sayter,  £  how  I  envy  you  !  What !  no  Homan 


1 


Shut-  the  door. 
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punch !  You  are  still  warm,  you  still  believe  in  the  thermo¬ 
meter,  yon  still  find  the  baboo  picturesque — I  know  yon  do  ! 
Thank  Heaven,  I  continue  to  like  Roman  punch — I  retain  that 
innocent  taste.  But  I’ve  been  cold,’  said  Mr.  Sayter,  rubbing 
his  hand,  with  a  shiver,  £  for  years.  For  years  I’ve  had  no 
faith  in  the  thermometer.  For  years  I’ve  been  compelled  to 
separate  the  oil  from  the  less  virtuous  principles  in  the  baboo. 
It’s  very  sad,  Mrs.  Browne,  but  you’ll  come  to  it.’ 

‘  I  say,  Sayter,’  remarked  young  Browne,  who  was  singularly 
without  respect  of  persons,  considering  that  he  lived  in  Cal¬ 
cutta,  1 1  can’t  have  you  frightening  my  wife  about  what  she’ll 
come  to  in  Calcutta.  I  don’t  want  her  to  develop  nervous  moral 
apprehensions — based  on  what  you've  come  to!’ 

Mr.  Sayter’s  chin  sank  into  his  necktie  in  official  deprecation 
of  this  liberty  on  the  part  of  a  junior,  and  a  mercantile  or.e, 
but  he  allowed  himself  to  find  it  humorous  and  chuckled,  if  the 
word  does  not  express  too  vulgar  a  demonstration.  He  leaned 
back  and  fingered  his  empty  glass. 

‘  Mrs.  Browne,’  he  said,  deliberately  and  engagingly,  ‘  will 
come  to  nothing  that  is  not  entirely  charming.’  And  he  smiled 
at  Helen  in  a  way  which  said,  1  There,  I  can’t  do  better  than 
that !  ’  Asa  matter  of  fact  he  could,  and  Helen,  as  she  blushed, 
was  blissfully  unaware  that  this  was  the  kind  of  compliment 
Mr.  Sayter  offered,  though  not  invidiously,  to  the  wives  of 
mercantile  juniors. 

‘ Moral  apprehensions,'  repeated  Mr.  Sayter,  slowly. — ‘  No  ! 
I’ve  had  you  for  ten  years  ’ — he  apostrophised  the  kitmutgar — 

‘  you've  grown  grey  in  my  service  and  fat  on  my  income,  and 
you  don't  know  yet  that  I  never  take  anything  with  a  hole  in 
it  like  that — and  pink  vegetables  inside  the  hole  !  Mrs.  Browne, 
I’m  glad  you  refrained.  That’s  the  single  thing  Calcutta  dinners 
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teach — the  one  great  lesson  of  abstinence !  I  was  very  clever 
and  learned  it  early' — and  you  see  how  many  of  them  I  must 
have  survived.  But  talking  of  moral  apprehensions,  I  know 
you’re  disappointed  in  one  thing.’ 

£  No,’  said  Helen,  promptly ;  ‘  I  like  everything.’ 

1  Then  you  haven’t  anticipated  us  properly — you  haven’t  heard 
about  us.  You  ought  to  be  very  much  disappointed  in  our 
flagrant  respectability.’ 

‘  But  I  like  respectability,’  Helen  replied  with  honesty. 

1  Oh  !  There,  I’m  obliged  to  consider  that  vou  come  short 
again,  Mrs.  Browne.  You're  not  in  sympathy  with  the  age.  I 
don’t.  I’m  very  respectable  myself,  but  that’s  not  my  fault. 
I've  never  had  the  good  luck  to  be  married  for  one  thing ;  and 
that,  in  India,  is  essential  to  a  career  of  any  interest.  But  I 
was  once  quite  an  exceptional,  quite  an  original  character  on 
that  account,  and  I’m  not  any  more.  Those  were  the  good  old 
times.  And  to  see  a  beautiful,  well-based,  well-deserved  repu¬ 
tation  for  impropriety  gradually  disappear  from  a  social  system 
it  did  so  much  to  make  entertaining  is  enough  to  sadden  a  man 
at  my  time  of  life.’ 

‘  Really  !  ’  said  Helen  ;  and  then,  with  a  little  cold  shivering 
plunge,  ‘  were  the  people  out  here  formerly  so  very — incorrect  ?  ’ 

1  Oh,  deliciously  incorrect !  Scandals  were  really  artistic  in 
those  days.  I  often  wish  I  had  preserved  more  of  them  ;  my 
memory's  getting  old  too.  I  find  myself  forgetting  important 
incidents  even  in  those  concerning  my  most  intimate  friends. 
And  how  people  spent  their  money  then !  Big  houses — turned 
into  boarding-houses  now — heaps  of  servants,  horses  —  entertained 
like  princes  !  Nowadays  people  live  in  flats,  and  cut  the  cook, 
and  save  to  the  uttermost  cowrie,  so  they  can  retire  a  year 
earlier  to  drink  beer  with  impunity  and  eat  mutton  chops  with 
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a  better  appetite  in  England.  Ignoble  age  !  People — these 
respectable  people — go  home  second  class  now,  too,  and  pretend 
to  be  comfortable.  Disgraceful,  I  call  it !  ’ 

‘  There  isn’t  the  money  there  used  to  be,  Sayter,’  protested 
Mr.  Peckle.  ‘  In  those  days  a  man  got  a  decent  tulub,  and  carried 
it  away  in  a  bag.  And  the  vile  rupee  was  worth  two  shillings.’ 
Mr.  Peckle  helped  himself  to  pistachios,  and  passed  the  port. 
‘  I  believe  that  explains  it !  ’  and  Mr.  Sayter  pressed  his  lips 
knowingly  together.  ‘  It  never  occurred  to  me  before.  Economy 
and  scandals  don’t  go  together.  Make  a  man  economical  and 
he  becomes  righteous  in  every  other  respect.  So  Government’s 
to  blame,  as  usual.  I  think,  in  view  of  this,  we  ought  to  me¬ 
morialise  Government  to  drop  the  income-tax.  You  would  sign, 
wouldn’t  you,  Mrs,  Wodenhamer?  ’ 

‘  Yes,  indeed,’  Mrs.  Wodenhamer  returned,  placidly.  £  Go¬ 
vernment  ought  to  get  the  income-tax  out  of  those  rich  natives. 
I  think  it's  a  shame  to  make  us  pay  !  ’ 

‘  Quite  right,  Mrs.  Wodenhamer !  These,  Mrs.  Browne,  are 
called  promotion  nuts !  They’re  useful  to  effect  the  permanent 
removal  of  your  superiors  from  office.  Very  nice  and  very  deadly. 
You  must  be  sure  to  have  them  when  you  ask  any  of  Browne's 
firm  to  dinner.  No,  I’ve  a  prejudice  against  them  ever  since  they 
were  once  offered  to  me  in  a  pudding.  I've  a  sad  association 
with  them,  too.’  And  Mr.  Sayter  looked  grave. 

‘  Indeed !  ’  said  Helen,  not  quite  sure  whether  she  ought  to 
make  her  tone  sympathetic. 

‘Yes,  they  always  come  on  just  as  the  ladies  are  leaving,’ 
twinkled  Mr.  Sayter;  and  Helen  became  aware  that  Mrs. 
Wodenhamer  was  looking  at  her  with  ponderous  significance. 
There  was  the  usual  gracious  rustle,  and  presently  the  ladies 
were  comfortably  and  critically  ensconced  in  the  drawing-room, 
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sipping  their  coffee,  at  various  distances  from  the  indubitable  fire. 
The  conversation  was  not  very  general.  Mrs.  Wodenliamer 
discussed  something  in  a  suppressed  voice  on  the  sofa  with  the 
lady  who  approximated  her.  Helen  wondered  if  it  wer ejharruns. 
There  was  apparently  some  sympathy  between  the  grey  bengaline 
and  gold  embroidery  and  a  cream  crepe  de  Chine  and  pearls,  with 
very  yellow  hair.  A  little  incisive  lady  in  black,  who  happened 
to  be  nearest  to  Helen,  asked  if  she  didn’t  think  for  three 
men  the  room  was  awfully  pretty.  Helen  said  she  did,  indeed ; 
and  the  little  lady  in  black  continued,  with  an  entirely  un¬ 
necessary  sigh,  that  men  certainly  did  know  how  to  make  them¬ 
selves  comfortable ;  there  was  no  doubt  about  that.  Did  Mrs. 
Browne  ever  see  anything  more  exquisite  than  that  water-colour 
on  the  easel  ?  Mr.  Peckle  had  just  bought  it  at  the  Calcutta 
Art  Exhibition.  Mr.  Peckle  was  a  great  patron  of  art  and  that 
sort  of  thing,  but  then  he  had  to  be  :  he  was  a  director,  or  some¬ 
thing. 

1  My  husband  says,’  remarked  Helen,  with  lamentable  indis¬ 
cretion,  ‘  that  there  isn’t  any  art  in  Calcutta.’ 

‘  Does  he  ?  Oh,  I  think  that’s  a  mistake.  There’s  Mrs. 
Cubblewell,  and  Colonel  Lamb,  and  Mrs.  Tommy  Jackson.  Mrs. 
Tommy  paints  roses  beautifully,  and  I  do  a  little  on  satin  myself!  ’ 
Then,  as  if  it  were  a  natural  outgrowth  of  the  subject,  1  What  is 
your  husband  here,  Mrs.  Browne  ?  ’ 

‘  He’s  in  Macintyre  and  Macintyre’s.’ 

‘  Oh,  yes  !  ’ 

Whereafter  there  fell  a  silence,  during  which  the  little  lady 
in  black  seemed  to  be  debating  young  Browne's  probable  con¬ 
nection  with  the  firm  of  Macintyre  and  Macintyre — it  sometimes 
made  such  a  difference — but  before  she  had  properly  made  up 
her  mind  the  gentlemen  appeared,  and  there  ensued  that 
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uncertain  form  of  conversation  which  betrays  the  prevalent  desire 
that  somebody  should  1  make  a  move.’ 

Somebody  made  one  finally,  before  Mr.  Sayter  actually 
yawned.  The  Brownes  drove  home  rather  silently  in  their  ticca- 

‘  Well  ?  ’  said  young  Browne  interrogatively,  chucking  his 
wife  tenderly  under  the  chin  in  a  moonlit  space  of  Chowringhee.1 

‘  I  was  thinking,  George,’  said  she,  ‘  that  I  didn’t  see  any 
photographs  of  their  wives  about  the  room.’ 

‘No,’  said  young  Browne. 

1  Fashionable  street  in  Calcutta. 
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CHAPTER  XIII 


NDIA  is  a  country  of  ameliorations.  The  punkah  is  an 


X  amelioration.  So  is  the  second-rate  theatrical  company 
from  Australia,  notwithstanding  its  twang.  So,  for  those  who 
like  it,  is  the  custard-apple.  It  is  our  complaint  that  our 
ameliorations  are  too  numerous  and  too  obvious.  It  is  painful 
to  us  that  they  should  obscure  everything  else  in  the  vision  of 
the  travelling  public,  and  suggest  themselves  as  the  main  facts 
of  an  idyllic  existence  which  runs  sweetly  among  them  to  the 
tinkle  of  the  peg  and  the  salaams  of  a  loyal  and  affectionate 
subject  race — which  they  do.  When  the  travelling  public  goes 
back  and  represents  this  to  be  the  case  in  the  columns  of  the 
home  press,  we  do  not  like  it.  The  effect  is  that  we  are  embittered, 
and  the  single  one  of  us  who  is  clever  enough  writes  the  ballad 
of  ‘  Paget  M.P.’  This  is  natural .  and  proper.  We  are  none  of 
us  constituted  to  see  our  trifling  advantages  m  unified  and  our 
tragic  miseries  minimised,  especially  in  the  papers,  without  a 
sense  of  the  unpardonable  obtuseness  of  the  human  race.  I  do 
not  intend  to  be  drawn  into  personal  anathema  in  this  chapter, 
though.  It  will  always  be  so.  The  travelling  public  will 
continue  to  arrive  and  tarry  during  the  months  of  November, 
December,  January  and  February,  and  to  rejoice  in  the  realisation 
of  all  they  have  ever  read  in  the  Sunday  school  books.  The 
travelling  public  will  continue  to  prefer  its  own  impressions. 
I11  British  journalism  and  Great  British  Parliamentary  opinion 
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there  will  always  be  a  stodgy  impracticability  which  the  returned 
Anglo-Indian  can  never  be  strong  enough  to  influence.  We 
are  a  little  leaven,  but  we  cannot  leaven  the  whole  lump. 

We  die  too  soon.  Besides,  it  is  easier  and  more  comfortable 
to  philosophise  when  one  is  going  home  next  hot  weather  for 
good.  I  am  content,  as  I  write,  to  think  of  my  ameliorations 
even  with  gratitude,  and  will  only  say  what  so  many  have  said 
before  me,  that  a  protracted  residence  under  ameliorations  is 
necessary  to  the  full  understanding  of  how  grievous  a  thing  an 
ameliorated  existence  may  be. 

The  Brownes  were  not  contented  with  what  Nature  does  for 
us  in  this  way  in  the  cold  weather — green  peas  and  cauliflowers, 
red  sunsets,  oranges  and  guavas  at  twopence  a  dozen.  Ever 
since  the  evening  they  dined  with  Mr.  Sayter  they  had  been  of 
opinion  that  the  only  people  whose  existence  was  properly 
ameliorated  in  Calcutta  were  the  people  with  the  joy  of  a  fireplace 
in  their  houses.  As  a  family  young  Browne  declared  they  were 
entitled  to  a  fireside  ;  it  was  monstrous  that  they  should  lack 
such  an  elemental  feature  of  the  domestic  habit.  True  they  had 
a  ‘  siggaree  ’ — a  funnel-shaped  pot  of  charcoal  — like  everybody 
else  ;  the  kitmutgar  made  toast  with  it  and  the  bearer  dried  damp 
sheets  over  it ;  but  one  couldn’t  be  comforted  at  the  risk  of 
asphyxiation,  and,  besides,  it  smelled.  There  was  nothing  else, 
and  the  Brownes  felt  that  they  could  not  accustom  themselves 
to  gather  in  a  semicircle  round  a  tall  Japanese  vase,  or  a  blank 
space  in  a  white  wall  fifteen  feet  high,  for  anything  like  cheer¬ 
ful  discourse.  They  considered  that  the  enduring  bliss  which 
they  seemed  to  have  taken  with  the  house  lacked  this  one  thing 
only.  It  was  impossible  to  persuade  the  Spirit  of  the  Hearth  to 
make  himself  comfortable  in  a  flower-pot. 

It  was  also  impossible  to  build  a  chimney — their  local  tenure 
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being  of  that  brief  and  uncertain  kind  which  is  popular  in 
Calcutta.  A  long  lease  is  not  desirable  when  a  neighbourhood 
may  develop  typhoid  any  day,  when  beams  may  take  to  dropping 
any  night,  when  one  may  want  six  months’  leave  just  at  a 
season  which  is  unpropitious  for  sub-letting.  All  these  conditions 
obtain  in  Calcutta,  and  any  of  them  might  be  the  Brownes’ ! 
Besides,  a  chimney  would  cost  rupees  incalculable. 

There  were  alternatives,  however.  The  Brownes  went  to 
the  ironmonger’s  to  look  at  them.  They  were  disposed  to  take 
an  alternative  if  it  could  be  had  at  a  moderate  price.  Most  of 
those  they  saw  were  connected  with  a  length  of  stove  pipe  which 
went  through  the  wall;  some  of  them  were  decoratively  tiled,  some 
involved  a  marble  mantel,  and  they  all  required  an  outlay  which, 
for  a  matter  of  pure  sentiment,  seemed  large  to  the  Brownes. 

‘  For  forty-nine  weeks  in  the  year,’  remarked  young  Browne, 
gloomily,  ‘  it  would  have  to  be  stored.’ 

‘  Wouldn’t  it  rust  ?  ’  inquired  Helen. 

‘  Inches ! ’ 

‘  I  don't  think  we  can  depend  on  being  able  to  make  a  new 
hole  in  the  wall  every  time  we  move,’  Mrs.  Browne  suggested. 
‘  The  landlord  mightn’t  like  it.’ 

‘  We  could  always  arrange  to  fill  it  up  with  purple  glass 
when  we  leave.  If  we  did  that  the  baboos  would  encourage  our 
perforations.  So  much  do  they  love  coloured  glass  that  they 
paper  it  on  one  side,  and  thus  dissimulate.’ 

Helen  thought  this  ingenious,  but  it  did  not  alter  the  fact 
that  the  tiled  temptations  were  expensive.  Then  the  iron¬ 
monger’s  young  man,  rising  to  the  situation,  suggested  a 
kerosene  stove.  You  purchased  a  kerosene  stove,  he  said,  and 
there  it  was,  your  inalienable  property,  or  words  to  that  effect.  It 
didn’t  require  no  fittings,  nor  yet  being  built  into  the  wall.  It 
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would  go  with  you  anywheres ;  it  didn’t  want  a  stove  pipe  nor 
yet  a  hole.  It  didn’t  go  in  for  being  to  say  decorative,  not 
exactly,  but  then  see  how  cheerful  it  was.  You  never  knew  till 
you  tried  how  cheerful  kerosene  could  be  !  The  young  man  gave 
them  to  understand,  moreover,  that  its  mechanism  could  be 
comprehended  by  a  child  or  a  punkah-wallah.  And  they  had 
no  idea  to  what  extent  it  would  reduce  the  consumption  of  coal ! 
The  Brownes  listened  attentively,  and  when  the  young  man 
paused  and  rested  one  elbow  against  a  patent  punkah  machine 
in  his  exhaustion,  young  Browne  made  a  scientific  observation 
of  the  stove.  He  turned  one  wick  up  and  the  other  down. 

‘  Seems  to  work  all  right,’  he  said  to  Helen. 

‘  Perfectly,  sir,’  said  the  ironmonger’s  young  man. 

Young  Browne  looked  at  him  curiously.  ‘  You  haven’t  been 
long  out?’  he  remarked. 

‘  No,  sir.  Only  three  weeks,  sir.  1  came  from  this  depart¬ 
ment  in  William  W’iteley’s,  sir.’ 

1 1  remember,’  said  Mr.  Browne,  ‘  they7  do  like  to  sell  things 
there.  Three  months  in  Calcutta  and  you  won’t  care  a  blow.’ 

‘  That  so,  sir  ?  ’  the  young  man  returned,  smilingly.  c  I  ’ope 
not,  sir,  for  the  sake  of  business.’ 

‘  It  is.  What  do  you  think  of  this  thing,  Helen  ?  Shall  we 
have  it  sent  up  ?  ’ 

1  It  would  be  nice  for  toffee,’  said  Helen.  c  And  I’m  sure  I 
can  make  toffee  cheaper  than  the  cook  does.  I  dare  say  it  would 
save  us  a  lot  in  toffee,  Geoi'ge.’ 

{ I’m  sure  it  would.  And  it’s  only  thirty-five  rupees — about 
two  pounds  seven,  at  the  current  rate  of  exchange.  It  isn’t  just 
my  ideal  of  a  fireside,  but  it  seems  the  best  we  can  do.’  And 
the  next  morning  the  kerosene  stove  arrived,  on  the  heads  of 
four  coolies,  at  the  Brownes’  suburban  residence. 
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The  night  was  propitiously  and  comfortably  cold.  As  they 
drove  home  from  tennis  at  Mrs.  Jack  Lovitt's,  muffled  up  in  the 
striped  flannel  jackets  with  which  Calcutta  protects  itself  from 
the  inclemency  of  the  weather  after  tennis,  Helen  declared,  with 
the  kerosene  stove  in  anticipation,  that  it  was  really  almost 
piercing.  ‘  It's  a  pity  though,  George,’  she  said,  regretfully,  ‘that 
we  were  quite  in  such  a  hurry  about  buying  the  stove,  for  I  was 
telling  Mrs.  Lovitt  about  it,  and  she  said  she  was  so  sorry  she 
didn't  know  we  wanted  one ;  we  could  have  had  theirs,  and  it’s 
in  perfect  order,  for  ten  rupees.’ 

£  Oh,  next  cold  weather,’  returned  her  lord,  ‘  we’ll  have 
the  pleasure  of  selling  ours  for  ten  rupees  instead.  It  comes  to 
much  the  same  thing,  you  see.’ 

It  is  almost  impossible  to  persuade  a  sahib  of  Calcutta  to 
take  his  domestic  accounts  seriously.  If  his  natural  proclivities 
are  in  that  direction  he  is  usually  not  to  be  respected. 

The  Brownes  had  a  hump  for  dinner,  and  a  hump  costs  a 
rupee  and  several  annas.  Nevertheless  they  hurried  through 
it,  the  more  speedily  to  avail  themselves  of  their  unaccustomed 
luxury  in  kerosene,  to  ‘  cluster  round  the  cheerful  blaze,’  as 
George  Browne  put  it,  which  stood  solemnly  between  two  long 
windows  in  the  drawing-room  awaiting  a  match.  Entering, 
they  found  the  bearer,  the  kitmutgar,  and  the  mallie  kneeling 
about  it,  with  varied  expressions  of  concern,  the  machine  still 
grim  and  black,  in  the  midst  of  a  pervasive  odour  of  kerosene. 
The  Brownes  felt  palled.  It  was  not  what  they  had  expected. 

c  Bilcul  na  liona  suda ,’  1  said  the  bearer,  rising  and  surveying 
the  thing  as  if  it  were  an  obdurate  Hindu  deity. 

‘  What  does  he  say  ?  ’  inquired  Mrs.  Browne.  Mrs.  Browne 
was  always  inquiring  what  the  bearer  said.  Mr.  Browne  was 

1  Simply  it  may  not  be  ! 
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rapidly  becoming  a  peripatetic  hand-book  of  Hindustani.  He 
implored  his  wife  to  have  a  munshi ,l 2  and  Helen  thought  it 
would  be  delightful,  but  sternly  declined  on  the  score  of  economy. 
So  young  Browne  had  no  surcease. 

£  Albut  hona  sucta  !  ’ 2  said  he,  going  upon  his  own  knees 
before  the  refractory  divinity.  Helen  stood  by  with  superior 
interest  and  knitted  brows,  after  the  manner  of  women. 

‘  Dya-silai  hum  bo-do  !  ’3  enunciated  the  sahib. 

Deep  relief  became  visible  upon  the  faces  of  the  bearer, 
the  kitmutgar,  and  the  mallie.  The  sahib  was  omnipotent. 

Mr.  Browne  presently  discovered  that  the  wicks  had  dropped 
into  the  oil  reservoirs.  He  proceeded  to  take  the  newly  im¬ 
ported  fireside  upon  his  lap,  so  to  speak,  and  unscrew  it,  his  wife 
remarking  meanwhile  that  she  supposed  it  was  quite  safe.  He 
rescued  the  wicks,  but  Helen  has  since  mournfully  given  me  to 
understand  that  certain  of  the  garments  he  had  on  were  never 
tenable  afterwards. 

^  Then  they  applied  a  match  to  engender  the  sacred  fire  upon 
their  hearth,  and  it  wras  engendered  in  two  long  narrow  flames 
that  flared  up  in  yawning  tin  chasms  on  either  side,  and  sent  before 
them  a  wreathing  blackness  of  smoke  which  escaped  rapidly 
through  the  holes  on  the  top  for  the  saucepan  and  the  gridiron. 

‘  It  is  cheerful,’  said  Helen  insistently.  ‘  But  it  seems  to 
need  a  stovepipe  after  all,’  she  added,  in  doubt. 

‘  Not  at  all,’  said  her  husband,  ‘  only  to  be  turned  down.’ 
So  he  turned  it  down  to  a  wavering  blue  and  yellow  line,  and 
closed  the  doors. 

*  Finish  hai  ?  ’  inquired  the  bearer,  and  the  sahib  said  yes,  it 
wras  finished  ;  so  the  bearer,  the  kitmutgar  and  the  mallie  repaired 

1  Native  teacher  of  Hindustani  &c. 

2  Certainly  it  may  be  I  3  Give  the  matches  to  ME  ! 
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to  the  simpler  solaces  of  sentimental  organisations  less  subtly 
devised  than  ours. 

These  two  exiled  Brownes  drew  up  chairs  and  tried  to  feel  at 
least  anticipative  appreciation.  There  were  two  round  trans¬ 
parent  holes  in  the  doors  through  which  they  could  see  a  reflec¬ 
tion  of  their  glowing  hearth.  They  leaned  towards  it  and  spread 
out  their  hands.  Young  Browne  remarked,  with  a  chill  smile, 
that  it  was  certainly  warmer  than  it  had  been.  They  pulled 
their  chairs  closer  together,  in  order,  I  have  no  doubt,  to  impede 
the  heat  that  might  escape  into  other  quarters  of  the  room. 
Helen  slipped  her  hand  into  her  husband’s,  and  together  they 
looked  thoughtfully  into  the  depths  of  the  burning  wick.  I 
think  the  way  in  which  they  must  have  regarded  this  thing, 
which  was  to  mean  for  them  the  essence  of  home  life  in  an  un¬ 
homelike  country,  and  the  warm  glow  of  home  love  caught  and 
held  where  it  is  reputed  apt  to  stray  abroad,  was  not  altogether 
laughable  though.  In  fact - 

‘  Nellie  !  ’  exclaimed  young  Browne,  and  had  occasion  to  bring 
his  chair  closer  still.  There  was  a  moist  contact  of  cheeks  and  a 
succession  of  comforting  silences.  The  kerosene  stove  continued 
to  burn  excellently,  but  was  disregarded. 

1  It  looks  like  some  kind  of— of  engine,  doesn't  it,  George  ?  ’ 
Mrs.  Browne  recovered  herself  sufficiently  to  say. 

£  Yes.  Beastly  thing  !  ’  concurred  young  Browne  in  further 
disparagement.  Then  they  began  to  observe  the  effect  of  the 
heat  on  the  varnish.  It  took  the  form  of  a  hot  penetrative  un¬ 
pleasant  smell  that  radiated  from  the  kerosene  stove  into  every 
quarter  of  the  room. 

*  I  expect  it  will  wear  off,’  said  young  Browne  gloomily,  ‘  but 
we’d  better  put  the  thing  out  in  the  compound  every  night  until 
it  does.’ 
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It  has  never  worn  off,  however.  Helen,  with  responsible 
memory  of  the  thirty- five  rupees,  used  it  conscientiously  all 
last  cold  weather.  She  did  serious  and  light-minded  cooking  with 
it  while  she  suffered  the  delusion  that  she  wTas  Kali  Bagh’s 
superior — inevitable  but  short — and  she  made  almost  enough 
toffee  upon  it  to  justify  its  expense,  if  it  had  been  necessary  to 
subsist  upon  toffee.  Whenever  anything  could  be  done  with  it 
the  Brownes  did  it.  They  had  it  lighted  to  welcome  their 
return  from  burra-khanas  and  Government  House  dances,  and 
on  one  occasion  Helen  sat  for  half  an  hour  before  it  in  her  most 
cherished  gown,  under  a  shower  of  softly  falling  black  flakes  of 
carbonised  kerosene  without  being  aware  of  it — the  result  of  an 
injudicious  lighting  and  forgetting  on  the  part  of  the  bearer. 
Many  an  evening  they  sat  in  its  presence  making  efforts  at 
hilarity  and  trying  to  forget  the  odours  of  varnish  and  kerosene  : 
in  the  end  they  always  confessed  it  inadequate.  It  had  a  self- 
contained  moroseness  ;  it  never  snapped  or  sparkled  or  died  down. 
When  they  went  to  bed  they  turned  it  out.  Through  its  two 
round  eyes  it  mocked  their  homesick  effort  after  the  cheer  of 
other  lands.  The  bearer  admired  it  and  took  pride  in  setting  it 
alight,  but  the  Brownes  regarded  it  with  feelings  that  grew  con¬ 
stantly  more  ‘  mixed.’  It  made  no  ashes  and  gave  no  trouble, 
and  when  they  didn't  want  it  it  was  not  there — all  of  which 
seemed  additional  offences. 

The  old  kite  that  surveyed  them  always  through  the  window 
from  his  perch  in  the  sago  palm  beside  the  verandah  said  nothing  ; 
but  if  they  had  been  intelligent  they  might  have  heard  the 
jackals  that  nightly  pillaged  the  city’s  rubbish  heaps  howling 
derision  at  the  foolishness  of  a  sahib  who  tried  to  plant  his 
hearth-stone  in  India. 
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CHAPTER  XIV 


RE.  BROWNE  was  not  permitted 
to  know  any  of  her  immediate 
neighbours,  which  she  thought 
unfortunate.  It  was  a  pity  in  a  way,  and  yet 
not  a  great  pity,  for  if  I  know  anything  about 
Helen  Browne  she  would  not  have  been  able 
to  assimilate  her  neighbours  com¬ 
fortably.  Unless  they  live  with  the 
\  great  and  good  in  Chowringliee,  it 

is  often  difficult  for  Calcutta  people 
to  do  this.  It  is  said  that  the  mis¬ 
sionaries  manage  it ;  but  about  this  no  one  is  certain,  for 
between  Calcutta  people  and  the  missionaries  there  is  a  great 
gulf  fixed.  Calcutta  interprets  the  missionary  position  with 
strict  logic.  It  was  not  Calcutta— Calcutta  proper — that  the 
missionaries  came  out,  second  class,  to  establish  intimate 
spiritual  relations  with,  but  the  heathen.  Calcutta  is  care¬ 
ful  therefore  not  to  interfere  in  any  way  with  this  very  laud¬ 
able  arrangement ;  the  good  work  must  not  be  retarded  by  any 
worldly  distraction.  Calcutta  contributes  to  it,  in  her  own 
peculiar  way,  by  allowing  the  missionaries  the  fullest  possible 
opportunity  for  becoming  acquainted  with  the  heathen.  If 
one  does  not  readily  suspect  the  self-denial  in  this,  it  is  because 
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one  is  predisposed  against  society ;  it  is  perhaps  because  one 
has  been  snubbed. 

I  cannot  say  with  accuracy,  therefore,  whether  a  missionary 
in  Mrs.  Browne’s  place  would  have  known  Radabullub  Mitterjee, 
Bahadur,  who  lived  next  door  to  the  west ;  doubtless  she  would 
have  made  attempts,  at  least,  to  introduce  herself  to  the  ladies 
who  divided  the  matrimonial  dignities  of  his  establishment ;  but 
it  did  not  occur  to  Helen  that  there  was  any  opening  for  such 
advances  upon  her  paid.  Even  the  slits  of  windows  which  com¬ 
manded  the  Browne  compound  were  generally  shut  and  always 
iron-barred ;  no  dangerous  communication  from  an  unveiled  mem- 
sahib  who  ate  with  her  husband  could  get  in  there.  It  was  a 
little,  narrow,  silent,  yellow  house,  too  tall  for  its  width,  much 
overgi’own  with  heavy  hanging  trees,  and  it  stood  a  long  way 
back  from  the  road,  looking  out  on  a  strip  of  compound,  through 
a  glass  door,  purple  in  places  and  green  in  places,  and  altogether 
brilliant  to  behold.  The  strip  of  compound  was  a  marvel  of 
rectangular  crookedness.  It  was  a  good  deal  taken  up  with  a 
tank,  a  long  narrow  tank  covered  with  a  generous  green  slime, 
dug  rather  sidewise.  The  rest  of  the  place  was  divided  into 
small  sharp-angled  beds  with  rows  of  stones.  They  were  very 
much  at  odds  with  each  other,  and  nothing  grew  in  them  but  a 
few  ragged  rose-bushes,  and  flagrant  things  that  came  of  their 
own  accord.  Almost  every  evening  R.  Mitterjee,  Bahadur,  went 
out  to  drive.  The  Brownes  used  to  meet  him  in  the  broad  Red 
Road  that  cleaves  the  Maidan,  where  the  landaus  and  victorias 
and  tum-tums  of  Calcutta  amuse  themselves  by  passing  and  re¬ 
passing,  and  bowing  to  each  other,  in  the  pleasant  part  of  the 
day,  before  the  quick  darkness  comes  and  sends  them  all  home 
to  dinner.  Nobody  bowed  to  Radabullub,  and  he  bowed  to 
nobody,  though  assuredly  no  sahib  drove  in  so  resplendent  a 
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gharry  as  his.  It  was  built  on  the  most  imposing  lines,  with 
ornamentation  of  brass,  and  a  beautiful  bunch  of  flowers  painted 
on  either  door-panel.  And  it  was  pulled  by  two  of  the  most 
impetuous  prancing  steeds  in  silver-mounted  harness  that  the 
soul  of  a  Bahadur  could  desire.  The  silver  mountings  were  very 
rusty,  and  the  prancing  steeds  lamentably  weak  in  their  fore  legs, 
but  the  soul  of  a  Bahadur  is  not  perturbed  by  little  things  like 
that.  Radabullub  leaned  back  behind  them  superciliously,  fold¬ 
ing  his  arms  over  his  tight  silk  coat  of  pink  brocade,  or  twisting 
his  moustache.  With  his  yellow  turban  at  a  certain  angle, 
this  Bahadur  was  a  killing  fellow — very  much  a  man  of  the 
world  indeed,  but  not  enough  to  know  a  good  horse  when 
he  saw  it,  or  to  be  able  to  drive  it  if  he  did,  or  to  under¬ 
stand  what  earthly  difference  it  made  to  a  sahib  how  his  servants 
were  dressed.  His  own  sat  behind  in  a  cluster — he  had 
more  of  them  than  any  sahib — in  turbans  of  the  colours  they 
most  fancied,  and  alike  only  in  the  respect  that  they  were  all 
dirty  and  down  at  heels,  if  the  expression,  in  a  shoeless  case,  is 
properly  applied.  But  when  it  was  necessary  to  prepare  the 
way  none  shouted  louder  or  ran  faster  than  the  servants  of 
Radabullub  Mitterjee,  who  probably  thought  that  there  ought 
to  be  a  sensible  difference  between  the  apparel  of  a  syce  and  pink 
brocade,  and  approved  it.  Radabullub  did  not  always  drive 
in  the  Red  Road  alone.  Sometimes  the  cushion  beside  him  was 
occupied  by  a  very  small  and  higli-shouldered  edition  of  himself, 
encased  in  blue  satin  with  gold  edgings.  This  Bahadur  in 
embryo  folded  his  arms  like  his  father  and  looked  at  the  Red 
Road  with  equal  superciliousness ;  indeed,  I  fancy  he  took  much 
the  same  views  of  life  generally.  They  are  early  inherited 
in  Bengal. 

But  the  ladies,  the  Mesdames  Mitterjee,  when  they  issued  forth 
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from  the  little  silent  yellow  house,  which  they  did  but  seldom, 
went  most  securely  in  charge  and  under  cover,  and  Mrs.  Browne 
might  look  in  vain  for  any  glimpse  of  their  fascinations  be¬ 
hind  the  purple  curtains  of  their  palanquins,  as  they  passed 
her  gate. 

I  don’t  know  the  name  of  the  people  on  the  other  side,  and 
neither  does  Mrs.  Browne.  They  seemed  to  live  a  good  deal  in 
the  verandah  in  an  untidy  way.  Helen  could  always  command 
a  man  asleep  there  in  pyjamas  from  her  drawing-room  window, 
up  to  eleven  o’clock  in  the  morning.  They  paid  no  more  atten¬ 
tion  to  their  compound  that  Itadabullub  did,  but  they  had  a 
leggy  bay  colt  tied  up  there  upon  which  the  family  lavished  the 
tenderest  affection.  When  the  Brownes  drove  home  in  the  early 
darkness  from  tennis  they  could  usually  see  a  casual  meal  going 
on,  through  an  open  window,  at  which  the  discourse  was  very 
cheerful  and  general,  the  men  in  shirt  sleeves,  the  ladies  posed 
negligently  with  their  arms  upon  the  table.  There  was  a  babv, 
a  cracked  piano,  and  a  violin  in  the  house  ;  but  the  baby  had  a 
good  constitution  and  went  to  bed  at  eight  o’clock,  and  it  did 
not  seem  to  the  Brownes,  as  they  listened  to  the  songs  their 
neighbours  sang  after  dinner,  that  the  piano  was  very  much  out  of 
tune.  They  were  old  old  songs  that  everbody  knew,  sung  with 
great  spirit  and  energy,  chiefly  in  chorus,  and  Mrs.  Browne’s 
slipper  kept  time  to  them  with  great  enjoyment.  A  boisterous 
old  song  in  Calcutta  was  a  pleasant  anomaly  and  struck  through 
the  mango  trees  like  a  voice  from  home.  The  hearts  of  the 
Brownes  warmed  towards  their  neighbours  as  they  smote  the 
languid  air  with 

Do  ye  ken  John  Teel  with  his  coat  so  gay? 

And  as  it  came  again  and  again,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Browne  smiled  at 
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each  other  and  joined  softly  in  the  chorus,  being  comforted 
thereby.  It  was  rather  an  additional  attraction  that  these  har¬ 
monies  grew  a  little  beery  later  in  the  evening.  Young  Browne 
could  drink  beer  in  Calcutta  only  under  pain  of  his  own  later 
displeasure — a  bitter  thing  for  an  Englishman. 

They  were  jockeys,  these  neighbours  of  the  Brownes’ — from 
Australia  very  likely,  with  the  last  batch  of  Waler  horses.  They 
belonged  to  the  class  Calcutta  knows  collectively  as  a  sub-social 
element,  that  nevertheless  has  its  indeterminate  value,  being 
white,  or  nearly  so,  as  a  rule.  The  aristocracy  of  the  class  is 
probably  represented  by  the  commissariat  sergeants  and  the  local 
police,  and  I  have  no  doubt  it  observes  its  rules  of  precedence, 
though  it  is  unlikely  that  Mrs.  Browne’s  neighbours  had  much 
regard  for  them.  On  certain  days  of  the  year  Calcutta  makes  brief 
acquaintance  with  c  Light  Blue  and  Canary  ’  or  ‘  Green,  Pink 
Sleeves,’  but  his  wife  and  bab}T  go  on,  one  might  say,  without 
official  sanction  of  any  sort ;  they  are  permitted.  So  it  doesn’t 
matter  to  anybody  what  Light  Blue  and  Canary’s  Christian 
name  is — his  cap  and  sleeves  are  enough.  Occasionally  the 
reporters  are  obliged  to  find  it  out  when  Light  Blue  and  Canary 
breaks  his  wretched  neck  and  half  ruins  a  beautiful  horse  and 
the  public  have  to  be  informed  of  it.  Then  his  friends  dress 
Light  Blue  and  Canary  in  mufti  and  bury  him  early  next 
morning  in  Circular  Road  Cemetery,  and  there  is  the  most 
annoying  confusion  when  both  he  and  his  horse  have  to  be 
scratched  for  the  afternoon  races.  As  to  the  wife  and  baby 
under  these  circumstances,  they  still  go  on,  it  is  supposed. 

I  regret  to  say  that  the  Brownes  were  bounded  on  the  north 
by  a  bustee.  It  is  not  necessary  to  explain  that  a  bustee  is  an 
unsavoury  place,  the  word  has  a  taste  and  a  smell  of  its  own. 
One  is  always  aware  of  the  vicinity  of  a  bustee,  chiefly  because 


SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  MEMSAHIB  163 

of  the  bovine  nature  of  the  fuel  it  consumes.  It  is  impossible 
to  put  it  less  vulgarly  than  that.  All  over  Calcutta  in  the  cold 
weather  there  hangs  at  set  of  sun  a  blue  cloud  of  smoke  with 
an  acrid  smell.  It  offends  the  nostrils  of  the  very  Viceroy,  yet 
it  is  not  in  the  power  of  any  municipal  Commissioner  to  put  out 
the  fires  that  send  it  up.  It  curls  through  a  thousand  roofs, 
the  tiled  roofs  of  the  country,  representing  much  humble 
comfort  and  many  humble  dinners,  and  every  morning  on  the 
Maidan  you  may  see  ugly  old  women  stooping  to  collect  the 
material  for  it.  Bustees,  moreover,  are  never  drained.  They 
and  their  inhabitants  fester  comfortably  through  the  long  blue 
and  green  Indian  days  unconscious  that  their  proximity  does  not 
enchance  rents. 

Mrs.  Browne  found  her  bustee  neighbours  more  approach¬ 
able.  Her  dressing-room  window  overlooked  the  place,  and  gave 
her  a  point  of  speculation  which  she  enjoyed  quite  shamelessly. 
A  young  papoia  tree  flourished  in  a  corner  of  the  roof  she  looked 
down  upon,  and  various  forms  of  vegetables  fringed  it.  It  was 
the  daily  promenade  of  the  family  cock,  and  occasionally  a  black 
goat  took  the  air  there.  The  cock  flew  up,  but  the  goat  always 
made  use  of  the  family  staircase.  The  family  lived  mostly  in 
the  yard — three  old  women  and  five  babies.  The  old  women 
wore  various  kinds  of  rags,  the  babies  were  uniformly  dressed  in 
a  string.  The  biggest  baby  carried  the  littlest  about,  astride 
her  hip,  and  they  all  played  together  in  one  corner,  where  they 
made  marvels  in  mud,  just  as  children  who  wear  clothes  do. 
The  old  women  scolded  them  severally  and  collectively,  especially 
when  they  came  and  teased  for  breakfast  with  pathetic  hands 
upon  their  little  round  stomachs.  The  oldest  of  the  old  women 
cooked  the  breakfast,  and  she  would  not  have  it  hurried.  She 
cooked  it  in  a  single  pot  that  stood  on  a  mud  fireplace  in  the 
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middle  of  the  yard,  squatting  before  it,  feeding  the  flames  with 
one  hand  and  stirring  the  mess  with  the  other.  Helen  could 
see  what  she  put  in  it — rice,  and  more  rice,  and  yellow  dhol,  and 
last  of  all  pieces  of  fish.  As  she  cooked,  the  woman  looked  up  at 
Helen  now  and  then  and  smiled,  amused  that  she  should  be 
interested  in  so  poor  an  occupation — a  memsahib  !  And  the 
babies,  when  they  discovered  her,  stood  open-mouthed  and  gazed, 
forgetting  the  pot.  In  the  house  they  divided  it  upon  plantain 
leaves,  a  popular  dinner-servicq  in  Bengal  ;  and  when  the  babies 
issued  forth  again,  in  file,  their  appearance  was  quite  aldermanic. 
The  old  women  perhaps  reposed,  the  sun  grew  hot  on  the  window- 
ledge,  and  Helen  thought  of  other  things  to  do.  In  the  evening, 
though,  when  the  hibiscus  bushes  threw  long  shadows  across  the 
garden  path,  and  Helen  waited  for  her  lord  by  the  gate,  as  a 
bride  will,  the  babies  came  round  through  devious  lanes  to  assert 
themselves  as  the  same  babies  of  the  morning  and  eligible  for 
pice.  Helen  felt  an  elementary  joy  in  bestowing  it,  and  the 
babies  received  it  solemnly,  as  entirely  their  due,  with  little 
salaams  for  form's  sake.  There  was  tremendous  interest  on  both 
sides,  but  beyond  the  statement  that  the  babies  lived  in  the 
little  house  and  the  memsahib  in  the  big  one,  conversation  was 
difficult,  and  Helen  thought  with  concern  of  the  vocabulary  that 
would  be  necessary  in  order  to  teach  them  about  man’s  chief  end. 
They  came  every  day  to  watch  the  going  forth  of  the  Brownes 
in  the  tum-tum,  and  made  a  silent,  open-eyed,  admiring  little 
group  beside  the  gate,  at  which  the  pony  usually  shied.  Then 
young  Browne  would  crack  his  whip  in  the  air  very  fiercely 
indeed,  and  address  them  in  language  that  sounded  severe, 
though  it  had  no  perceptible  effect.  Even  the  babies  in  Bengal 
accept  the  sahib  as  a  blustering,  impolite  person,  of  whom  nobody 
need  be  afraid. 
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And  then  opposite,  across  the  weedy  road  and  the  stagnant 
ditch,  a  riotous  Rajah  resided,  in  a  wonderful  castellated  place, 
with  four  or  five  abandoned  acres  round  it.  The  Rajah  was  very 
splendid  and  important.  He  had  a  slouching  guard  at  his  gate 
with  a  gun,  who  probably  bullied  the  dhoby  ;  and  when  he  went 
abroad  in  the  evenings,  four  badly  uniformed  horsemen,  and  110 
less,  pranced  uncertainly  behind  his  carriage.  The  Rajah  gave 
entertainments  to  European  gentlemen  of  circumstance,  whereat 
I  do  not  think  any  single  variety  of  food  or  drink  procurable  in 
Calcutta  was  omitted  ;  but  ladies  did  not  participate,  except,  of 
course,  those  who  contributed  to  the  entertainment — the  ladies 
of  the  nautch,  or  those  of  a  stray  theatrical  company  whose 
performances  the  Rajah  fancied.  In  return  the  Rajah  was 
invited  to  evening  parties  at  Government  House,  where  he  ap¬ 
peared  in  a  turban  and  diamonds,  supremely  oiled  and  scented, 
stood  about  in  corners  with  his  hands  behind  his  back,  and  never 
for  an  instant  dreamed  in  his  disdainful  Hindu  soul  of  eating  at 
the  Viceroy’s  supper-table.  At  the  end  of  the  cold  weather  he 
went  back  to  his  own  State,  where  he  sat  on  the  floor  and  hatched 
treason  against  the  British  with  both  majesty  and  comfort.  In 
the  evening  his  domain  was  dotted  with  the  cooking-fires  of  his 
people,  who  made  a  sort  of  tented  field  of  it.  The  wind  blew  the 
smoke  across  the  Brownes’  compound,  causing  young  Browne  to 
use  language  uncomplimentary  to  Rajahs,  and  that  was  all  they 
ever  had  to  do  with  this  one. 

I  mention  the  local  isolation  of  these  young  people  because  it 
is  typical  of  Calcutta,  where  nobody  by  any  chance  ever  leans  over 
anybody  else’*  garden  gate.  Doubtless  this  has  its  advantages 
— they  are  probably  official — but  Helen,  not  being  official,  found 
it  cramping. 

There  was  always  the  garden,  though — she  had  that  much 
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liberty.  The  garden  had  begun  with  the  Brownes;  it  was  a 
contemporary  success.  There  had  been  desolation,  but  you  have 
heard  how  they  engaged  a  mallie.  Desolation  fled  before  the 
mallie  by  daily  degrees,  though  he  was  seldom  seen  in  pursuit  of 
it.  When  gardeners  work  in  Christendom,  this  one  sought  repose 
and  the  balmy  hubble-bubble,  or  bathed  and  oiled  and  ate  in 
his  little  mud  house  under  the  pipal  tree.  It  was  very  early  in 
the  morning,  at  crow-caw,  one  might  say,  in  poetic  reference  to  the 
dawn  in  India,  that  the  mallie  scratched  and  scraped  along  the 
garden  beds  with  his  wonderful  little  trowel,  and  spoke  to  the 
flowers  so  that  they  sprang  up  to  answer  him.  When  the 
shadow  of  the  house  fell  on  the  hibiscus  bushes  he  came  out  again, 
and  slaked  the  hot  beds  with  water  from  the  tank  in  many  buckets. 
Here  and  there  he  stooped  over  them  like  a  glistening  brown 
toadstool,  but  Helen  never  knew  what  he  did  or  his  reason  for 
doing  it — that  was  hid  with  the  mallie-lok. 

As  to  the  garden,  there  was  not  a  tropical  seed  in  it ;  they 
were  all  English  flowers,  which  made  the  mallie’s  excellent 
understanding  with  them  more  remarkable,  for  they  spoke  a 
different  language.  It  was  not  much  of  a  garden,  there  was  ab¬ 
solutely  no  order  or  arrangement — it  would  have  worried  me — 
but  the  Brownes  planted  a  vast  amount  of  interest  and  affection 
and  expectation  in  it ;  and  it  all  grew.  There  were  such  nastur¬ 
tiums  as  Helen  longed  to  show  her  mother ;  there  were  phloxes 
white  and  purple,  pansies  too,  and  pinks,  and  not  a  quiet  corner 
but  was  fragrant  with  mignonette.  A  row  of  sunflowers  tilted 
tall  against  the  side  of  the  house,  and  they  actually  had  corn- 
bottles,  and  balsams  and  daisies.  Violets  too — violets  in  exile, 
violets  in  pots,  with  the  peculiar  property  that  violets  sometimes 
have  in  India,  of  bringing  tears  to  the  eyes  if  one  bends  over 
them. 
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The  Brownes  began  by  counting  them ;  the  first  pansy-bud 
was  an  event,  and  I  have  heard  references  between  them  to 
£  the  day  the  sunflower  came  out.’  They  chronicled  daily  at 
breakfast :  1  Two  nasturtiums  and  a  pink,’  ‘  two  pinks,  three  nas¬ 
turtiums,  and  the  monthly  rose,’  with  great  gratulation,  while  I  am 
convinced  neither  of  them  looked  twice  at  the  fine  bunch  I  sent 
round  occasionally  from  my  garden  while  their  garden  was  growing. 
It  grew  so  fast,  their  garden,  that  presently,  if  you  met  them  in 
society,  they  could  talk  of  nothing  else.  It  was  new  to  them, 
this  friendly  solace  of  the  flowers  of  home.  One  would  have 
thought  it  specially  invented  for  their  honeymoon,  whereas  the 
rest  of  us  demanded  it  every  cold  weather,  as  regularly  as  the 
punkah  on  the  fifteenth  of  March.  Mrs.  Browne  used  to  go  about 
saying  what  a  wonderful  amount  of  comfort  one  could  get  out  of 
a  verbena,  if  it  were  only  the  right  colour,  without  the  slightest 
suspicion  of  the  triteness  of  the  remark  ;  and  young  Browne 
would  show  you  his  home-grown  button-hole,  as  if  no  other  man 
in  the  place  possessed  one.  It  was  eminently  good  for  them,  as 
it  is  for  all  of  us.  To  some  of  us,  you  know,  England  at  last  be¬ 
comes  a  place  where  one  dies  daily  of  bronchitis,  and  is  obliged 
to  do  without  a  kitmutgar  ;  but  this  never  happens  if  every  cold 
weather  one  plants  one’s  self  round  about  with  English  flowers. 
They  preserve  the  remnant  of  grace  which  is  left  in  the  Anglo- 
Indian  soul,  and  keep  it  homesick,  which  is  its  one  chance  of 
salvation.  Young  Browne  seldom  said  anything  cynical  in  the 
garden,  and  as  for  Helen,  it  was  simple  Canbury  to  her.  She 
could  always  go  down  and  talk  of  home  to  her  friends  in  the 
flower-beds,  who  were  so  steadfastly  gay,  and  tell  them,  as  she 
often  did,  how  brave  and  true  it  was  of  them  to  come  so  far 
from  England,  forgetting,  perhaps,  that  from  a  climatic  point  of 
view  nasturtiums  like  heathendom.  And  in  the  evening  the 
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smoke  of  the  hubble-bubble  was  lost  in  the  fragrance  of  the 
garden. 

Mrs.  Browne  says  that  if  I  am  writing  about  their  com¬ 
pound  I  ought  not  to  omit  to  mention  the  fowl-yard,  which  was 
situated  at  one  end  of  it,  near  the  stable.  It  was  another  experi¬ 
ment  in  economy.  The  cook  used  such  a  quantity  of  eggs  that 
the  Brownes  saw  no  reason  why  they  should  not  be  produced  on 
the  premises  ;  so  they  enclosed  a  fowl-yard  and  stocked  it,  and 
the  cock  vied  with  the  crows  in  informing  them  of  the  earliest 
hint  of  daylight.  But  the  Brownes  do  not  now  advise  the  keep¬ 
ing  of  fowls  on  the  ground  of  economy ;  they  say,  indeed,  that 
only  the  very  rich  can  afford  to  keep  them.  It  seems  that  the  syce 
kindly  supplied  their  food  out  of  the  pony’s  gram,1  charging  the 
deficit  to  the  memsahib,  who  also  paid  liberally  for  barley,  a 
visionary  provision  at  which  her  birds  had  never  a  pick.  They 
were,  notwithstanding,  sound,  healthy  hens,  and  the  marvel  was 
that  they  did  not  lay — except  an  egg  or  two  a  week  for  pure 
ostentation.  Kali  Bagh  was  doing  a  good  business  with  the 
rest,  supplying  them  to  Mrs.  Browne  at  full  market  rates,  and  to 
Mrs.  Green  Pink  Sleeves  at  about  half,  to  secure  her  custom. 
The  hens  in  the  meantime  clucked  cheerfully,  and  Helen  was  in 
a  parlous  state  when  in  the  end  they  had  to  be  cut  oft’  untimely 
and  stewed.  ‘  But  with  ruin  staring  us  in  the  face,’  she  said, 
1  what  else  could  we  do  ?  ’ 

This  will  serve  as  an  explanation  to  posterity,  if  any  should 
inquire,  why  it  was  that  toward  the  end  of  the  nineteenth  century 
in  Bengal  only  Members  of  Council  were  in  the  habit  of  keeping 
hens. 


'  Crushed  food  for  horses. 
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CHAPTER  XV 

HE  cold  weather  is  not  a  season  of 
unqualified  delight  in  Calcutta,  in 
spite  of  the  glorious  coming  of  the 
Raj  into  his  winter  palace,  and 
the  consequent  nautch.  The  cold 
weather  has  its  trifling  drawbacks. 
The  mosquitoes  and  the  globe¬ 
trotters  are  so  bad  then  that  some 
people  have  been  known  to  prefer 
the  comparative  seclusion  they  enjoy  when  the  thermometer 
stands  at  103°  in  the  shade,  when  the  mosquitoes  have  gone  to 
the  Hills,  pursuing  the  fat  of  the  land,  and  the  globe-trotters  to 
northern  latitudes  seeking  publishers. 

It  may  be  set  down  as  an  axiom  that  the  genus  globe-trotter 
is  unloved  in  Calcutta.  It  may  also  be  set  down  as  an  axiom 
that  it  is  his  own  fault,  for  reasons  that  may  appear.  But  there 
are  globe-trotters  and  globe-trotters,  and  of  some  the  offence  is 
venial — nothing  more,  perhaps,  than  that  they  make  the  hotels 
uncomfortable,  and  put  up  the  price  of  native  curiosities.  And 
some  are  amusing  in  their  way,  and  some  bring  English  con¬ 
versation  with  them  ;  and  I  have  known  one  to  be  grateful  for 
such  poor  favours  as  he  received,  but  he  was  not  a  globe-trotter 
that  took  himself  seriously.  It  is  also  possible,  I  believe,  if  one 
lives  in  India  long  enough,  to  come  across  a  globe-trotter  who 
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is  modest  and  teachable,  but  we  have  been  ont  here  only  twenty- 
two  years,  and  I  am  going  home  without  having  seen  one. 

The  Parliamentary  globe-trotter  represents  the  species  which 
has  impressed  itself  most  upon  Anglo-India.  He  has  given  a 
character  and  a  finish,  as  it  were,  to  the  whole  genus.  He  has 
made  himself  so  prevalent  and  of  such  repute  that,  meeting  any 
stalwart  stranger  of  cheerful  aggressive  countenance  at  His 
Excellency’s  board,  we  are  apt  to  inquire  amongst  ourselves,  1  of 
what  district  ?  ’  hoping,  for  reasons  private  to  Anglo-India,  that 
it  may  not  be  a  Radical  one.  The  initials  ‘  M.P.’  have  become 
cabalistic  signs.  They  fill  us  with  the  memory  of  past  reproaches 
and  the  certainty  of  coming  ones.  They  stand  for  much  im¬ 
proper  language,  not  entirely  used  in  India.  They  inspire  a 
terrible  form  of  fear,  the  apprehension  of  the  unknown,  for  the 
potentials  of  the  globe-trotting  M.P.  are  only  revealed  in  caucus, 
the  simple  Anglo-Indian  cannot  forecast  them.  Regularly  with 
December  he  arrives,  yearly  more  vigorous,  more  inquisitive, 
more  corpulent,  more  disposed  to  make  a  note  of  it.  We  have 
also  noticed  an  annual  increase  in  his  political  importance,  his 
loquacity,  and  his  capacity  to  be  taken  in,  which  he  would  con¬ 
sider  better  described  as  ability  to  form  an  independent  opinion. 
At  this  moment  we  are  looking  forward  to  the  last  straw  in  the 
shape  of  Lord  Randolph  Churchill. 

Mr.  Jonas  Batcham,  M.P.,  was  not  so  great  a  man  as  Lord 
Randolph  Churchill  when  he  arrived  in  Calcutta  last  cold 
weather ;  what  he  may  have  become  since,  by  the  diligent  use  of 
his  Indian  experiences  and  information  collected  ‘  on  the  spot,’ 
I  have  no  means  of  knowing.  George  Browne’s  father  was  one 
of  Mr.  Batcham's  constituents,  and  this  made  Mr.  Batcham 
willing  to  stay  with  the  Brownes  while  he  was  inspecting  Cal¬ 
cutta  and  collecting  advice  to  offer  to  the  Viceroy.  He  kindly 
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put  up  with  them  for  several  weeks,  and  when  he  went  away  he 
gave  four  annas  to  the  sweeper. 
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Mr.  Batcliam  occasionally  described  himself  as  one  of  the 
largest  manufacturers  in  the  North  of  England,  and  though  the 
description  leaves  something  to  be  desired,  it  does  suggest  Mr. 
Batcliam.  He  was  large,  imposing  in  front,  massive  in  the 
rear.  He  was  grey-whiskered,  of  a  rubicund  countenance,  of  a 
double  chin.  He  wore  a  soft  felt  hat  a  little  on  one  side,  and 
his  hands  in  his  pockets,  a  habit  which  always  strikes  me  as 
characteristic  of  a  real  manufacturer.  He  was  very  well  in¬ 
formed — they  all  are.  He  had  a  suave  yet  off-hand  manner,  a 
business-like  smile,  a  sonorous  bass  voice,  and  a  deep,  raging, 
and  unquenchable  thirst  for  facts. 

Mr.  Batcliam  was  very  much  aware  of  his  value  to  the 
Brownes  as  a  new  arrival  from  England — a  delicate  appreciation 
of  himself,  which  is  never  wanting  to  a  globe-trotter.  Mr. 
Batcliam  blandly  mixed  himself  up  with  the  days  when  people 
came  round  the  Cape  in  a  sailing-ship,  or  across  the  sands  of 
Suez  on  a  camel,  and  invested  himself  with  all  the  sentimental 
interest  that  might  attach  to  a  fellow-countryman  discovered  in 
the  interior  of  Bechuanaland.  A  generous  philanthropic  instinct 
rose  up  and  surged  within  him  as  he  thought,  in  the  midst  of 
his  joyful  impressions  of  the  tropics,  how  much  pleasure  his 
mere  presence  was  probably  imparting.  He  almost  felt  at 
moments  as  if  he  had  undertaken  this  long,  arduous,  and  ex¬ 
pensive  journey  in  the  interests  of  the  Brownes  as  well  as  those 
of  his  constituents. 

The  great  concourse  of  his  kind  in  the  hotels,  the  telegrams 
in  the  morning’s  Englishman ,  the  presence  of  overland  cheese, 
the  electric  light,  and  the  modern  bacteriologist,  should  have  , 
rebuked  this  pretension  somewhat,  but  it  is  doubtful  if  any¬ 
thing  could  do  that.  ‘  I  saw  both  your  parents  before  I  sailed,’ 
said  Mr.  Batcliam,  in  liberal  compensation,  as  it  were,  for  his 
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first  dinner,  ‘  and  left  tliem  quite  well.’  And  wlien  young 
Browne  replied  that  since  then,  he  was  sorry  to  say,  his  mother 
had  had  a  bad  attack  of  bronchitis — however,  by  the  last  mail 
they  had  heard  she  was  getting  over  it,  the  damper  was  only 
momentary,  and  Mr.  Batcham  proceeded  to  inform  them  that 
Parnell  was  dead. 

Oh,  he  was  sufficiently  communicative,  that  Batcham,  suffi¬ 
ciently  willing  to  impart  his  impressions,  as  expansive  by  the 
time  they  got  to  the  joint  as  ever  you  liked.  He  had  a  certain 
humorous  perception  of  what  was  expected  of  him.  As  a  ‘  globe¬ 
trotter/  he  was  familiar  with  the  expression,  and  applied  it  to 
himself  jovially  without  shame.  The  perception  was  incomplete, 
and  therefore  did  not  make  Mr.  Batcham  uncomfortable.  How¬ 
ever,  he  understood  perfectly  that  globe-trotters  as  a  class  were 
frequently  and  prodigiously  taken  in.  Acting  upon  this,  Mr. 
Batcham  made  his  incredulity  the  strong  point  of  his  intelligence, 
and  received  certain  kinds  of  information  with  an  almost  obvious 
wink.  That  very  first  night  at  dinner,  he  proclaimed  himself 
to  the  Brownes  a  person  who  could  not  be  imposed  upon — useless 
to  try.  £  Coming  down  from  Benares,’  said  Mr.  Batcham,  ‘  I 
travelled  with  a  couple  of  men  who  said  they  were  indigo  planters, 
and  so  they  may  have  been  for  all  I  know.  Anyhow  they  spotted 
me  to  be  a  globe-trotter — said  they  knew  it  by  the  kind  of  hat 
I  wore — and  then  they  proceeded  to  fill  me  up  about  the  country. 
One  fellow  said  he  didn’t  own  a  yard  of  indigo  land  himself ; 
always  got  the  peasants  to  grow  it  for  him ;  and  the  other  went 
into  some  complicated  explanation  of  how  blue  indigo  was  got 
by  squeezing  green  leaves.  All  sorts  of  yarns  they  told  me. 
How  the  natives  wouldn’t  eat  factory  sugar,  because  they  be¬ 
lieved  it  defiled  in  the  preparation,  but  preferred  drain  water 
to  any  other.  How  a  Hill  woman  would  make  nothing  of 
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carrying  me  on  her  back  a  thousand  feet  steady  climbing.  How 
in  the  part  of  the  country  we  were  going  through  it  was  so  hot 
in  June  that  men  had  servants  to  drench  them  with  water  in 
the  middle  of  the  night  regularly.  I  saw  they  were  enjoying 
it,  so  I  let  them  go  on ;  in  fact,  I  rather  drew  them  out,  especi¬ 
ally  about  indigo — took  it  all  in  and  cried  for  more,  as  the 
babies  do  for  patent  medicine.  Then  when  we  got  out  at  the 
station  here  I  said,  “  Thank  you,  gentlemen,  for  all  the  £  infor¬ 
mation  ’  you  have  given  me.  It  has  been  very  entertaining. 
Of  course  you  will  understand,  however,  that  I  don’t  believe  a 
word  of  it.  Good  morning  !  ”  I  fancy  those  two  indigo  planters 
will  hesitate  before  they  tackle  their  next  globe-trotter.  I 
never  saw  men  look  more  astonished  in  my  life.’ 

‘  I  should  think  so  !  ’  exclaimed  young  Browne ;  ‘  what  they 
told  you  was  wholly  and  literally  true.’ 

Mr.  Jonas  Batcham  looked  at  his  host  with  a  humorous 
twinkle.  £  Don’t  you  try  it  on,’  said  he. 

Although  Mr.  Batcham  found  it  advisable  to  shed  so  much  of 
the  light  of  his  countenance  upon  the  Brownes,  as  I  have  said,  it 
was  native  India  that  he  came  to  see  and  report  upon.  And  to 
this  end  he  had  read  one  or  two  of  the  most  recent  publications 
on  the  subject,  works  produced,  that  is  to  say,  by  our  very  most 
recent  visitors,  smoking  from  the  London  press  before  their 
author’s  names  were  dry  in  the  Bombay  hotel  register.  These 
volumes  had  given  Mr.  Batcham  comprehensive  ideas  of  native 
India,  and  he  knew  that  between  Cape  Comorin  and  Peshawur 
were  lying  two  hundred  and  fifty  million  people  urgently  in  need 
of  his  benevolent  interference.  They  were  of  different  races, 
religions,  customs,  and  languages ;  Mr.  Batcham  had  expected 
to  find  that,  and  had  equipped  himself  for  it  by  learning  the  names 
of  almost  all  of  them.  He  was  acquainted  with  several  of  their 
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gods,  lie  knew  that  Ganesli  had  an  elephant’s  head,  that  Kali 
loved  the  blood  of  goats,  and  that  Krishna  was  the  source  of  all 
things.  He  was  aware  also  that  it  was  not  p roper  to  speak  of 
Mahomedan  rajahs  or  Hindu  sheiks,  and  he  had  informed 
himself  upon  the  subject  of  Eastern  polygamy.  Mr.  Batcham 
was  a  person  of  intelligence  who  did  not  travel  without  preparing 
his  mind,  and  though  according  to  his  own  modest  statement 
there  was  still  a  great  deal  that  he  didn’t  know  about  India,  it 
was  open  to  an  appreciative  person  to  doubt  this.  In  one 
direction  Mr.  Batcham  had  prepared  his  mind  with  particular 
care,  so  that  the  very  slightest  impression  could  not  fail  to  be 
deep  and  permanent — in  the  direction  of  the  wrongs,  the 
sufferings,  the  grievances  under  British  rule,  of  his  two  hundred 
and  fifty  million  fellow-subjects  in  India.  Upon  this  point  Mr. 
Batcham  was  tender  and  susceptible  to  a  degree  that  contrasted 
singularly  with  his  attitude  towards  the  rest  of  the  world,  which 
had  never  found  reason  to  consider  him  a  philanthropist.  This 
solicitude  about  his  Indian  brethren  was  the  more  touching 
perhaps  on  that  account,  and  the  more  remarkable  because  it 
found  only  cause  for  grief  and  remorse  in  the  condition  of  native 
India.  Any  trifling  benefits  that  have  accrued  to  the  people 
through  British  administration — -one  thinks  of  public  works, 
sanitation,  education,  courts  of  justice,  and  so  forth — Mr.  Batcham 
either  depreciated  or  ignored.  We  had  done  so  little,  so  ‘  terribly 
little,’  as  Mr.  Batcham  put  it,  compared  with  what  we  might 
have  done,  and  of  that  little  so  much  had  been  done  badly  ! 
Daily  Mr.  Batcham  discovered  more  things  that  had  been 
neglected,  and  more  things  that  had  been  done  badly.  He  looked 
for  them  carefully,  and  whenever  he  found  one  he  wept  audibly 
and  made  a  note  of  it.  Time  would  fail  me,  as  the  preacher 
says,  to  recount  all  the  iniquities  that  came  under  Mr.  Batcham’s 
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observation  during  the  weeks  lie  spent  in  India,  and  I  am 
unworthy  to  describe  the  energy  and  self-forgetfulness  with  which 
he  threw  himself  into  the  task  of  ‘  investigating  ’  them,  always 
with  the  most  copious  notes.  There  was  the  fact  that  both 
opium  and  country  spirit  were  sold  to  the  innocent  Hindu,  not 
only  with  the  Government  cognisance  but  actually  under  Govern¬ 
ment  regulations,  the  outrage  to  every  Briton’s  conscience  being 
that  revenues  were  derived  therefrom.  The  Government  fattened, 
in  Mr.  Batcham’s  graphic  figure,  upon  the  physical  misery  and 
moral  degradation  of  its  helpless  wards.  Mr.  Batcham  searched 
his  mind  in  vain  to  find  a  parallel  to  this,  strange  as  it  may  seem 
in  connection  with  his  accurate  acquaintance  with  the  amount  of 
excise  paid  by  his  brother  philanthropists  in  British  beer.  The 
position  of  the  Government  of  India  was  monstrously  unique.  If 
Mr.  Batcham  were  the  Government  of  India,  he  would  scorn  to  fill 
the  treasury  with  the  returns  of  vice.  Mr.  Batcham  would  tax 
nothing  but  virtue  and  the  pay  of  Government  servants.  And 
though  Mr.  Batcham  was  not  the  Government  of  India,  was  he 
not  entitled  from  his  seat  in  the  British  House  of  Commons  and 
the  depth  of  his  righteous  indignation  to  call  the  Government 
of  India  to  account  ?  For  what  else,  then,  did  Jonas  Batcham, 
M.P.,  one  of  the  largest  manufacturers  in  the  North  of  England, 
with  little  time  to  spare,  undertake  this  arduous  and  expensive 
journey  to  the  East  ?  Oh,  there  were  many  things  that  grieved 
him,  Mr.  Batcham,  many  things  to  which  he  felt  compelled  to  take 
exception,  of  which  he  felt  compelled  to  make  a  note.  He  was 
grieved  at  the  attitude  of  the  Government  towards  the  native 
press  in  the  matter  of  seditious  and  disloyal  editorials,  scattered 
by  thousands  under  shelter  of  the  vernacular  amongst  an  ignorant 
and  fanatic  population.  Mr.  Batcham  did  not  wish  to  see  this 
practice  discouraged.  The  liberty  of  the  press  Mr.  Batcham 
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considered  the  foundation-stone  of  the  liberty  of  the  subject ;  let 
the  people  raise  their  voice.  Grieved  also  was  Mr.  Batcham  at 
the  cold  shoulder  turned  by  Government  to  the  Indian  Congress 
— that  noble  embodiment  of  the  struggles  and  aspirations  of  a 
subject  people.  Mr.  Batcham  thought  that  all  native  movements 
— movements  that  marked  progress  and  emancipation  should 
be  warmly  encouraged.  The  suspicion  of  intrigue  was  an  absurd 
one ;  and  this  was  not  merely  a  matter  of  opinion  with  Mr.  Batcham 
— he  had  it  from  a  native  gentleman  prominently  connected  with 
the  Congress.  Mr.  Batcham  had  brought  a  letter  of  introduction 
to  the  native  gentleman — Mr.  Debendra  Lai  Banerjee — and  Mr. 
Debendra  Lai  Banerjee  had  given  him  such  an  ‘  inside  ’  view  of 
the  methods  and  aims  of  the  Congress  as  gratified  Mr.  Batcham 
exceedingly.  Mr.  Batcham  found  Mr.  Debendra  Lai  Banerjee  the 
soul  of  hospitality,  very  appreciative  of  Mr.  Batcham’s  illustrious 
position,  anxious  to  gratify  Mr.  Batcham’s  intelligent  curiosity  by 
every  means  in  his  power,  and  brimming  over  with  loyalty  and 
enthusiasm  for  the  institutions  which  Mr.  Batcham  represented. 
And  when  Mr.  Debendra  Lai  Banerjee  declared,  in  admirably 
fluent  English,  that  the  Congress  was  inspired  by  the  single 
thought  of  aiding  and  upholding,  so  far  as  lay  in  its  humble 
power,  the  administration  of  the  British  Government — to  which 
every  member  felt  himself  personally  and  incalculably  indebted — 
Mr.  Batcham  rejoined  audibly,  begged  Mr.  Debendra  Lai 
Banerjee  to  believe  that  he  was  proud  to  be  his  fellow-subject, 
friend,  brother,  and  made  a  copious  note  of  it. 

Naturally,  under  these  circumstances,  Mr.  Batcham  would 
find  a  very  severe  grief  in  the  relations  existing  between 
European  and  native  society  here,  and  naturally  he  could  not 
find  words  to  express  his  indignation  at  the  insolent  and  indiffer¬ 
ent  front  of  his  fellow-countrymen  towards  the  people  of  India. 
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‘All,’  said  Mr.  Batcham,  ‘  on  account  of  a  brown  skin  !  ’  He 
could  not  understand  it — no,  lie  could  not  understand  it !  But 
if  Mr.  Batcham  could  not  understand  it,  he  could  do  what  lay 
inhis  power,  as  a  person  of  generous  sympathies  and  high  moral 
tone,  to  alleviate  it,  and  he  threw  himself  into  the  task.  Mr. 
Debendra  Lai  Banerjee  gave  him  no  invitation  which  he  did  not 
accept,  offered  him  no  opportunity  which  he  did  not  profit  by. 
He  drove  with  Mr.  Debendra  Lai  Banerjee,  he  accompanied  him 
to  the  races,  to  the  native  theatre,  to  the  English  theatre,  to 
the  Kaligliat,  to  the  Botanical  Gardens,  to  various  interesting 
religious  and  family  festivals  among  Mr.  Debendra  Lai  Banerjee's 
immediate  social  circle ;  also,  on  occasions  upon  which  the 
Brownes  made  immoderate  thanksgiving,  he  dined  with  this 
Indian  gentleman  and  his  emancipated  wife,  who  was  allowed 
to  appear  in  public,  where  she  smiled  a  great  deal  and  said 
nothing  whatever.  Mrs.  Debendra  Lai  Banerjee  had  not  been 
very  long  emancipated,  however,  and  it  was  in  complimenting 
his  Indian  friend  upon  having  so  charming  a  lady  to  be  his 
companion  and  helpmeet,  as  Mr.  Batcham  put  it,  that  he  ob¬ 
served  the  first  and  only  slight  chill — it  is  impossible  for  Indian 
gentlemen  to  freeze — in  Mr.  Debendra  Lai  Banerjee’s  responses. 
If  Mr.  Batcham  could  have  known  how  Mrs.  Debendra  Lai 
Banerjee  was  pinched  for  that  compliment ! 

I  suppose  that  the  entertainment  and  education  of  Mr.  Jonas 
Batcham,  M.P.,  could  hardly  have  cost  Mr.  Debendra  Lai  Banerjee 
less  than  four  or  five  hundred  rupees  when  he  added  it  up,  but 
if  he  had  the  least  desire  to  see  disaffection  and  sedition  properly 
encouraged  among  his  countrymen,  or  took  the  smallest  satisfac¬ 
tion  in  the  aggravated  annoyance  and  embarrassment  of  the 
Government  of  India  by  her  Majesty’s  most  loyal  Opposition, 
he  must  have  felt  that  he  had  done  much  to  further  these  things, 
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and  considered  the  money  well  invested.  Mr.  Jonas  Batcham, 
the  incredulous,  certainly  left  his  hands  so  brimful  of  native 
hypothecations  that  it  would  have  been  impossible  to  lodge 
another  lie  in  him  anywhere.  Urbane,  impressively  self-satisfied, 
and  well  oiled  for  work,  Mr.  Jonas  Batcham,  M.P.,  being  towed 
homeward  down  the  river  Hooghly,  was  a  sight  which  must  have 
brought  tears  of  pious  thanksgiving  to  the  eyes  of  his  amiable 
native  friend  upon  the  wharf.  Nor  was  Mr.  Debendra  Lai 
Banerjee  without  his  private  reward.  Mr.  Batcham,  in  depart¬ 
ing,  clasped  him  figuratively  to  his  capacious  bosom,  and  told 
him  movingly  that  if  ever  he  came  to  England  the  Batchams 
would  hasten  collectively  to  do  likewise.  Mr.  Batcham’s  wife 
and  family  and  friends  would  await  that  event  with  an  impatience 
which  Mr.  Banerjee  must  make  as  brief  as  possible.  Nothing 
would  give  Mr.  Batcham  greater  pleasure  than  to  receive  Mr. 
Banerjee  in  his  home  and  show  him  over  his  c  works,’  or  per¬ 
haps — jocularly — to  take  him  to  a  sitting  of  the  House  to  hear 
his  humble  servant  badger  the  Secretary  of  State.  And  Mr. 
Banerjee  responded  suitably,  that  simply  to  hear  the  eloquent 
addresses  of  his  honourable  friend  would  be  amply  sufficient  to 
induce  him  to  undertake  the  journey,  and  that  to  witness  the 
domestic  happiness  of  his  honourable  friend  would  be  only  too 
much  joy — he  was  unworthy.  And  they  parted  in  mutual 
dolours.  I  anticipate,  however,  Mr.  Batcham  is  not  gone  yet. 
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CHAPTER  XVI 


HAVE  not  yet  mentioned  the  one  matter,  of  all  the  grievous 


-L  matters  that  came  under  his  observation  in  India,  about 
which  Mr.  Batcham  was  particularly  grieved.  So  bitterly,  so 
loudly,  and  so  persistently  did  he  grieve  about  this,  that  one 
might  almost  have  thought  he  came  out  for  the  purpose,  absurd 
as  it  may  seem.  I  cannot  do  better  than  describe  it  in  Mr. 
Batcham’s  own  terms  as  ‘  the  grinding  of  the  faces  of  the  poor, 
through  our  culpable  neglect  in  failing  to  provide  India  with 
the  humane  limitations  of  a  Factories  Act.’  For  years  past 
English  labour  had  been  thus  happily  conditioned,  and  who  could 
measure  the  benefit  to  the  toiling  millions  on  whose  behalf  the 
law  had  been  made  ?  It  was  incalculable.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
the  only  result  of  its  operation  which  could  be  computed  with 
accuracy  was  to  be  found  in  the  out-turn  of  the  mills.  There 
Mr.  Batcham  knew  to  a  yard  how  valuable  the  Factories  Act 
was  to  the  operatives ;  but  this  was  not  a  view  of  the  question 
upon  which  he  dwelt  much  in  India.  While  he  was  with  us, 
indeed,  all  practical  considerations  were  swallowed  up,  for  Mr. 
Batcham,  in  the  contemplation  of  the  profundity  of  our  iniquity 
in  allowing  the  factories  of  this  country  pretty  much  to  manage 
their  own  affairs.  He  did  not  even  permit  himself  to  consider 
that  the  enormous  product  of  Indian  looms,  together  with  the 
cheapness  of  the  cost  of  production,  was  having  a  prejudicial 
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effect  upon  the  market.  He  certainly  never  mentioned  it.  His 
business  was  with  the  poor,  the  down-trodden,  the  victims  of 
the  rapacity  of  the  capitalist,  as  much  among  her  Majesty’s 
subjects  on  India's  coral  strand  as  in  the  crowded  tenements 
of  Manchester  or  Birmingham.  His  duty  towards  these  un¬ 
fortunates  was  plain,  and  heaven  forbid  that  he  should  think  of 
anything  but  his  duty ! 

And  so  Mr.  Batcham  lamented  high  and  low  over  the  woes 
of  the  unprotected  factory  c  hand  ’  in  India.  He  began  his 
lament  as  soon  as  ever  he  was  informed — though  he  knew  it 
before — that  protection  did  not  exist ;  on  the  face  of  it,  oppres¬ 
sion  must  then  be  rampant.  He  himself  was  in  the  trade,  he 
knew  the  temptations  of  the  capitalist,  and  he  would  not  go  so 
far  as  to  say  that,  if  a  wise  and  just  law  did  not  prevent  him, 
the  exigencies  of  the  market  would  never  lead  him  to  be — 
inconsiderate — towards  his  employes.  Reflect,  then,  upon  the 
result  of  almost  unlimited  power  in  the  hands  of  the  Indian 
manufacturer ! 

This  being  Mr.  Batcham’s  pronounced  opinion,  even  before 
he  gave  his  personal  attention  to  the  subject  of  Indian  manufac¬ 
tures,  his  investigations  naturally  had  the  effect  of  heightening 
it ;  one  might  say  they  were  undertaken  with  that,  object.  They 
did  not  heighten  it,  however,  as  satisfactorily  or  as  definitely  as 
Mr.  Batcham  could  have  wished.  After  inspecting  a  cotton 
factory  iffi  Bombay,  a  woollen  factory  inCawnpore,  a  jute  factory  in 
Calcutta,  he  found  that  the  notes  left  too  much  to  the  imagination  ; 
and  it  would  be  useless  to  appeal  to  the  imagination  of  the  House, 
the  House  was  utterly  devoid  of  it.  True,  he  had  seen  hundreds 
of  operatives  working  in  miserable  nakedness  under  the  unpity¬ 
ing  eye  of  a  Eurasian  overseer  ;  but  then  it  was  certainly  very 
warm,  and  the  overseer  had  not  been  sufficiently  considerate  to 
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kick  any  of  them  in  Mr.  Batcliam’s  presence.  They  certainly 
began  early  and  worked  late,  but  then  they  ate  and  slumbered 
in  the  middle  of  the  day,  chewing  betel  for  casual  delectation 
the  rest  of  the  time.  Something  might  possibly  be  done  with 
that  if  he  were  careful  to  avoid  dwelling  upon  the  siesta — and 
he  would  be  sorry  to  lay  stress  upon  any  trifling  amelioration 
in  the  condition  of  these  poor  wretches.  Mr.  Batcham  pondered 
long  upon  the  betel-nut,  but  saw  no  salvation  there.  If  it 
could  be  proved  that  these  miserable  beings  were  compelled 
to  resort  to  an  injurious  stimulant  to  keep  their  flagging  energies 
up  to  the  incredible  amount  of  labour  required  of  them — and 
Mr.  Batcham  had  no  doubt  whatever  that  this  was  the  case — 
it  might  be  useful  to  cite  the  betel-nut,  but  there  seemed 
to  be  a  difficulty  about  proving  it.  The  only  tangible  de¬ 
plorable  fact  that  Mr.  Batcham  had  to  go  upon  was  that 
the  pay  of  a  full-grown  operative — not  a  woman  or  a  child, 
but  a  man — was  represented  by  the  shockingly  incredible  sum 
of  eight  annas — eightpence  ! — a  day  !  When  he  heard  this  Mr. 
Batcham  thought  of  the  colossal  wages  paid  to  factory  hands  in 
England,  and  shuddered.  He  was  so  completely  occupied  in 
shuddering  over  this  instance  of  the  rapacity  of  the  Indian 
manufacturer,  that  the  statement  of  wliat  it  cost  the  same 
operative  to  live  according  to  the  immemorial  custom  of  his 
people— about  five  shillings  a  month — entirely  escaped  his 
observation.  In  the  stress  of  his  emotion  Mr.  Batcham  failed 
to  notice  one  or  two  other  facts  that  would  have  tended  to  alle¬ 
viate  it — the  fact  that  a  factory  operative  is  paid  twice  as  much 
as  a  domestic  servant  and  three  times  as  much  as  a  coolie,  though 
the  cost  of  life  weighs  no  more  heavily  upon  him  than  upon 
them ;  the  fact  that  he  often  works  only  two  or  three  months 
of  the  year  at  gunny-bags,  and  spends  the  rest  of  his  time  in  the 
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more  leisurely  and  congenial  scratching  of  his  fields  ;  and,  above 
all,  the  fact  that  in  India  the  enterprises  of  the  foreigner 
accommodate  themselves — not  of  philanthropy,  but  of  necessity— 
to  the  customs  of  the  country.  It  is  not  the  service  of  the  sahib, 
with  his  few  thousand  personal  establishments,  his  few  hundred 
plantations  and  shops,  his  few  dozen  factory  chimneys  rising 
along  the  Hooghly,  tainting  the  sea  breeze  of  Bombay,  that  can 
revolutionise  their  way  of  life  for  two  hundred  and  fifty  million 
people  with  whom  custom  is  religion  and  religion  is  more  than 
rice.  But  Mr.  Batcham  had  no  heart  to  be  comforted  by  such 
trivialities.  He  made  emotional  notes,  dwelt  upon  the  £  eight 
anna  daily  pittance,’  and  felt  a  still  more  poignant  private  grief 
that  there  was  no  cause  for  louder  sorrow. 

At  first  Mr.  Debendra  Lai  Banerjee  was  inclined  to  assure  his 
honourable  friend  that  there  was  not  the  slightest  need  for  any 
beneficent  interference  with  the  condition  of  his  humble  com¬ 
patriots,  to  praise  but  to  deprecate  Mr.  Batcham’s  enthusiasm  in 
the  matter,  and  to  point  out  that  the  only  true  and  lasting  eleva¬ 
tion  of  Her  Majesty’s  most  loyal  subjects  in  India  must  be 
brought  about  through  that  much  maligned  and  little  understood 
body,  the  Indian  Congress.  But  it  was  a  very,  very  short  time 
indeed  before  Mr.  Debendra  Lai  Banerjee  found  himself  in  full 
union  with  the  noble  aims  of  this  British  benefactor.  He  had 
only  to  learn— and  he  learned  very  quickly — that  his  sympathy 
would  be  appreciated,  to  bestow  it  with  all  the  gushing  fulness 
of  which  the  Bengali  soul  is  capable  and  Mr.  Debendra  Lai 
Banerjee’s  sympathy  was  invaluable  to  Mr.  Batcham.  It  dis¬ 
closed  points  of  weakness  in  the  Indian  factory  system  that 
would  otherwise  have  escaped  his  observation  to  this  day, 
and  suggested  interpretations  which  no  simple-minded  Briton 
would  have  thought  of  alone.  And  it  divined  Mr,  Batcham’s 


1 84  SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OE  A  MEM  SAHIB 

dissatisfaction  that  he  could  not  be  more  dissatisfied  with  re¬ 
markable  accuracy. 

In  taking  measures — Bengali  measures — to  secure  the 
sympathy  of  the  travelling  British  M.P.  with  the  grand  pro¬ 
gressive  movement  of  Bengali  patriotism,  it  is  highly  advisable 
to  discover  as  soon  as  possible  whether  he  has  any  little 
‘  movement  ’  of  his  own  in  contemplation  which  might  receive  a 
slight  impetus  with  advantage.  It  is  then  generally  possible  to 
combine  the  two,  to  arrange  reciprocal  favours,  to  induce  the 
globe-trotting  potentate  to  take  c  broader  views.’  Mr.  Debendra 
Lai  Banerjee  put  the  whole  of  his  time,  and  a  vocabulary  which 
no  English  dictionary  could  improve,  at  Mr.  Batcham’s  disposal, 
to  convince  him  that  this  factory  grievance  was  one  of  the  first 
which  the  Indian  Congress  would  press  upon  the  ear  of  the  Raj, 
once  it  had  an  official  right  to  make  suggestions  to  that 
honourable  organ.  Although  Mr.  Banerjee  quite  agreed  with 
Mr.  Batcham  that  it  would  be  inadvisable  to  wait  until  that 
happened,  he  would  like  Mr.  Batcham  to  understand  how  close 
the  interests  of  the  British  manufacturer  lay  to  the  bosom  of 
the  Indian  Congress — though  of  course  Mr.  Banerjee  designated 
them  as  the  wrongs  of  the  native  operatives.  In  the  meantime, 
however,  his  honourable  friend  was  naturally  restless,  naturally 
desired  to  lend  his  own  helping  hand  to  the  cause  he  had  at 
heart.  Mr.  Banerjee  was  overcome  by  the  sublimity  of  Mr. 
Batcham’s  devotion,  and  suggested  a  little  evidence  acquired 
personally.  If  it  were  possible  for  Mr.  Batcham  to  converse  with 
any  of  these  unfortunate  people  ! 

‘It’s  the  terrible  disadvantage  of  not  knowing  the  language!’ 
responded  Mr.  Batcham,  in  a  tone  which  suggested  that  the 
language  ought  to  be  supplied  to  Members  of  Parliament.  ‘  I 
lucre  conversed  with  ’em  through  another  man,  but  it  was  very 
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unsatisfactory.  Couldn’t  get  anything  definite.  The  fact  is, 
Mr.  Banerjee,  the  other  man  was  an  Anglo-Indian,  and  I’ve  no 
doubt  the  poor  wretches  suffered  from  a  sort  of  unconscious 
intimidation  !  ’ 

Mr.  Banerjee  shook  his  head.  The  head  had  a  black  silk 
hat  on  it,  and  shook  as  impressively  as  it  might  have  done  in 
Lombard  Street  or  Westminster.  ‘  I  fear,’  said  Mr.  Banerjee, 

‘  that  is  unhappily  but  too  probable.’  Then  he  raised  his  eye¬ 
brows  in  a  sadly  submissive  way,  took  out  his  pocket  handkerchie 
and  used  it  in  a  manner  which  suggested — very  respectfully — a 
general  deprecation  of  Anglo-Indians.  Mr.  Banerjee  must  have 
used  it,  I  think,  for  this  purpose.  I  doubt  whether  he  is  even 
yet  sufficiently  deteriorated  by  our  civilisation  to  take  out  his 
handkerchief  seriously. 

‘Above  all  things,’  added  Mr.  Banerjee,  thrusting  his  fat 
hand  into  the  breast  of  his  tightly  buttoned  frock  coat,  and 
wrapping  himself  up  in  the  situation — £  above  all  things  it  is  in¬ 
dispensable  that  your  evidence  shall  be  unbiassed  in  every 
particular.  There  is  no  doubt,  I  deplore  to  tell  you,  that  here 
in  India  the  poor  and  the  needy  amongst  us  will  sometimes  be 
wrongly  influenced  by  the  fear  of  being  deprived  of  the  staff  of 
life.  I  have  even  known  cases  where,  under  unjust  and 
reprehensible  intimidation,  'perjury  ’ — Mr.  Banerjee’s  tone  sug¬ 
gested,  ‘  I  hardly  expected  you  to  believe  it !  ’ — ‘  has  been 
committed !  ’ 

‘  Dear  me  !  I  dare  say,’  said  Mr.  Batcham,  ‘that  happens 
everywhere.’ 

But  Mr.  Banerjee  had  more  than  sentimental  reflections 
upon  the  moral  turpitude  of  his  fellow  Aryans  to  contribute  to 
the  difficulty  of  his  honourable  friend.  He  had  given  his 
honourable  friend’s  difficulty  the  very  fullest  attention.  He 
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had  chased  it  through  the  most  private  labyrinth  of  his  mind, 
where  he  had  come  into  sudden  and  violent  contact  with  Ambica 
Nath  Mitter.  And  in  the  joyful  shock  of  collision  with  Ambica 
Nath  Mitter,  Debendra  Lai  Banerjee  had  said  to  himself,  ‘Why 
didn’t  I  think  of  him  before  ?  ’ 

£  There  is  a  very  intelligent  young  man  in  my  office,’  said 
Mr.  Banerjee,  ‘  who  was  formerly  employed  as  clerk  in  a 
jute-mill  here.  I  think  he  would  most  willingly  obtain  for  you 
any  grievances  you  may  require.’  Mr.  Banerjee  spoke  absent- 
mindedly,  reflecting  upon  the  qualifications  of  Ambica  for  the 
task. 

4  The  statement  of  them,’  corrected  Mr.  Batcham. 

4  The  statement  of  them — precisely,  yes.  Young  Mitter 
has  had  all  facilities  for  observing  the  oppression  in  the  factories, 
and  I  have  no  doubt  it  made  a  deep  impression  upon  his  excel¬ 
lent  heart.  He  speaks  English  also  fairly  well.  I  will  send 
him  to  you.’ 

4  I  should  like  very  much  to  see  Mr.  Mitter,’  Mr.  Batcham 
remarked.  4  Mitter,  you  said  ?’ 

4  It  will  not  be  necessary  to  remember  his  name.  Call  him 
44  baboo  ” ;  he  will  answer  to  plain  44  baboo.”  I  am  sure  he  will 
remember  well  about  the  oppressions.’ 

4 1  should  be  even  better  pleased,’  said  Mr.  Batcham,  4  if  he 
brought  two  or  three  of  the  oppressed  with  him.’ 

4 1  think  he  could  also  do  that,’  replied  Mr.  Banerjee  with¬ 
out  hesitation. 

Then  Mr.  Banerjee  went  away  and  explained  Mr.  Batcham’s 
difficulty  to  Ambica  Nath  Mitter.  Considering  how  discreetly 
Mr.  Banerjee  explained  it,  the  sympathetic  perception  shown  by 
Ambica  Nath  Mitter  was  extraordinary.  It  might  possibly  be 
explained  by  the  fact  that  they  both  spoke  Hindustani.  At  all 
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events,  Mr.  Banerjee  dismissed  the  young  man  of  the  excellent 
heart  with  the  comfortable  feeling  that  Mr.  Batcham’s  difficulty 
would  be  solved  quite  inexpensively. 

Two  days  after,  Ambica  presented  himself  at  the  residence  ot 
the  Brownes,  accredited  to  Mr.  Batcham  by  Mr.  Debendra  Lai 
Banerjee.  Mr.  Browne  had  gone  to  office ;  Mrs.  Browne  had  gone 
to  shop.  Mr.  Batcham,  ruddy  and  expansive  in  the  thinnest  of 
flannels,  occupied  a  large  portion  of  the  small  verandah  alone. 
The  time  was  most  fortuitous,  and  Mr.  Batcham  received  Mr. 
Banerjee’s  labour  with  an  agreeable  sense  of  freedom  for  the  most 
searching  investigations.  Having  well  breakfasted,  digested  the 
morning  paper,  and  fully  smoked  moreover,  Mr.  Batcham  was  in 
the  mood  for  the  most  heartrending  revelations. 

Ambica  was  a  prepossessing  young  man,  Mr.  Batcham  thought. 
His  lustrous  long  black  hair  was  brushed  smoothly  back  from  a 
forehead  that  insisted  on  its  guilelessness.  His  soft  brown  eyes 
were  timid  but  trustful,  and  his  ambient  tissues  spread  themselves 
over  features  of  the  most  engagingly  aquiline  character.  He  was 
just  at  the  anti-protuberant  stage  of  baboodom — there  was  no 
offence  in  his  fatness.  He  wore  spotless  muslin  draperies  depen¬ 
dent  from  either  shoulder,  and  his  pen  behind  his  ear.  In  his 
rear  were  three  others  much  like  himself,  but  less  savoury,  less 
lubricated,  less  comfortable  in  appearance.  They  impressed 
one  as  less  virtuous  too,  but  this  was  purely  the  result  of  ad¬ 
versity. 

Mr.  Batcham  began  by  asking  c  Mr.  Mitter  ’  to  sit  down, 
which  Mr.  Mitter  did  with  alacrity.  Never  in  his  life  had 
Mr.  Mitter  been  asked  to  sit  down  by  a  sahib  before.  Then 
Mr.  Batcham  took  out  his  note-book  and  pencil,  and  said  impres¬ 
sively  to  Mr.  Mitter  that  above  all  things  these  men  must 
understand  that  they  were  to  tell  the  truth,  the  whole  truth,  and 
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nothing  but  the  truth  with  regard  to  the  matters  upon  which  he 
was  about  to  question  them.  Then  he  questioned  them. 

Perhaps  it  is  unnecessary  to  go  into  Mr.  Batcliam's  ques¬ 
tions.  They  were  put  with  the  fluency  and  precision  of  a  man  of 
business.  Ambica  Nath  Mitter  understood  them  perfectly, 
and  explained  them  admirably.  They  elicited  exactly  what 
Mr.  Batcham  wanted  to  know.  His  fat  red  hand  trembled  with 
avidity  as  he  set  down  fact  after  fact  of  the  most  1  painful  ’ 
description — or  possibly  it  was  agitated  by  an  indignation  which 
Mr.  Batcham  doubtless  could  not  wholly  suppress.  And,  indeed, 
the  recital  of  the  wrongs  which  these  three  miserable  men  had 
suffered  under  the  cruel  hand  of  the  tyrannical  sirdar  1  and  the 
indifferent  eye  of  the  callous  sahib  would  have  moved  an  even 
less  susceptible  heart  than  that  of  a  British  manufacturer  in  the 
same  line  of  business.  One  had  been  beaten  with  stripes ;  he 
showed  Mr.  Batcham  the  weal  on  his  shoulder,  and  Mr.  Batcham 
touched  it,  for  the  sake  of  the  dramatic  effect  of  saying  so  after¬ 
wards.  A  nother  had  been  compelled  to  work  four  hours  a  day  over¬ 
time  for  a  week  without  a  pice  of  extra  pay.  The  third  had  humbly 
begged  for  a  day’s  leave  to  attend  the  burning  of  his  grand¬ 
mother,  and  when  he  returned  had  been  abruptly  and  unjustly 
dismissed  ;  the  sahib  had  said  he  wished  to  see  his  face  no  more. 
It  was  useless  to  complain ;  the  factory  sahibs  would  cut  their 
wages,  and  the  other  sahibs  did  not  care.  They  were  all  poor 
men ;  they  could  not  buy  the  law.  At  this  point  Mr.  Batcham 
grew  quite  feverish.  He  unbuttoned  his  shirt-collar,  and  inter¬ 
spersed  his  notes  with  interjection-points.  £  This  is  better,’  he 
said  to  himself — ‘  I  mean  worse,  than  I  expected.’  The  inter¬ 
view  took  a  long  time — quite  three-quarters  of  an  hour — but 
Mr.  Batcham  was  distinctly  of  the  opinion  that  it  had  not  been 
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misspent.  And  when  Mr.  Batcham  closed  his  note-book,  and 
said  to  Mr.  Mitter  that  this  was  a  very  sad  state  of  things,  but  that 
would  do  for  the  present,  his  three  down-trodden  Indian  fellow- 
subjects  knelt  weeping  and  kissed  the  uppers  of  Mr.  Batcham’s 
broad  British  boots,  invoking  the  secular  blessings  of  heaven 
upon  this  4  protector  of  the  poor.’  Mr.  Batcham  had  to  shuffle 
his  feet  under  his  chair  so  suddenly  that  he  nearly  dislocated 
one  of  his  knees.  4  Don’t !  ’  said  he,  4  pray  don’t,  not  on  any  ac¬ 
count  !  ’  And  he  raised  them  with  his  own  hands,  very  nearly 
mingled  his  tears  with  theirs,  and  immediately  afterwards  made 
a  most  dramatic  note  of  it. 

Mr.  Batcham  had  not  breakfasted  the  next  morning,  in  fact 
he  was  looking  at  his  watch  and  wondering  why  the  Brownes 
were  always  so  confoundedly  late  with  their  meals,  when 
his  bearer  came  up  and  inquired  whether  the  sahib  would  see 
again  the  three  4  admi  ’ 1  he  had  seen  the  day  before  ;  they  waited 
below  in  the  compound.  Breakfast  was  still  ten  minutes  off, 
and  Mr.  Batcham  said  he  would  go  down.  He  went  down,  re¬ 
ceived  the  men  with  affability,  and  learned  through  his  English- 
speaking  bearer  that  they  had  been  the  victims  of  great  injustice 
at  the  hands  of  Ambica  Nath  Mitter.  This  one,  it  seemed,  had 
persuaded  them  to  come  to  the  sahib  and  leave  work  for  the  dav 
on  the  promise  not  only  of  paying  them  their  day’s  wages,  but  of 
making  the  matter  right  with  the  sirdar  at  the  factory.  Instead 
of  which,  he  had  paid  them  only  half  a  day’s  wages,  and  when  they 
returned  that  morning  they  found  themselves  dismissed.  There¬ 
fore,  knowing  the  heart  of  the  sahib,  that  it  was  full  of  mercy, 
they  had  come  to  cast  themselves  at  his  feet.  They  were  all  poor 
men,  a  very  little  would  satisfy  them — two  rupees  each  perhaps. 

4  That’s  six  rupees !  ’  said  Mr.  Batcham  seriously ;  4  two 

1  Persons. 
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rupees  eacli  would  keep  you  for  nearly  a  month  in  idleness. 
You  can  get  employment  much  sooner  than  that.5  Mr.  Batcham 
knitted  his  philanthropic  brow.  £  I'll  see  you  after  breakfast,’ 
he  said,  as  the  kitmutgar  came  to  announce  it. 

The  question  of  his  duty  in  the  matter  of  the  six  rupees  so 
agitated  Mr.  Batcham  that  he  consulted  young  Browne  about  it 
at  the  breakfast-table,  and  that  is  the  reason  why  it  is  I,  and 
not  Mr.  Batcham,  who  recount  his  experience  with  Ambica 
Nath  Mitter  to  the  public.  Young  Browne  heard  his  guest 
politely  and  sympathetically  through  before  he  ventured  to  ex¬ 
press  an  opinion.  Even  then  he  deferred  it.  { I’ll  have  a  look  at 
your  factory-wallahs,’  said  young  Browne.  Presently  he  sent  the 
bearer  for  them,  who  came  up  with  two.  The  other,  he  said,  had 
been  taken  with  a  sudden  indisposition  and  had  gone  away. 

Young  Browne  put  up  his  eye-glass — he  sometimes  wore  an 
eye-glass,  it  was  the  purest  affectation — and  looked  at  the  victims 
of  British  oppression  in  India  as  they  stood  with  their  hands  be¬ 
hind  them  in  acute  discomfort,  twining  and  untwining  their 
dusty  toes.  As  he  looked,  a  smile  appeared  under  the  eye-glass, 
which  gradually  broadened  and  broadened  until  it  knocked  the 
eye-glass  out,  and  young  Browne  laughed  until  the  tears  came  into 
his  eyes.  1  It’s  too  good  !  ’  said  young  Browne  brokenly.  ‘  It’s 
too  good !  ’  and  laughed  again,  until  Mr.  Batcham’s  annoyance 
became  serious  and  obvious  and  it  was  necessary  to  explain. 

c  I  don’t  know  what  these  men  may  have  learned  incidentally 
about  jute,’  said  he,  wiping  his  eyes,  1  but  that’s  not  their  occu¬ 
pation,  Mr.  Batcham,  I — I  happen  to  know  their  faces.  They’re 
both  umidwallahs  in  Watson  and  Selwyn’s,  indigo  people,  next 
door  to  our  place.’ 

1  Dear  me,  are  you  sure  ?  ’  asked  Mr.  Batcham,  with  a  judicial 
contraction  of  his  eyebrows.  ‘  What  is  an  umidwallah  ?  ’ 
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‘  Umid  means  hope — a  man  of  hope.  They  come  and  ask  to 
work  in  the  office  as  a  favour,  and  don’t  get  any  pay,  expecting 


1  THE  OTHER  HAD  BEEN  TAKEN  WITH  A  SUDDEN  INDISPOSITION  AND 

HAD  GONE  AWAY’ 


to  be  taken  on  in  case  of  a  vacancy.  These  scoundrels  have 
been  in  Watson  and  Selwyn’s  for  the  last  year.  I  venture  to 
state  they’ve  never  been  inside  a  jute-mill  in  their  lives.’ 
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‘  Tumera  kam,  k'011  hai  ?  ’ 1  asked  young  Browne  mockingly  of 
one  baboo. 

The  baboo  cast  down  his  eyes  nervously  and  said,  ‘  Wasson 
Sew  win  company  Icajjas,  sahib 2  and  the  other  to  the  same  ques¬ 
tion  made  the  same  answer.  They  were  crushed  and  sorrowing 
baboos,  suffering  under  a  cruel  blow  of  fate.  Why  should  it 
have  been  granted  to  only  one  of  them  to  conclude  to  be  indis¬ 
posed  at  the  right  moment  ? 

I  am  afraid  the  savage  Anglo-Indian  instinct  arose  in  yourg 
Browne  and  caused  him  to  tease  those  baboos  a  little  that  morn¬ 
ing.  It  was  very  wrong  of  him  doubtless,  and  then  it  led  to  the 
destruction  of  a  number  of  Mr.  Batcham’s  most  interesting  notes, 
which  is  another  regrettable  fact.  But  the  only  person  who  really 
suffered  was  Ambica  Nath  Hitter.  Mr.  Batcham,  of  course, 
thought  it  his  duty  to  inform  Mr.  Debendra  Lai  Banerjee  of  the 
whole  unfortunate  affair,  and  Mr.  Debendra  Lai  Banerjee,  in  a 
white  heat  of  indignation,  which  lasted  several  days,  dismissed 
Ambica. 

‘  How  could  I  repose  further  trust  in  a  man  like  that  ?  ’  said 
Mr.  Banerjee  to  Mr.  Batcham.  Besides,  privately,  Mr.  Banerjee 
thought  Ambica  grasping.  Mr.  Banerjee  had  entirely  intended 
that  out  of  the  five  rupees  Ambica  received  from  him  the 
‘  factory- wallahs  ’  should  be  paid  in  full. 


1  Your  work,  wliat  is  it  ? 


2  With  Watson  Selwyn  Company. 
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CHAPTER  XVII 

» 

OCIALLY,  as  I  have  said,  Mr.  Batcham 
represented  one  of  our  cold  weather  pheno¬ 
mena.  They  remain  phenomena,  the  globe¬ 
trotters,  notwithstanding  the  regularity  of 
their  reappearance,  flashing  like  November 
comets  across  the  tranquil  Anglo-Indian 
mind,  which  refuses  to  accustom  itself  to  one 
class  of  its  heavenly  visitors  any  more  than 
to  the  other.  It  is  inaccurate,  however,  to  use  any  figure  of 
speech  which  represents  Mr.  Batcham  as  a  meteoric  body.  He 
had  his  prescribed  orbit — it  is  all  laid  down  in  Murray — and  he 
circled  through  it,  revolving  regularly  upon  the  axis  of  an  ex¬ 
cellent  digestion  with  great  gravity  of  demeanour.  When  he 
appeared  upon  Calcutta’s  horizon,  Calcutta  could  only  put  up 
a  helpless  eye-glass  and  writhe  wearily  until  the  large  red 
luminary  dipped  again  in  the  west.  Then  for  a  week  it  set  at 
nought  and  mocked  him.  Then  it  unanimously  forgot  him,  and 
was  only  reminded  of  his  unnecessary  existence  afterwards  by 
the  acerbity  of  the  Englishmans  comments  upon  his  intelligence, 
which  was  entirely  deserved. 

It  was  interesting  to  watch  Mr.  Batcham  in  the  process  of 
forming  an  opinion  of  Anglo-Indian  society ;  that  is,  of  making  his 
observations  match  the  rags  and  tags  of  ideas  about  us  which  he 
had  gathered  together  from  various  popular  sources  before  coming 
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out.  They  were  curious,  Mr.  Batcham’s  impressions,  and  they  led 
him  into  even  greater  discreetness  of  conduct  than  would  naturally 
be  shown  by  one  of  the  largest  manufacturers  of  the  North  of 
England,  of  sound  evangelical  views  and  inordinate  abdominal 
development,  travelling  in  search  of  Truth.  In  the  doubtful 
mazes  of  the  flippant  Anglo-Indian  capital  Mr.  Batcham  felt 
that  it  behoved  him  to  wrap  the  capacious  mantle  of  his  virtue 
well  about  him  and  to  be  very  heedful  of  his  walk  and  conver¬ 
sation.  He  kept  a  sharp  eye  open  for  invitations  to  light  and 
foolish  behaviour  on  the  part  of  possible  Mrs.  Hawlcsbees  and 
Mrs.  Mallowes  whom  he  met  at  Government  House,  and  he  saw 
a  great  many.  When  Lady  Blebbins  asked  him  if  Mrs.  Batcham 
were  with  him,  Mr.  Batcham  said  to  himself,  ‘  There  is  certainly 
something  behind  that !  ’  and  when  Mrs.  Walter  Luff,  who  is  as 
proper  as  proper  can  be,  proposed  to  drive  him  about  the  Maidan 
in  her  barouche,  Mr.  Batcham  said  coyly  but  firmly  that,  Mrs. 
Luff  must  excuse  him  for  asking,  but  was  her  husband  to  be  of 
the  party  ?  Some  such  uncompromising  front  Mr.  Batcham 
showed  to  temptation  in  forms  even  more  insidious  than  these. 
I  need  not  say  that  he  never  in  any  case  failed  to  make  a  careful 
note  of  it ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  long  before  this  reaches  you 
the  glaring  facts  will  have  been  confided  with  inculpating 
initials  to  the  sympathetic  British  public  through  the  columns  of 
the  Times  over  the  bashful  signat  ure  of  Jonas  Batcham. 

Mr.  Batcham  saw  no  reason  for  concealing  his  preconceived 
ideas  of  Anglo-Indian  society  from  any  of  the  Anglo-Indians 
he  met ;  our  morals  embarrassed  him  as  little  as  he  supposed 
that  they  embarrassed  us.  He  discussed  them  with  us  in  candid 
sorrow,  he  inquired  of  us  about  them,  he  told  us  exactly  to  what 
extent  he  considered  the  deterioration  of  the  ethical  sense 
amongst  us  was  to  be  ascribed  to  the  climate.  He  spoke  calmly 
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and  dispassionately  about  these  things,  as  an  indifferent  foreigner 
might  speak  about  the  exchange  value  of  the  rupee  or  the  quality 
of  Peliti’s  ices.  He  seemed  to  think  that  as  a  subject  of  conver¬ 
sation  we  should  rather  like  it,  that  his  investigations  would 
have  a  morbid  interest  for  us.  It  was  reported  that  he  ap¬ 
proached  an  A.-D.-C.  in  uniform  with  the  tentative  remark  that 
he  believed  Simla  was  a  very  immoral  place,  and  that  the  A.-D.-C. 
in  uniform  made  with  great  difficulty  three  wrinkles  in  his  fore¬ 
head — it  is  almost  impossible  for  an  A.-D.-C.  in  uniform  to 
wrinkle  himself — and  said,  with  calm  surprise,  ‘  We  are  Simla,’ 
subsequently  reporting  the  matter  to  the  Viceroy,  and  suggesting 
the  bastinado.  The  story  adds  that  the  Viceroy  said  that  nothing 
could  be  done,  because  an  M.P.  was  certain  to  go  home  and  tell. 
But  this  is  the  merest  rumour. 

Mr.  Batcham  found  the  Brownes  disappointing  in  this  respect, 
as  he  found  them  disappointing  in  other  respects.  They  were 
not  extravagant,  they  were  not  in  debt,  and  Mrs.  Browne  neither 
swore,  nor  smoked  cigarette's,  nor  rode  in  steeplechases.  Mr. 
Patcliam  investigated  them  until  he  found  them  quite  hopelessly 
proper,  when  he  put  them  down  as  the  shining  and  praiseworthy 
exception  that  proves  the  rule,  and  restricted  his  inquiries  to  the 
private  life  of  their  neighbours.  Thus,  driving  upon  the  Bed 
Road  in  the  evening  and  encountering  a  smart  young  pair  in  a 
cabriolet,  Mr.  Batcham  would  demand,  ‘  Who  is  that  lady?  ’ 

‘  That’s  Mrs.  Finsley- Jones,’  Mrs.  Browne  would  reply. 

‘  And  with  whom,’  Mr.  Batcham  would  continue  severely,  1  is 
Mrs.  Finsley- Jones  driving  ?  ’ 

‘  With  Mr.  Finsley-Jones.’ 

‘  Oh — ah  !  And  who  is  that  lady  in  the  straw  hat  on  the 

grey  oob  ?  ’ 

‘  Mrs.  Macdonald,  I  think.’ 
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‘  And  the  gentleman  ?  ’ 

‘  Her  husband.’ 

1  Really !  you  are  quite  sure  it  is  her  husband,  Mrs.  Browne  ? 
I  understood  that  in  India  ladies  seldom  rode  with  their  husbands.’ 

‘  On  the  contrary,  Mr.  Batcham,’ Helen  returned  innocently, 
‘  horses  are  apt  to  be  so  skittish  in  India  that  it  isn’t  really  safe 
to  go  out  without  a  man,  and  of  course  one  would  rather  have 
one’s  husband  than  anybody  else.’ 

c  Not  at  all,  I  assure  you,  Mrs.  Browne.  I  understand  that 
quite  the  opposite  opinion  prevails  among  the  ladies  of  Calcutta, 
and  I  can  depend  upon  the  source  of  my  information.  Now 
these  two  people  in  the  dog-cart  —  they  are  actually  flirting  with 
each  other  in  broad  daylight !  It  is  impossible,’  said  Mr.  Batcham, 
with  an  accent  of  grave  deprecation,  ‘  that  they  can  be  married  !  ’ 
c  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Tubbs,’  said  Helen  shortly ;  ‘  they  were 
married  about  the  same  time  as  we  were.  Why  shouldn't  they 
flirt  with  each  other  if  they  want  to  ?  ’ 

‘  Certainly  not,'  said  young  Browne,  who  was  driving.  ;  It 
leads  to  incorrect  ideas  of  their  relations  you  see.  Fact  is,  I 
caught  Tubbs  kissing  his  wife  in  a  dark  corner  of  the  Maidan  by 
the  Cathedral  myself  the  other  evening,  and  it  was  such  a  very 
dark  corner  that  if  I  hadn't  happened  to  be  lighting  a  cheroot 
at  the  time,  I  wouldn’t  have  believed  that  Tubbs  was  Tubbs  any 
more  than  Mr.  Batcham  does.  Tubbs  can’t  afford  a  popular 
misapprehension  that  he  isn’t  Mrs.  Tubbs’s  husband.  I'll  tell 
Tubbs.’ 

‘  I  think,’  said  Helen,  rebukingly,  ‘  that  you  might  have  taken 
some  other  place  to  light  your  cigar  in,  George.’ 

‘  Didn't  light  it.  Dropped  the  match,  I  was  so  startled. 
Last  match  I  had  too.  I've  got  that  against  Tubbs.  Oh,  I 
must  speak  to  Tubbs  ! 5 
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1  If  you  speak  to  Tubbs,’  Mr.  Batckam  put  iu  prudently, 

£  don’t  mention  my  name.  I  am  glad  to  find  myself  wrong  in 
this  case.  But  Mr.  Banerjee  assures  me - ’ 

The  pony  leaped  forward  under  the  cut  of  young  Browne’s 
whip,  and  Mr.  Batcham  very  nearly  tumbled  out  of  the  backseat. 
Young  Browne  didn’t  apologise.  ‘  Bo  you  mean  to  say,’  said  he, 
in  a  red  fury,  ‘  that  you  have  been  talking  to  a  beastly  baboo 
about  the  white  women  of  Calcutta?  It — it  isn’t  usual.’ 

It  was  as  much  for  their  own  amusement  as  for  their  guest's 
edification  that  the  Brownes  asked  Mr.  Sayter  to  dinner  to  meet 
Mr.  Batcham.  Mr.  Sayter  came  unsuspectingly,  and  I  have 
reason  to  believe  that  he  has  not  yet  forgiven  the  Brownes. 
Nobody  in  Calcutta  could  hate  a  large  red  globe-trotter  more 
ferociously  than  Mr.  Sayter  did.  And  the  Brownes  failed  to 
palliate  their  offence  by  asking  anybody  else.  They  were  a 
square  party,  and  Mr.  Batcham  sat  opposite  Mr.  Sayter,  who 
went  about  afterwards  talking  about  his  recent  narrow  escape 
from  suffocation. 

Mr.  Batcham  welcomed  Mr.  Sayter  as  if  he  had  been  in  his 
own  house  or  his  own  ‘  works.’  He  shook  Mr.  Sayter  warmly  by 
his  slender  and  frigid  hand  and  said  he  was  delighted  to  meet 
him  ;  it  was  always  a  pleasure  to  meet  representative  men,  and 
his  young  friends  had  told  him  that  Mr.  Sayter  was  a  very  re¬ 
presentative  man  indeed,  standing  almost  at  the  head  of  his 
department. 

‘  Oh,  goodness  gracious  !  ’  exclaimed  Mr.  Sayter,  sinking  into 
a  chair.  ‘  Fancy  being  talked  about  like  that,  now.’ 

‘  I  have  a  thousand  things  to  ask  you,’  continued  Mr.  Batcham, 
with  increasing  cordiality  ;  £  a  thousand  questions  are  surging  in 
my  brain  at  this  very  moment.  This  India  of  yours  is  a  wonder¬ 
ful  place,  sir  !  ’ 
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‘  Well,’  said  Mr.  Sayter,  ‘  I  suppose.  I  can’t  help  that.  But 
it  isn’t  as  wonderful  as  it  used  to  be,  that’s  one  comfort.’ 

1  I’m  afraid,’  Mr.  Batcham  remarked,  with  seriousness,  £  that 
your  eyes  are  blinded.  I’ve  met  numbers  of  people  out  here — 
people  of  more  than  average  perception — whose  eyes  seem  to  me 
to  be  blinded  to  the  beauties  of  Ind.’ 

4  Probably  affected  by  tin  dust  of  Ind,’  put  in  young  Browne. 
£  Will  you  take  my  wife  in,  Mr.  Sayter  ?  ’ 

‘  No,’  said  Mr.  Sayter,  ‘  it’s  the  perverseness  of  the  Anglo- 
Indian.  He  thinks  if  he  talks  about  the  beauties  of  Ind  the 
Secretary  of  State  will  cut  his  pay.’ 

1  And  yet,’  said  Mr.  Batcham,  tucking  his  napkin  into  his 
capacious  waistcoat,  4  the  average  public  official  in  this  country 
seems  to  me  to  be  pretty  fairly  remunerated.’ 

c  As  a  matter  of  fact,’  said  Mr.  Sayter  confidentially,  looking 
up  from  his  soup, 4  they’re  grossly  overpaid.  They  live  in  luxury. 
I  am  one  of  them.  I  live  in  luxury.  I  have  a  servant  to  put  on 
my  boots.  In  England  what  action  should  I  be  obliged  to  take 
in  regard  to  my  boots  ?  I  should  be  obliged  to  put  them  on  my¬ 
self  !  And  for  the  misfortune  of  living  in  a  country  where  I  get 
my  boots  put  on  I’m  paid  twice  as  much  as  I  would  be  in  England, 
and  three  times  as  much  as  I’m  worth.  Monstrous,  isn’t  it  ?  ’ 
Mr.  Batcham  smiled  a  benign  smile  of  approbation.  4 1 
assure  you,  sir,  that  is  not  the  way  the  situation  has  been 
represented  to  me  thus  far.  I  hope  that  before  I  leave  India  I 
may  meet  other  gentlemen  who,  like  yourself,  have  the  moral 
rectitude  to  rise  above  mere  considerations  of  gain-— I  may  say 
of  plunder — and  state  the  case  frankly  as  it  is.  With  regard  to 
yourself  I  have  no  doubt  you  exaggerate,  but  I  will  tell  you 
candidly  that  I  have  myself  for  some  time  held  the  same  opinion 
precisely  with  regard  to — with  regard  to - 
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1  The  Indian  services  generally.  Exactly  ;  ’  responded  Mr. 
Sayter,  ‘  and  when  you  get  home  you  mean  to  bring  it  under  the 
consideration  of  Lord  Kimberley.  Quite  so.  1  wouldn’t  be  too 
sanguine  about  popularising  your  view  among  the  Europeans  out 
here — the  Anglo-Indian  is  a  sordid  person — but  all  the-baboos 
will  be  very  pleased.  You  will  of  course  endeavour  to  extend 
the  employment  of  baboos  in  the  higher  branches  of  the 
Covenanted  service — the  judicial  and  administrative.  They 
come  much  cheaper,  and  their  feelings  are  very  deeply  hurt  at 
being  overlooked  in  favour  of  the  alien  Englishman.  You  could 
get  an  excellent  baboo  for  any  purpose  on  earth  for  thirty  rupees 
a  month.  And  yet,’  continued  Mr.  Sayter  absently,  ‘  they  pay 
me  two  thousand.’ 

Mr.  Batcham  looked  reflective,  and  young  Browne  said, 
£  Cheap  and  nasty !  ’ 

‘  Oh,  dear  no  !  ’  remarked  Mr.  Sayter.  ‘  A  nice  fat  wholesome 
baboo  who  could  write  a  beautiful  hand — probably  a  graduate 
of  the  Calcutta  University.  Talking  of  universities  reminds 
me  to  add,  Mr.  Batcham,  that  the  university  baboo  is  not 
quite  so  cheap  as  he  used  to  be.  He  is  still  very  plentiful  and 
very  inexpensive,  but  his  price  is  going  up  since  the  new 
regulations.5 

‘  Regulations  !  ’  said  Mr.  Batcham.  £  You  people  will  regu¬ 
late  these  unfortunate  natives  off  the  face  of  the  earth.’ 

‘  We  should  love  to,’  replied  Mr.  Sayter,  ‘  but  we  can’t.  You 
have  no  idea  of  their  rate  of  multiplication.  These  particular 
regulations  were  a  frightful  blow  to  the  baboo.’ 

1  May  I  ask  their  nature  ?  ’  Mr.  Batcham  inquired. 

‘  Oh  yes.  They  were  connected  with  the  examinations  for 
degrees.  It  was  thought  remarkable  for  some  time  how  uni¬ 
versally  the  baboos  passed  them,  and  how  singularly  similar  the 
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answers  were.  The  charitable  pat  it  clown  to  the  extraordinary 
aptitude  of  the  Bengali  for  the  retention  of  printed  matter,  and 
the  known  tendency  of  his  mind  to  run  in  grooves.  The 
uncharitable  put  the  other  baboos  in  charge  of  printing  the 
examination  papers  under  a  mean  system  of  espionage.  I  regret 
to  say  that  it  was  only  too  successful ;  they  caught  a  whole  batch 
of  baboos  taking  the  means  of  earning  an  honest  living  a  little 
prematurely.’ 

‘  Then  what  happened  ?  ’  asked  young  Browne.  £  I  haven’t 
heard  this  story.’ 

‘I  don’t  remember  whether  they  suppressed  that  lot  of 
baboos  or  not.  But  they  put  an  end  to  the  extra  edition  of 
examination  papers  system.  They  had  the  lithographing  stone 
brought  into  an  office  where  there  was  only  one  man,  a 
European,  and  they  shut  the  shutters  and  they  locked  the  door 
— oh,  they  took  stringent  measures  ! — and  they  had  the  papers 
turned  off  by  a  coolie,  in  solemn  secrecy,  the  day  before  the 
examination.’ 

‘  That  must  have  been  entirely  satisfactory,’  Mr.  Batcham 
remarked. 

‘  It  was  not.  The  baboos  passed  in  great  numbers  that  year, 
and  sent  in  their  papers  with  a  smile.  Then  I  believe  they 
stopped  up  the  key-hole  and  blindfolded  the  coolie.  It  made  no 
difference  whatever.’ 

£  How  did  they  find  out  ?  '  Helen  asked. 

‘  In  the  end  they  took  to  watching  this  simple,  ignorant 
coolie.  And  they  observed  that  when  he  had  finished  his  work 
he  invariably  sat  down  and  rested  on  the  lithographing  stone. 
So  that  he  went  away  charged,  one  might  say,  with  the  wisdom 
of  the  examiners,  and  published  himself  in  the  bazar  for  I  dare 
say  four  annas  a  copy,’ 
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‘  That  boy,  if  he  lived  in  the  United  States,  would  rise  to  be 
president/  remarked  Mr.  Batcham  oracularly. 

‘  He  was  of  great  assistance  to  the  B.A.’s  of  that  year, 
though  I  believe  they  found  him  rather  bony  for  a  satisfactory 
proof,  and  they  complained  that  the  sense  of  the  questions  was  a 
little  disconnected.’ 

‘  Mrs.  Browne,  have  you  seen  anything  of  the  Tootes 
lately  ?  ’ 

‘  Nobody  has,  Mr.  Sayter.  Mr.  Toote  has  fever.  Tempera¬ 
ture  one  hundred  and  five  this  morning,’  said  Mrs.  Browne. 
‘  The  third  attack  this  year.  And  the  Archie  Campbells  are 
going  home  on  sick  leave,’  added  Helen.  ‘  Poor  Mrs.  Camp¬ 
bell  is  down  with  abscess  of  the  liver.  There’s  a  great  deal 
of  sickness  about.’ 

) 

‘  Not  more  than  usual ;  it’s  a  deadly  time  of  year,’  Mr. 
Sayter  remarked.  ‘  You  heard  about  Bobby  Hamilton  ?  ’ 

‘  Hamilton  seedy  ?  ’  inquired  young  Browne.  ‘  I  saw  him 
riding  a  fine  beast  the  day  before  yesterday ;  he  looked  fairly 
fit.  Hamilton’s  a  very  knowing  chap  about  horses  ;  he’s  promised 
to  look  after  a  pony  for  my  wife.’ 

‘  You’ll  have  to  get  somebody  else,  I’m  afraid.’ 

‘  Hamilton’s  not - ’ 

‘Yes.  Went  to  the  funeral  this  morning.  Fine  chap. 
Awful  pity.  Cholera.’ 

‘  And  Mrs.  Hamilton  is  at  home  !  ’  exclaimed  Helen. 

;  With  another  baby.  Yes.  Four  now,  Hamilton  told  me, 
last  hot  weather.  He’d  been  seedy,  and  I  was  urging  him  to 
take  furlough.’ 

‘  Why  didn’t  he  ?  It  might  have  saved  him,’  asked  Helen. 

‘  I  believe  the  fourth  baby  was  the  reason.  He  couldn’t 
afford  it.  Had  to  stay  and  grill,  poor  chap.’ 
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4  How  very  distressing,’  said  Mr.  Batcliam.  4  I  suppose  the 
widow  will  be  able  to  live  on  her  pension  ? 

£  She  will  receive  no  pension,  sir.  Mr.  Hamilton  belonged 
to  the  Education  Department,  which  is  Uncovenanted.  I11  the 
Uncovenanted  service  it  is  necessary  to  live  in  order  to  enjoy  one’s 
pension,  and  that  is  the  reason  why  its  departments  add  so 
little  to  the  taxes.’ 

4  Ah,  well,’  said  Mr.  Batcham,  rather  vaguely,  4  you  can’t 
have  your  cake  and  eat  it  too.  I  should  consider  marriage  under 
those  conditions  an  improvidence,  and  I  don't  understand  people 
being  ill  in  this  climate.  I  think  it  must  be  largely  due  to  the 
imagination.  So  far  as  my  testimony  is  worth  anything,  I  find 
myself  much  benefited  by  it.  Thanks,  Browne,  I’ll  have  Bass. 
I’m  not  afraid  of  it.’ 

Young  Browne  smiled,  and  wistfully  drank  half  the  unsatis- 

O  Jo 

factory  contents  of  the  long  glass  by  his  plate. 

4  To  say  nothing,’  said  he,  in  mournful  reference  to  the 
climate,  4  of  the  magnificent  thirst  it  engenders.’ 

Mr.  Sayter  joined  his  hands  together  at  the  finger  tips  and 
looked  at  Mr.  Jonas  Batcliam.  M.P.,  from  under  his  eyebrows 
in  a  way  which  was  certainly  impertinent,  oblivious  of  the 
kitmutgar  at  his  elbow,  who  patiently  offered  him  iced 
asparagus. 

4  I’m  perfectly  certain,’  said  he,  with  a  crispness  in  every 
syllable,  4  that  Mr.  Batcham  lias  been  benefited  by  staying  six 
weeks  in  India.  If  he  stayed  six  years  he  would  doubtless  be 
more  benefited  still.  I  dare  say,  as  he  says,  we  would  all  be 
benefited  if  it  were  not  for  our  imaginations.  It’s  a  climate 
that  leaves  only  one  thing  to  be  desired,  and  if  some  people  say 
that’s  a  coffin,  that  is  clearly  their  imagination.  Uncovenanted 
people  have  a  way  of  dying  pretty  freely,  but  that’s  out  of  sheer 
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perverseness  to  get  more  furlough.  Most  of  them  go  for  ever 
because  they  can’t  arrange  it  any  other  way.  Ancl  as  for  cholera, 
I  give  you  my  word  not  one  man  in  ten  dies  of  cholera  out  here  ; 
they  go  off  with  typhoid  or  dysentery,  or  in  some  comfortable  way 
like  that,  and  probably  have  a  punkah  the  whole  time  they’re  ill.’ 

The  half-past  nine  gun  boomed  from  the  fort,  and  Mr. 
Batcham  started  nervously.  ‘  I  don’t  know  why  it  is,’  said  he, 
‘  that  one  doesn’t  accustom  one’s  self  to  hearing  guns  in  India. 
I  suppose  it  is  some  association  with  the  Mutiny.’ 

‘  Oh,  we'll  have  another  mutiny,’  Mr.  Sayter  remarked  ;  ‘  it’s 
quite  on  the  cards.  But  you  must  not  be  alarmed,  Mr.  Batcham. 
It  won’t  be,’  he  added,  irrepressibly,  ‘  till  after  you  go  home.’ 

The  conversation  turned  upon  light  literature,  and  Mr. 
Batcham  contributed  to  it  the  fact  that  lie  understood  that  man 
Besant  was  making  a  lot  of  money.  Helen  had  been  reading 
the  memoirs  of  Mdlle.  Bashkirtseff,  and  had  to  sav  that  one  half 
she  didn’t  understand,  and  the  other  half  she  didn’t  like.  ‘  And 
when,’  said  Mr.  Sayter,  ‘  does  your  book  come  out,  Mr.  Batcham  ?  ’ 

‘  I  haven’t  said  that  I  was  writing  one,’  Mr.  Batcham  replied, 
smiling  coyly. 

‘  It  isn’t  necessary,’  declared  young  Browne ;  •  we  should 
expect  a  book  from  you,  Mr.  Batcham,  as  a  matter  of  course.’ 

£  Oh,  well,  I  expect  I  shall  have  to  own  for  some  little 
account  of  my  experience,’  confessed  Mr.  Batcham.  £  My  friends 
have  urged  me  to  do  something  of  the  kind.  If  the  illustrations 
can  be  got  ready,  I  daresay  it  will  be  out  in  time  to  catch  the 
spring  market.’ 

‘  Don’t  forget  the  illustration  of  the  cobra  milking  the  cow.’ 
said  George  Browne,  infected  by  Mr.  Sayter ;  ‘  it  will  add  a 
great  deal  to  the  interest  of  the  volume  without  detracting 
seriously  from  its  reliability.’ 
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£  No,’  said  Mr.  Batcham,  ‘  I  haven’t  got  a  photograph 
of  that,  I’m  sorry  to  say.  The  illustrations  will  be  entirely  re¬ 
produced  from  photographs.  I’ve  got  a -beauty  of  the  Taj,  taken 
by  magnesium  light.’ 

‘  Have  you  decided  on  a  title,  Mr.  Batcham  ?  ’  Helen 
inquired,  playing  with  the  orange-blossom  in  her  finger-bowl. 

Mr.  Batcham  looked  carefully  round  him,  and  observed  that 
the  kitmutgars  had  left  the  room.  ‘  Don’t  mention  it,’  he  said, 
‘  because  somebody  else  may  get  hold  of  it,  but  1  think  I'll 
christen  the  book  either  “  My  Trot  Through  India,”  or  “  India,  its 
Bast,  Present,  and  Future.”  ’ 

‘  Capital !  ’  exclaimed  Mr.  Sayter,  skipping  nimbly  to  hold 
back  the  purdah  for  the  exit  of  Mrs.  Browne.  £  You  can’t  really 
dispense  with  either  title,  and  if  I  were  you  I  should  use  them 
both!  ’ 

A  little  later,  before  Mr.  Sayter  disappeared  into  his  brougham, 
exploding  a  vast  yawn  among  the  wreaths  of  his  Trichinopoly, 
Mr.  Batcham  shook  him  warmly  by  the  hand,  and  re-expressed 
his  gratification  at  the  opportunity  of  meeting  so  representative 
a  gentleman,  to  whose  opinions  such  great  importance  would 
naturally  attach  itself.  £  Joking  apart,’  said  Mr.  Batcham, 
£  the  candid  statement  of  your  views  upon  many  points  this 
evening  will  be  very  useful  to  me.’ 

£  I’m  so  glad  !  ’  said  Mr.  Sayter. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII 


ELEN  BROWNE  never  conlcl  be  brought  to  understand  that 


J--L  she  was  not  rich  with  five  hundred  rupees  a  month.  Every 
now  and  then  she  reduced  the  amount — reduced  it  indeed,  with 
the  rupee  at  one  and  twopence! — to  pounds,  shillings, and  pence, 
in  order  to  assure  herself  over  again  that  it  was  only  a  little  less 


than  the  entire  stipend  of  the  Canbury  rectory,  ‘  and  we  all  lived 


upon  that’  she  would  argue,  as  if  she  had  there  somewhat  un¬ 
answerable.  It  was  to  her  a  source  of  continual  and  lamentable 
mystery  that  they  never  seemed  to  find  it  convenient  to  open  a 
bank  account — it  was  so  unwise  not  to  have  a  bank  account — and 
yet  there  was  always  what  George  Browne  called  a  c  negative 
difficulty,’  always  something  to  be  paid  first.  On  the  last  days 
of  every  month,  when  it  came  to  balancing  the  accounts  and 
finding  nothing  over,  Mrs.  Browne  regularly  cut  the  bawarchi 
six  pice  on  general  principles,  for  which  he  as  regularly  came 
prepared.  Kali  Bagli  cooked  nothing  better  than  his  ac¬ 
counts.  Besides  this,  she  had  her  evening  gloves  cleaned,  and 
saved  the  price  of  a  ticca-dhurzie,  which  is  at  least  eight  annas, 
every  Saturday  by  doing  the  family  darning,  and  this,  in  a 
memsahib,  is  saintly.  Certainly  the  Brownes  were  not  extrava¬ 
gant.  Helen  used  to  maintain  that  the  remarkable  part  of  it  was 
vegetables  being  so  cheap  ;  but  there  was  probably  more  force  in 
her  reflection  that  it  didn't  reallv  matter  much  about  getting1  a 
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cauliflower  for  a  penny  when  one's  ticca-gharries  came  to  three 
pounds.  It  was  much  more  curious  to  observe  how  exactly  every 
month  the  Brownes’  expenses  met  their  income,  with  perhaps 
just  a  trifle  now  and  then  to  spare,  which  they  might  put  away 
if  they  liked,  unreceipted,  to  be  a  nest-egg  for  a  comfortable 
debt  in  the  near  future ;  the  fact  being  that  Kasi  and  Kali  Bagli 
and  the  rest  knew  the  sahib’s  iulub  as  well  as  they  knew  their 
own,  and  were  all  good  at  arithmetic  to  the  splitting  of  a  pi.  It 
is  perhaps  a  tribute  to  the  perfection  of  their  skill  that  they  never 
disturbed  Helen's  idea  that  she  was  very  well  off.  When  the 
rupees  disappeared  more  quickly  than  usual,  she  thought  of  the 
price  of  vegetables,  and  was  convinced  that  retrenchments  were 
possible  and  should  soon  be  effected.  Next  month  Kasi  would 
permit  himself  to  forget  various  trifling  bills,  and  there  would  be 
great  prosperity  with  the  Brownes  for  a  fortnight.  But  in¬ 
variably  there  came  a  time  of  reckoning  when  Kasi  demonstrated 
that  the  income  was  very  nearly  equal  to  the  outgo.  On  the 
whole  Kasi  was  contented  with  the  sahib’s  present  pay,  having 
great  faith  in  his  prospects  of  promotion.  Barring  accidents, 
Ivasi’s  speculations  upon  the  financial  future  of  the  Brownes 
were  very  perfectly  adjusted. 

It  was  the  elusive  bank  account  that  induced  them  to  listen 
to  the  Jack  Lovitts,  who  lived  in  Park  Street  in  a  bigger  house 
than  they  could  afford.  ‘  We  can  perfectly  well  let  you  have  the 
top  flat,’  said  Mrs.  Jack  Lovitt  at  the  end  of  the  cold  weather, 

‘  and  it  wili  be  that  much  off  our  rent  besides  being  a  lot  cheaper 
for  you.  You  see  we  could  divide  the  mallie  and  the  sweeper,' 
said  Mrs  Lovitt,  enunciating  this  horror  quite  callously,  ‘  and 
that  would  be  an  advantage.  Then  w'e  might  have  one  leg  of 
mutton  between  us,  you  know,  and  that  sort  of  thing — save  a  lot 
of  bazar.’ 
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1  But  should  you  like  to  have  somebody  living  over  your 
head  ?  ’  asked  Helen,  pondering  over  the  idea. 

‘  Of  course  not,’  replied  Mrs.  Lovitt  candidly,  ‘  who  would  ? 
But  if  we  mean  to  go  on  leave  next  year  we've  got  to  do  some¬ 
thing.  Jack’s  eight  hundred  simply  vanishes  in  our  hands. 
Last  month,  Helen  Browne,  our  bill  from  Peliti  alone  was  a 
hundred  and  ten — beast!  If  Jack  wouldn’t  insist  on  giving  ice 
to  his  polo  ponies  I  think  we  might  get  on.  But  you  can’t 
reason  with  him  about  it.  He'll  come  home  with  a  broken  neck 
from  that  polo  one  of  these  days.  And  we  haven’t  earned  any¬ 
thing  approaching  a  decent  pension  yet,  and  my  complexion's 
absolutely  gone,’  added  this  vivacious  lady,  who  liked  saying 
these  insincere  things  to  her  ‘  young  friend  Mrs.  Browne.’  who 
began  at  this  time  to  be  amused  by  them. 

‘  I’ve  done  my  little  uttermost,’  Mrs.  Lovitt  continued.  ‘  This 
nougat  is  filthy,  isn't  it  ?  I'll  never  leave  my  dear  Peliti  again  !  ’ 
The  ladies  were  tiffining  together  in  a  luxury  of  solitude.  ‘I've 
sold  three  frocks.’ 

‘  No  !  ’  said  Helen.  ‘  Which  ?  ’ 

‘  That  vieux  rose  brocade  that  I  got  out  from  home  for  the 
Urawing-lloom— the  more  fool  1  ! — and  that  gray  shimmery 
crepe  that  you  like  ;  and  another,  a  mouse-coloured  sort  of  thing, 
with  gold  bands,  that  I  don't  think  you  know ;  I’ve  never  had  it 
on.  Frifri  sent  it  home  with  a  bill  for  a  hundred  and  fifty,  if  you 
please ;  and  I  gave  her  the  foundation.  However*  I’ve  been 
paid  for  it,  and  Frifri  hasn't,  and  she  can  jolly  well  wait  !  ’ 

‘  What  did  you  get  for  it  ?  ’  asked  Helen. 

‘  Ffighty-five — wasn't  I  lucky  ?  That  new  little  Mrs.  Niblit 
— j  ute  or  indigo  or  something — heaps  of  money.  Lady  Blebbins 
bought  the  other  two  for  Julia.  She’s  up  in  Allahabad  you 
know,  where  the  fact  of  my  having  swaggered  around  in  them  all 
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season  won’t  make  any  difference.  What  a  pretty  little  flannel 
blouse  that  is  of  yours,  my  dear ;  I  wish  I  could  afford  one  like 
it!’ 

‘  It  cost  three  eight  altogether,’  said  Mrs.  Browne  ;  ‘  the 
dhurzie  made  it  last  week.  He  took  two  days,  but  I  think  he 
dawdled.’ 

‘  Three  eight’s  a  good  deal,  I  think,  for  a  blouse,’  returned 
Mrs.  Lovitt,  the  experienced.  ‘  Dear  me,  what  a  horrible  thing 
it  is  to  be  poor  !  And  nothing  but  boxes  in  that  upper  flat  ! 
Three  rooms  and  two  bath-i’ooms,  going,  going,  gone — I  wish  it 
were  !  What  do  you  say,  Mrs.  Browne  ?  Ninety -five  rupees 
only  !  ’ 

‘It’s  cheap,’  said  Helen ;  ‘  I'll  ask  George.’ 

She  did  ask  George,  at  the  shortest  possible  intervals  for  three 
days,  and  when  the  subject  had  been  allowed  to  drop  for  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  George  asked  her.  It  became  the  supreme  question, 
and  the  consideration  they  devoted  to  it  might  have  revised 
the  Permanent  Settlement  or  decided  our  r*ight  to  occupy  the 
Pamirs. 

There  were  more  pros  and  cons  than  I  have  patience  to  go 
into,  and  I  daresay  they  would  have  been  discussing  it  still,  if 
Mrs.  Browne  had  not  thought  fit  to  decline  her  breakfast  on  the 
morning  of  the  third  day.  Whereat  young  Browne  suspected 
fever — he  hoped  not  typhoid — but  the  place  certainly  smelt 
feverish,  now  that  he  came  to  smell  it ;  and  there  was  no  doubt 
that  it  would  be  an  economy  to  take  Mrs.  Lovitt’s  flat,  and  forth¬ 
with  they  took  it. 

Moving  house  in  India  is  a  light  affliction  and  but  for  a 
moment.  The  sahib  summoned  Kasi,  and  announced  to  him 
that  the  change  would  be  made  to-morrow,  c  and  in  thy  hands 
all  things  will  be.’  Kasi  received  particulars  of  the  address  in 
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Park  Street,  salaamed,  saying  ‘  Very  good,’  and  went  away  more 
sorrowful  than  he  seemed,  for  he  was  comfortable  and  mighty 
where  he  was,  and  change  was  not  often  a  good  thing.  Besides  he 
knew  Lovitt  sahib  that  he  had  a  violent  temper  and  reprehensible 
modes  of  speech ;  it  might  not  be  good  to  come  often  under  the 
eye  of  Lovitt  sahib.  And  he  would  be  obliged  to  tell  the  mallie 
his  friend  that  it  would  be  necessaiy  to  depart,  which  would  split 
his  heart  in  two.  However,  it  was  the  sahib’s  will  and  there 
was  nothing  to  say,  but  a  great  deal  to  do.  Moreover,  there 
might  be  backsheesh,  which  alleviated  all  things. 

Next  morning  the  Brownes  found  themselves  allowed  one  table 
and  two  chairs  for  breakfast  purposes,  and  six  coolies  sat  without, 
dusty  and  expectorant,  waiting  for  those.  Kasi,  at  the  gate, 
directed  a  departing  train,  each  balancing  some  portion  of  their 
worldly  goods  upon  his  head,  Kasi,  watchful  and  stern,  the  pro¬ 
tector  of  his  master’s  property.  The  dining-room  was  dismantled, 
the  drawing-room  had  become  a  floor  space  enclosed  by  high 
white  walls  with  nail  marks  in  them.  There  was  a  little  heap 
of  torn  paper  in  one  corner,  and  cobwebs  seemed  to  have  been 
spun  in  the  night  in  half  the  windows. 

‘  It's  pure  magic  !  ’  Helen  exclaimed.  ‘  It’s  to-day  week,  and 
I’ve  been  asleep,’  and  then,  1  We’ve  been  awfully  happy  here, 
George’ — an  illogical  statement  to  accompany  wet  eyelashes. 

Even  while  they  sat  on  their  single  chairs  at  their  single  table, 
which  George  put  his  elbows  on,  to  secure  it  he  said,  the  bed¬ 
room  furniture  decamped  with  many  footsteps,  and  after  the  meal 
was  over  there  was  nothing  left  to  testify  of  them  but  their  hats 
laid  conspicuously  on  a  sheet  of  paper  in  the  middle  of  the  draw¬ 
ing-room  floor.  ‘  I  suppose,’  said  young  Browne,  ‘  they  think 
we’ve  got  brains  enough  to  carry  those  over  ourselves.’ 

Mrs.  Browne  put  hers  on  and  drove  her  husband  to  office. 
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Then  she  shopped  for  an  hour  or  two,  and  finished  up  by  coming 
to  tiffin  with  me.  Then  she  repaired  to  Park  Street,  where  she 


‘THEIR  HATS  LAID  CONSPICUOUSLY  ON  A  SHEET  OP  PAPER 


found  herself  established  in  the  main,  with  Ivasi  still  super¬ 
intending,  his  locks  escaping  from  his  turban,  in  a  state  of  ex¬ 
treme  perspiration.  Then  she  made  a  dainty  afternoon  toilet 
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with  great  comfort,  and  by  the  time  young  Browne  came  home 
to  tea  it  was  quite  ready  for  him  in  every  respect,  even  to  the 
wife  behind  the  teapot,  in  circumstances  which,  except  for  the 
pictures  and  the  bric-a-brac,  might  be  described  as  normal. 
And  of  course,  being  an  insensate  sahib,  he  congratulated  his 
wife — it  was  pi’odigious,  and  all  her  doing !  Kasi  was  also 
commended,  however,  and  the  praise  of  Ins  master  fell  pleasantly 
on  the  ear  of  Kasi,  who  immediately  added  another  rupee  to  the 
amount  he  meant  to  charge  for  coolie-hire.  Thus  is  life  alleviated 
in  India  ;  thus  do  all  its  material  cares  devolve  into  a  hundred 
brown  hands,  and  leave  us  free  for  our  exalted  occupations  or  our 
noble  pleasure.  We  are  unencumbered  by  the  consideration  of 
so  much  as  a  button.  Under  these  beatitudes  the  average 
Anglo-Indian  career  ought  to  be  one  of  pure  spirit  and  intellect, 
but  it  is  not  so — not  singularly  so. 

‘  What  we  must  be  thoroughly  on  our  guard  against,’  said 
young  Browne  in  the  top  flat  at  his  second  cup,  4  is  seeing  too 
much  of  the  Lovitts.  They’re  not  a  bad  sort  if  you  keep  them 
at  a  proper  distance ;  I  don’t  believe  for  an  instant  there’s  any 
harm  in  little  Mrs.  Jack ;  but  it  won’t  do  to  be  too  intimate. 
They’ll  be  as  troublesome  as  sparrows  if  we  are.’ 

4  There’s  one  thing  we’ll  have  to  look  out  for,’  said  Mr.  Jack 
Lovitt  in  the  bottom  flat  at  his  third  muffin,  4  and  that  is  being 
too  chummy  with  the  Brownes ;  they’re  all  right  so  long  as  they 
stay  upstairs,  but  we  won’t  encourage  them  to  come  down  too 
often.  We’ll  have  Mrs.  B.  gushing  all  over  the  place  if  we 
do.  They’ll  have  to  understand  they’ve  only  rented  the  top  flat.’ 

4  They'll  always  know  what  we  have  for  dinner,’  remarked  the 
spouse  in  the  top  flat. 

4  They’ll  see  every  soul  that  comes  to  the  house,’  said  the 
spouse  in  the  bottom  flat. 
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‘  It  isn’t  the  slightest  concern  of  theirs,’  replied  the  lord  up¬ 
stairs. 

‘  It’s  absolutely  none  of  their  business,’  returned  the  lord 
downstairs. 

And  they  were  both  ‘  blowed  ’  if  they  would  tolerate  the 
slightest  interest  in  their  respective  affairs.  The  Brownes  con¬ 
cluded  that  1  perhaps  once  a  month  ’  would  be  often  enough  to 
ask  the  Lovitts  to  come  up  and  dine,  and  the  Lovitts  thought 
the  Brownes  might  come  in  to  tea  {  once  in  three  weeks  or  so.’ 
Before  this  they  had  been  in  the  habit  of  entertaining  each  other 
rather  oftener,  but  then  they  were  not  under  the  same  roof,  with 
a  supreme  reason  for  establishing  distance.  Mrs.  Browne 
believed  that  on  the  whole  she  wouldn't  engage  Mrs.  Lovitt’s 
dhurzie— it  might  lead  to  complications  ;  and  Mrs.  Lovitt  fancied 
she  had  better  not  offer  Helen  that  skirt-pattern— it  would 
necessitate  endless  discussions  and  runnings  up  and  down.  Mrs. 
Lovitt  deliberately  arranged  to  go  up  to  see  Helen  for  the  first 
time  with  her  hat  and  gloves  on,  to  make  it  obvious  that  the  call 
should  be  formally  returned.  Helen  sent  down  a  note,  beautifully 
written  and  addressed,  to  ask  Mrs.  Lovitt  to  come  to  tea  on 
Wednesday  afternoon,  at  a  quarter  past  five.  The  ladies  left  no 
little  thing  undone  in  fact  that  would  help  to  quell  a  tendency 
to  effusion ;  they  arranged  to  live  as  remotely  from  each  other  as 
the  limits  of  No.  61,  Park  Street,  permitted.  The  Brownes  had 
always  the  roof  and  habitually  sent  chairs  up  there.  ‘  They 
can’t  say  we  haven’t  rented  it,’  said  Helen. 

Their  precautions  not  to  be  offensive  to  each  other  were 
still  more  elaborate.  Mr.  Browne  ascertained  at  what  time 
Mr.  Lovitt  went  to  office,  and  made  a  habit  of  starting  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  earlier.  Mrs.  Lovitt,  observing  that  the  Brownes  were 
fond  of  walking  in  the  compound  in  the  evening,  walked  there 
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always  in  the  morning.  Neither  of  them  would  give  any  orders 
to  the  mallie,  whom  they  jointly  paid,  for  fear  of  committing  an 
unwarrantable  interference,  and  that  functionary  grew  fat  and 
lazy,  while  the  weeds  multiplied  in  the  gravel  wTalks.  Helen 
even  went  so  far  as  to  use  the  back  staircase  to  avoid  a  possible 
encounter  at  the  front  door,  but  young  Browne  disapproved  of 
this.  He  believed  in  abating  no  jot  or  tittle  of  their  lawful 
claims.  ‘  Use  the  staircase  freely,  my  dear,’  said  he,  (  but  do 
not  engage  in  conversation  at  the  foot  of  it.’ 

They  assumed  a  bland  ignorance  of  each  other’s  affairs,  more 
discreet  than  veracious.  When  Mrs.  Lovitt  mentioned  that  they 
had  had  a  lot  of  people  to  dinner  the  night  before,  Helen  said, 

‘  Had  you  ?  ’  as  if  she  had  not  heard  at  least  half  a  dozen  carriages 
drive  up  at  dinner  time  ;  as  if  she  had  not  decided,  she  and  George, 
indifferent  upon  the  roof,  that  the  trap  which  drove  off  so  much 
later  than  the  others  must  have  been  Jimmy  Forbes’s.  And 
they  would  be  as  much  surprised,  these  two  ladies,  at  meeting 
anywhere  else  at  dinner  as  if  they  had  not  seen  each  other’s  name 
inscribed  in  the  peon  book  that  brought  the  invitations,  and  re¬ 
marked  each  of  the  other,  at  the  time,  1  It  seems  to  me  we  see 
enough  of  those  people  at  home.’ 

They  were  a  little  ridiculous,  but  on  the  whole  they  were  very 
wise  indeed,  and  the  relations  that  ensued  were  as  polite  and  as 
amiable  as  possible.  It  was  like  living  on  the  edge  of  a  volcano, 
taking  the  precaution  of  throwing  a  pail  or  two  of  water  down 
every  day  or  two.  And  nothing  happened. 
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CHAPTER  XIX 

OTHING  happened.  Thus  for  three 
months,  three  hot-weather  months, 
the  punkah  wallahs  came  and  minis¬ 
tered  to  the  sahib-lok  with  creakings 
and  snorings  that  cannot  be  uttered, 
much  less  spelled.  The  mango- crop 
was  gathered  and  sold,  the  iopsy 
muchies  swam  up  the  river  Hooghly, 
and  were  caught  and  cooked  in  their  appointed  season.  The 
Viceroy  and  his  shining  ones  went  to  Simla,  and  a  wave  of 
flirtation  swept  over  the  Himalayas.  The  shops  put  up  grass- 
tatties  for  the  wind  to  blow  through,  and  the  customers  who 
went  in  were  much  cooler  than  the  coolies  who  stood  outside 
throwing  water  over  them.  The  brain-fever  bird  spoke — he 
does  not  sing — all  day  long  in  the  banyan-tree — ‘  Ponk  !  Panic  1  ’ 
all  day  long  in  the  thickest  part  of  the  banyan-tree,  where 
nobody  can  see  or  shoot  him.  He  comes  and  stays  with 
the  hot  weather,  a  feathered  thing  accursed.  The  morning 
paper  devoted  itself  exclusively  to  publishing  the  ‘  Gazette  ’ 
notices  of  leave  and  the  lists  of  intending  passengers  by  P. 
and  0.,  and  week  after  week  the  tide  bore  great  ships  out¬ 
ward,  every  cabin  occupied  by  persons  connected  with  more  or 
less  disordered  livers,  going  home  for  three  or  six  or  twelve 
months’  repairs.  You  could  count  011  your  fingers  the  people  you 
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knew  in  the  Red  Road.  Kasi  asked  for  an  umbrella ;  respect¬ 
fully  as  a  right,  it  was  the  dustur  for  the  sahib  to  provide  an 
umbrella.  The  ayah  begged  for  an  umbrella,  humbly  as  a 
favour  j  she  had  far  to  come  and  the  sun  was  4  ag  kamofik.' 1  The 
kitmutgar  asked  for  an  umbrella,  not  because  he  had  the 
slightest  idea  that  he  would  get  it,  but  because  it  was  generally 
more  blessed  to  ask  than  not  to  ask.  The  cholera  arrived  punc¬ 
tually,  and  increased  the  native  death-rate  with  its  customary 
industry.  The  Lovitts  lost  a  bearer  from  this  cause,  and  a 
valuable  polo  pony  from  heat  apoplexy.  The  latter  bereave¬ 
ment  was  in  the  paper.  The  oil  exuded  more  profusely  still 
upon  the  adipose  tissue  that  encloses  the  soul  of  a  baboo ;  and 
Calcutta  flamed  with  the  red  flowers  of  the  gold  mohur  tree,  pant¬ 
ing  nightly,  when  they  were  all  put  out,  under  the  cool  south 
wind  from  the  sea. 

Neither  the  Lovitts  nor  the  Brownes  left  Calcutta  ;  they  were 
among  the  people  you  counted  on  your  fingers.  There  is  very 
little  to  talk  about  in  the  hot  weather,  and  the  fact  that  nothing 
had  happened  was  discussed  a  good  deal  in  the  dead  privacy  of  the 
roof  or  the  lower  verandah.  Both  the  top  flat  and  the  bottom 
flat  thought  they  had  managed  admirably,  and  congratulated 
themselves  accordingly.  That  nothing  should  have  happened 
caused  them  to  rise  considerably  in  each  other’s  esteem ;  there 
were  so  few  people  living  under  one  roof  in  Calcutta  who  were 
able  to  say  it.  They  told  society  how  agreeable  they  found  it  to 
live  with  each  other,  and  society  repeated  it,  so  that  the  Brownes 
heard  of  the  Lovitts’  satisfaction,  and  the  Lovitts  heard  of  the 
Brownes’.  Indeed  there  came  a  time  when  the  Brownes  and 
the  Lovitts  thought  almost  as  much  of  each  other  as  they  did 
before  they  lived  together. 

Like  lire  ;  gold  mobur  trees  in  blossom. 
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It  had  been  an  extinct  volcano  after  all,  and  they  stopped 
throwing  water  down.  Mrs.  Lovitt  by  degrees  became  easily 
confidential  again,  and  told  Helen  among  other  things  that 
edified  her  exactly  what  they  were  saying  at  the  club  about 
Mrs.  Lushington  and  the  General’s  A.-D.-C.,  Mrs.  Lovitt’s  ver¬ 
sion  coming  straight  from  Jimmy  Forbes,  and  being  absolutely 
correct.  Helen  being  without  a  confidential  male  admirer  upon 
these  matters — husbands  kept  them  notoriously  to  themselves — ■ 
had  not  the  wherewithal  to  exchange ;  but  she  borrowed  the 
Lovitts’  khansamah  to  make  some  cocoanut  creams,  which  was 
going  a  great  deal  further.  When  the  Brownes’  pony  was  laid  up 
with  the  sun,  threatening  vertigo,  Jack  Lovitt  took  young  Browne 
to  office  very  sociably  in  his  cart ;  and  when  the  Lovitts  ran  up  to 
Darjiling  on  ten  days’  casual  leave,  the  Brownes  looked  after 
1  the  littlest  black  and  tan  in  Calcutta,’  and  took  it  out  for  a 
drive  every  day.  They  dined  and  lunched  and  shopped  more 
and  more  often  together,  and  Mrs.  Lovitt  knew  exactly  how 
many  topsij  muchies  Mrs.  Browne  got  for  eight  annas. 

It  was  just  at  this  very  favourable  point  that  the  difficulty 
about  Mr.  Lovitt’s  unmarried  sister  arose.  Mr.  Lovitt’s  unmarried 
sister  had  been  shipped  six  months  before  to  an  up-country 
relation,  and  having  made  no  use  whatever  of  her  time  in  Cawn- 
pore,  was  now  to  be  transferred  to  Calcutta  as  a  final  experiment. 
Mrs.  Lovitt  wanted  a  room  for  her  unmarried  sister-in-law ; 
wanted  Helen’s  dining-room.  It  was  a  serious  difficulty,  and 
the  Lovitts  and  the  Brownes  in  the  plenitude  of  their  confidence 
and  goodwill  agreed  to  surmount  it  by  1  chumming  ’ — living 
together  and  dividing  the  bulk  of  the  household  expenses — a 
form  of  existence  largely  supported  in  Calcutta. 

In  the  beginning,  chumming  lends  itself  vastly  to  expansion, 
and  the  Brownes  and  the  Lovitts  expanded  to  the  utmost  verge. 
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They  forgot  the  happy  result  of  past  discretions ;  they  became  a 
united  family,  no  longer  a  top  and  a  bottom  flat.  They  pooled 
their  domestic  resources — the  soup-plates  were  Mrs.  Lovitt’s, 
the  dessert-knives  were  Mrs.  Browne’s.  They  consulted  each 
other’s  tastes  pressingly.  They  had  brisket  always  on  Saturday 
night  because  ‘  Jack  '  liked  cold  brisket  for  breakfast  on  Sunday 
morning,  and  mutton  twice  a  week  because  young  Browne  had 
a  weakness  for  caper  sauce.  Mrs.  Lovitt  sent  away  her  cook — 
a  crowning  act  of  grace — and  Kali  Bagh  reigned  in  his  stead. 
It  was  all  peace  and  fraternity,  and  the  sahibs  sat  together  in 
long  praise  of  each  other’s  cigars  every  evening,  while  the  mem- 
sahibs  upstairs  discussed  their  mutual  friends  and  sank  deeper 
into  each  other’s  affections.  Indeed,  in  little  Mrs.  Lovitt’s 
Helen  had  absolutely  no  rival  except  Jimmy  Forbes,  the  black 
and  tan,  and  Mr.  Lovitt. 

They  saw  a  good  deal  of  Mr.  Forbes  naturally,  and  the  in¬ 
teresting  and  unique  position  in  the  house  occupied  by  that 
gentleman  was  revealed  to  Helen  with  all  the  force  of  an 
Anglo-Indian  experience.  He  was  nearly  always  there,  and 
when  he  hadn’t  been  there  he  was  in  the  habit  of  giving  an 
account  of  himself  as  having  been  elsewhere.  It  was  expected 
of  him,  and  much  beside.  Helen  decided  that  he  couldn’t  be 
described  as  a  1  tame  cat  ’  in  the  family,  because  the  position  of 
a  tame  cat  is  an  irresponsible  one,  and  Mr.  Forbes  had  many 
responsibilities.  If  Mrs.  Lovitt’s  racquet  went  i  fut  ’  1  it  was 
Jimmy  who  had  it  re-strung  for  her.  When  a  new  theatrical 
company  came  sailing  up  from  Ceylon,  Jimmy  went  on  its 
opening  night  to  report,  and  if  it  were  good  enough  to  waste  an 
evening  on,  he  took  the  Lovitts — generally  both  of  them — later. 
If  the  roof  leaked,  or  the  servants  misbehaved,  Mrs.  Lovitt  com- 
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plained  to  Jimmy  quite  as  often  as  to  Jack,  and  Jimmy  saw  to  it. 
When  Mrs.  Lovitt  wanted  some  Burmese  carvings,  Jimmy  ar¬ 
ranged  it  at  the  jail,  where  the  captive  Burmese  carve,  and  when 
that  lady  decided  that  she  would  like  to  sell  her  victoria  and  buy 
a  cabriolet,  Jimmy  advertised  it  in  the  Englishman  and  made 
the  bargain.  In  fact  Mr.  Forbes  relieved  Mr.  Lovitt  of  more 
than  half  the  duties  pertaining  to  his  official  position,  of  which 
kindness  the  latter  gentleman  was  not  insensible.  Nor  could 
anybody  say  that  little  Mrs.  Lovitt  was.  She  nursed  Jimmy 
Forbes  when  he  was  ill,  scolded  him  when  he  was  imprudent, 
and  advised  him  on  the  subject  of  his  clothes.  I  don't  know 
that  she  ever  put  his  necktie  straight,  but  she  never  would  allow 
him  to  wear  anything  but  blue  ones,  and  made  a  point  of  his 
throwing  away  all  his  high  collars — the  turned-down  ones  suited 
him  so  much  better.  She  did  not  overload  him  with  benefits ; 
but  at  Christmas  and  on  his  birthday  she  always  gave  him  some 
little  thing  with  a  personal  association,  a  pair  of  slippers,  some 
initialled  handkerchiefs,  a  new  photograph  of  herself,  generally 
taken  with  the  littlest  black  and  tan  in  Calcutta. 

Thus  they  made  no  secret  of  their  affection  ;  it  had  the  can¬ 
dour  of  high  noon.  They  called  each  other  Jimmy  and  Jenny 
with  all  publicity.  When  Jimmy  went  home  on  three  months' 
leave,  Jenny  told  all  her  friends  that  she  was  simply  desolated. 
She  declared  to  Jimmy  and  to  the  world  that  she  was  a  mother 
to  this  young  man,  and  no  mother  could  have  walked  and  danced 
and  driven  more  self-sacrificingly  with  her  son.  Mrs.  Lovitt  was 
at  least  three  years  younger  than  her  ‘  Jimmy-boy,’  but  that, 
in  cases  of  adoption,  is  known  to  be  immaterial.  In  periods  of 
absence  they  wrote  to  each  other  regularly  twice  a  week,  and 
Jimmy  never  forgot  to  send  kind  regards  to  Jack.  Their  manner 
to  each  other  was  conspicuous  for  the  absence  of  anything  foolish 
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or  awkward  or  constrained ;  it  was  above  embarrassment,  it  spoke 
of  a  secure  footing  and  an  untroubled  mind.  Mrs,  Lovitt  lec¬ 
tured  Mr.  Forbes,  and  Mr.  Forbes  rebuked  Mrs.  Lovitt  with  a 
simplicity  and  good  humour  that  produced  a  kind  of  astonish¬ 
ment  in  the  spectator,  who  looked  about  her  in  vain  for  a  formula 
of  criticism.  ‘  No,’  Mr.  Forbes  would  say, 1  you’d  better  not  call 
on  Mrs.  Lushington.  It’s  all  right  for  me  to  go,  of  course,  but 
I’d  rather  you  didn't  know  her.'  And  Mrs.  Lovitt  would  pout- 
ingly  acquiesce.  When  Tertium  Quiddism  takes  this  form,  what 
is  there  to  say  ? 

Mrs.  Lovitt’s  official  lord,  at  all  events,  found  very  little  to 
say.  He  liked  Forbes  himself  extremely — capital  fellow — awfully 
clever  chap — and  admitted  him  into  full  communion  as  a  member 
of  the  family  in  good  and  regular  standing,  with  a  placidity 
which  many  husbands  doubtless  envied  him.  The  gentlemen 
were  not  brothers  or  even  brotliers-in-law,  the  relation  was  one 
too  delicately  adjusted  to  come  under  any  commonly  recognised 
description  ;  but  there  was  a  kind  of  fraternity  in  it  which  Mrs. 
Lovitt  seemed  to  establish,  with  tacit  limitations  which  established 
themselves.  The  limitations  were  concerned  with  impropriety 
— in  the  general  sense.  It  is  certain  that  there  were  no 
occasions  d  deux  when  Mr.  Forbes  felt  out  of  it  with  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Lovitt;  they  had  no  privacy  to  speak  of  which  Jimmy  was 
not  welcome  to  share.  In  family  matters  Mr.  Lovitt  treated 
Mr.  Forbes  much  as  a  valued  Under-Secretary.  The  two  men 
were  calling  upon  me  one  Sunday,  and  I  inquired  of  Mr.  Lovitt 
whether  his  wife  were  going  to  Mrs.  Walter  Luff’s  concert  for 
the  East  Indian  Self-Help  Association.  ‘  Ton  my  word,’  he  said, 
‘  I  don't  know.  Forbes  will  tell  you.’  Mrs.  Lovitt  had  frequent 
occasion  to  mention  these  amicable  conditions  to  her  friends. 
‘  My  husband  thinks  the  world  of  Jimmy  Forbes,’  she  often  said, 
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‘  and  Jimmy  is  perfectly  devoted  to  him.’  In  moments  of 
intimacy  after  tiffin  with  Mrs.  Browne,  she  was  fond  of  comparing 
the  two.  ‘  Jimmy  is  a  good  deal  the  cleverer,’  she  would 
say  judicially,  ‘  but  Jack  is  much  the  better  tempered,  poor  dear, 
and  his  looks  leave  nothing  to  be  desired,  in  my  opinion.  But 
then  I  always  did  spoil  Jack.’ 

When  Miss  Josephine  Lovitt  arrived,  tall  and  vigorous,  with 
a  complexion  fresh  from  the  school-room,  full  of  bubbling 
laughter,  and  already  made  fully  aware  of  herself  by  six  months’ 
diligent  spurning  of  nice  little  subalterns,  who  thought  her  a 
Juno  of  tremendously  good  form,  these  ladies  had  further 
confidences.  Mrs.  Lovitt  initiated  them  b}^  asking  Helen  if  she 
didn’t  think  it  would  be  just  the  thing  for  Jimmy,  and  in  the 
discussion  which  followed  it  appeared  that  Mrs.  Lovitt  had  often 
tried  to  marry  Jimmy  off — she  was  sure  he  would  be  much 
happier  married — but  hitherto  unavailingly.  No  one  knew  the 
trouble  she  had  taken,  the  efforts  she  had  made.  Mrs.  Lovitt 
couldn't  understand  it,  for  it  was  only  a  matter  of  picking  and 
choosing,  and  Jimmy  wasn’t  shy.  ‘  I’ve  argued  it  out  with  him 
a  score  of  times,’  she  said,  ‘  but  I  can’t  get  the  least  satisfaction. 
Men  are  queer  animals.’ 

Helen  agreed  that  Mr.  Forbes  ought  to  be  married.  It  was 
so  much  her  opinion  that  she  had  to  be  careful  not  to  argue  too 
emphatically.  It  seemed  to  Mrs.  Browne  that  there  were  par¬ 
ticular  as  well  as  general  grounds  for  approving  such  an  idea, 
and  Miss  Josephine  Lovitt  struck  her  also  as  its  brilliant 
apotheosis.  ‘  Josie’s  a  nice  girl,’ declared  Mrs.  Lovitt,  ‘and  a 
great  deal  cleverer  than  she  pretends  to  be.  And  Jack  would 
like  it  above  all  things.  But.  it’s  too  nice  to  hope  for,’  and  Mrs. 
Lovitt  sighed  with  the  resignation  that  is  born  of  hope 
deferred. 
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Helen  reported  the  matter  duly  to  George,  who  laughed  in 
a  ribald  manner  about  Mrs.  Lovitt’s  intentions,  and  would  hear 
nothing  of  the  advisability  of  the  match,  as  men  never  will.  So 
she  was  not  encouraged  to  suggest  anything  of  co-operation  on 
her  own  part.  Indeed,  she  was  hardly  conscious  of  such  an 
idea,  but  the  married  woman’s  instinct  was  already  awake  in 
her,  and  she  was  quite  prepared  to  do  anything  she  could  to 
further  Mrs.  Lovitt’s  benevolent  design.  It  should  be  furthered, 
Helen  thought,  in  the  interests  of  the  normal  and  the  orthodox. 

Opportunities  did  not  immediately  occur,  because  Mrs.  Lovitt 
took  them  all  herself.  She  gave  tennis  parties  at  the  Saturday 
club,  and  made  up  sets  so  that  Mr.  Forbes  and  Miss  Lovitt 
played  together.  When  Mr.  Forbes  sang  ‘  The  Bogie  Man  ’  to 
them  all  after  dinner  she  made  Josephine  play  his  accompani¬ 
ment  to  save  her  ‘rheumatic’  finger-joints.  Josephine  might 
teach  Jimmy  c  Halma’ — she  was  much  too  stupid  to  learn — she 
would  talk  to  Mr.  Browne.  All  this  quite  shamelessly,  rather 
with  an  air  of  conscious  rectitude,  of  child-like  naivete.  It  was 
the  old  thing,  Jimmy  Forbes  thought,  over  his  peaceful  private 
cigar  ;  it  amused  her  to  do  it,  it  always  had  amused  her  to  do  it. 
Before  he  had  generally  resented  it  a  good  deal ;  this  time  he 
resented  it  too,  by  Jove  !  but  not  so  much.  After  all,  why  should 
he  resent  it — deuced  bad  policy  ;  it  only  encouraged  the  little 
woman  to  go  on  with  this  sort  of  game.  And  for  the  first  time 
in  Mr.  Forbes’s  dawning  experience  of  womankind  it  occurred 
to  him  that  it  might  be  advisable  under  some  circumstances  not 
to  sulk.  He  wouldn’t  sulk  ;  he  would  teach  the  little  woman  a 
lesson.  It  wouldn’t  be  a  bad  thing  to  do.  Besides,  Miss  Lovitt 
was  rather  amusing  and  no  fool  either  ;  she  wouldn’t  misunder¬ 
stand  things.  And  Mr.  Forbes  finished  his  cigar  with  the 
conviction  that  such  an  experiment  would  be  absolutely  safe  so 
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far  as  tlie  girl  was  concerned — of  course  he  was  bound  to  think 
of  the  girl — and  more  or  less  agreeable. 

A  little  later  Helen  confided  to  George  that  she  really  wouldn’t 
be  one  bit  surprised  if  something  came  of  it;  Jack  Lovitt  re¬ 
marked  to  his  wife  that  Forbes  seemed  rather  taken  with  Josie, 
and  he  was  quite  prepared  to  give  them  his  blessing  ;  and  Mrs. 
Lovitt  replied  that  it  would  be  lovely,  wouldn’t  it,  but  she  was 
afraid  it  was  only  temporary,  adding  rather  vaguely  that  Jimmy 
Forbes  wasn’t  a  bit  like  other  men.  On  the  whole  it  wouldn’t 
be  unsuitable,  but  it  was  a  pity  Josie  was  so  tall— she  overtopped 
him  by  about  a  foot — a  tall  woman  and  a  little  man  did  look  so 
idiotic  together.  That  evening  Mrs.  Lovitt  accompanied  ‘  The 
Bogie  Man  ’  without  any  reference  to  her  rheumatic  finger- 

O  O 

joints. 

It  was  at  this  juncture — when  any  lady  of  discretion  living 
in  the  same  house  would  have  been  looking  on  in  silent  joy, 
without  lifting  a  finger — that  Helen  found  herself  yielding  to  the 
temptation  of  furthering  matters,  so  successfully,  you  understand, 
was  Mr.  Forbes  making  his  experiment.  Here  a  little  and  there 
a  little  Mrs.  Browne  permitted  herself  to  do  what  she  could,  and 
opportunities  occurred  to  an  extent  which  inspired  and  delighted 
her.  She  discovered  herself  to  be  a  person  of  wonderful  tact, 
and  the  discovery  no  doubt  stimulated  her,  though  it  must  be 
said  that  circumstances  put  themselves  very  readily  at  her 
disposal.  Mrs.  Lovitt,  for  one  thing,  had  gradually  retired  from 
the  generalship  of  the  situation,  becoming  less  and  less  sanguine 
of  its  issue  as  Helen  became  more  and  more  hopeful.  She  even 
had  a  little  confidential  conversation  with  Josephine,  in  which 
she  told  that  young  lady  Biat  though  Jimmy  was  a  dear  good 
fellow,  and  she  had  always  been  able  to  depend  upon  him  to  be 
kind  to  any  friends  of  hers,  she  was  afraid  he  was  not  a  person 


SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  MEM  SAHIB 


225 


to  be  taken  altogether  seriously.  -Josie  would  understand.  And 
Josie  did  understand  quite  well. 

As  to  Mr.  Forbes  himself,  his  experiment  had  succeeded. 
There  was  no  doubt  whatever  that  the  little  woman  had  been 
taught  a  lesson  ;  anyone  could  see  that  she  had  learnt  it  remark¬ 
ably  well.  Yet  he  continued  to  instruct  her ;  he  did  not 
withdraw  the  experiment.  He  found  it  interesting,  and  not 
exclusively  in  its  effect  upon  Mrs.  Lovitt.  Miss  Josephine  found 
it  interesting  too.  She  thought  she  would  like  to  hand  Mr. 
Forbes  back  to  her  little  sister-in-law,  to  hand  him  back  a  little 
damaged  perhaps.  This  was  doubtless  very  naughty  of  Miss 
Josephine,  but  not  unnatural  under  the  circumstances.  It  was 
only,  after  all,  that  she  did  not  make  a  good  cat’s-paw. 

And  thus  it  went  on,  to  be  brief — for  this  is  not  a  chronicle 
of  the  affair  of  Jimmy  Forbes  and  Mrs.  Lovitt’s  sister-in-law, 
the  which  any  gossip  of  Calcutta  will  give  you  at  great  length 
and  detail — until  the  Brownes  asked  Miss  Josephine  Lovitt  and 
Mr.  Forbes  to  go  with  them  to  see  Mr.  Wylde  de  Vinton,  assisted 
by  a  scratch  company,  perform.  Hamlet  in  the  opera  house,  on  a 
Saturday  evening.  Hitherto  Mr.  Forbes’s  Saturday  even¬ 
ings  had  not  been  his  own,  they  had  been  Mrs.  Lovitt’s.  She 
had  established  a  peculiar  claim  to  be  amused  on  Saturday 
evenings  ;  they  were  usually  consecrated  to  long  talks  of  a  semi- 
sentimental  order,  which  Jack  Lovitt  could  not  possibly  have 
understood  even  if  he  had  been  there.  Therefore,  when 
Mr.  Forbes  showed  Mrs.  Lovitt  Helen's  note  and  stated  his 
intention  of  accepting,  it  was  in  the  nature  of  a  finality. 

I  am  not  interested  in  deciding  whether  it  was  from  purely 
conscientious  motives  that  Miss  Josephine  Lovitt,  having  dis¬ 
covered  Mr.  Forbes  to  have  sustained  considerable  damage,  re¬ 
frained  from  handing  him  back  to  Mrs.  Lovitt.  All  I  wish  to 
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establish  is  that  the  Brownes  dicl  not  leave  No.  Cl,  Park  Street 
until  quite  three  weeks  after  the  engagement  was  announced. 


. . . 


1  MISS  JOSEPHINE  LOVITT  EEPEAINED  FBOM  HANDING  HIM  BACK  TO 

MES.  LOVITT’ 


Mrs.  Lovitt  was  obliged  to  wait  until  they  found  a  house.  And 
of  course  their  going  had  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  dear  Josie’s 
engagement;  Mrs.  Lovitt  made  that  match,  and  was  very 
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proacl  of  it.  The  incident  that  brought  about  their  misunder¬ 
standing  with  the  Brownes  was  the  merest  trifle,  Mrs.  Lovitt 
would  tell  you  if  you  knew  her  well  enough,  the  merest  trifle. 
They,  the  Lovitts,  had  asked  the  Honourable  Mr.  Justice  Lamb 
of  the  High  Court  to  dinner  on,  say,  Friday  of  next  week.  His 
lordship  was  suffering  very  much  from  the  weather  when  the  invi¬ 
tation  came,  and  declined  it,  fabricating  another  engagement,  as 
even  their  lordships  will.  Mrs.  Browne  and  Mrs.  Lovitt  had  then 
reached  that  point  in  the  development  of  the  chumming  system 
— hastened  a  little  by  circumstances — when  one  thinks  it  isn’t 
absolutely  necessary  for  those  people  to  concern  themselves  in  all 
one's  affairs,  and  the  circumstance  was  not  mentioned.  As  it 
happened,  therefore,  the  Brownes  two  days  later  invited  Mr. 
Justice  Lamb  to  dinner  on  the  same  Friday,  the  old  gentleman 
being  a  second  cousin  of  young  Browne’s,  and  in  the  habit  of 
dining  with  them  once  in  six  months  or  so.  The  thermometer 
having  gone  down  to  ninety-five  degrees,  his  lordship,  who  was  a 
person  of  absent  mind,  accepted  with  much  pleasure,  putting  the 
note  in  his  pocket-book  so  that  he  wouldn’t  forget  the  youngster’s 
address. 

‘  We  have  a  man  coming  to  dinner  to-night,’  Helen  remarked 
casually  at  breakfast,  and  Mrs.  Lovitt  was  of  course  not  suffi¬ 
ciently  interested  to  inquire  who  it  was  if  Mrs.  Browne  didn’t 
choose  to  say.  The  man  came,  ate  his  dinner  with  a  good  con¬ 
science  and  a  better  appetite,  and,  being  as  amiable  as  lie  was 
forgetful,  mentioned  particularly  to  Mrs.  Lovitt  how  sorry  he 
was  not  to  have  been  able  to  accept  her  kind  invitation  of  last 
week. 

It  was  a  little  thing,  but  Mrs.  Lovitt  foresaw  that  it  might 
lead  to  complications.  And  so  the  Brownes  departed  from 
No.  Gl,  Park  Street,  not  without  thanksgiving. 

Q  2 
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FOR  the  furtherance  of  a  good  understanding  between  the 
sahibs  and  the  Aryans  who  obey  them  and  minister  unto 
them,  the  Raj  1  has  ordained  language  examinations.  This  was 
necessary,  because  in  war,  contract-making,  or  the  management 
of  accounts,  neither  a  Ghurka  nor  a  Bengali  will  comprehend  you 
if  you  simply  swear  at  him.  He  must  be  approached  through 
a  rudimentary  medium  of  imperative  moods  and  future  tenses. 
Therefore  the  institution  of  the  Higher  and  the  Lower  Standard, 
and  much  anguish  on  the  part  of  her  Majesty’s  subalterns.  The 
Raj  attaches  rather  more  credit  to  the  former  of  these  examina¬ 
tions,  but  afterwards  the  difference  is  nominal — you  forget  them 
with  equal  facility. 

It  might  be  respectfully  pointed  out,  however,  that  the 
Government  of  India  has  done  nothing  in  this  direction  to  stimu¬ 
late  intercourse  Avith  the  native  population  among  memsahibs. 
In  fact  the  Government  of  India  does  not  recognise  memsahibs 
in  any  way  that  is  not  strictly  and  entirely  polite.  And  so  the 
memsahib  ‘  picks  up  ’  Hindustani — picks  it  up  in  her  oavii  simple, 
artless  fashion,  which  dispenses  with  all  ordinary  aids  to  the 
acquirement  of  a  foreign  tongue.  She  gathers  together  her  own 
vocabulary,  gathers  it  from  the  east  and  the  west,  and  the  north 
and  the  south,  from  Bengal  and  Bombay,  from  Madras  and  the 


1  Government. 


SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  ME  MS  A  HIE 


229 


Punjab,  a  preposition  from  Persia,  a  conjunction  from  Cashmere,  a 
noun  from  the  Nilgherries.  She  makes  her  own  rules,  and  all  the 
natives  she  knows  are  governed  by  them  ;  nothing  from  a  gram¬ 
matical  point  of  view  could  be  more  satisfactory  than  that.  Her 
constructions  in  the  language  are  such  as  she  pleases  to  place 
upon  it;  thus  it  is  impossible  that  she  should  make  mis¬ 
takes. 

The  memsahib’s  Hindustani  is  nevertheless  not  perfectly 
pure,  entirely  apart  from  questions  of  pronunciation,  which  she 
regulates  somewhat  imperiously.  This  is  because  she  prefers  to 
improve  it  by  the  admixture  of  a  little  English ;  and  the  effect 
upon  the  native  mind  is  quite  the  same.  It  really  doesn’t  matter 
whether  you  say,  { that’s  bote  atcha  hai  khans  amah-gee ,’  1  or 
‘  this  is  very  carat), 2  you  stupid  ool-ha-beta,'1 3  or  use  the  simple 
Hindustani  statements  to  express  your  feelings.  The  English 
may  adorn  them,  but  it  is  the  Hindustani  after  all  that 
gives  vitality  to  your  remarks.  ‘  Chohee  lao,’  means  1  bring  a 
chair,’  but  if  you  put  it,  1  bring  me  a  chohee  lao,’  the  meaning  of 
the  com  mand  is  not  seriously  interfered  with,  besides  convincing 
you  more  firmly  that  you  have  said  what  you  wanted  to  say.  I 
suppose  Mi’s.  Browne  talked  more  Hindustani  to  Kali  Bagh 
than  to  anybody  else,  and  one  dinner’s  dialogue,  so  to  speak, 
might  be  like  this  : 

£  Kul  ha 4  mutton,  how  much  is  there,  Kali  Bagh  ?  ’ 

‘  Ha,  his  hai,  hazur.’ 5 

‘  Then  you  may  irony-stew  do,G  and  undercut  beefsteak 
munda,7  and  mind  you  find  an  atcha  wallah .8  Onions  fry  ha 
sa  t,  sumja  ?  ’ 9 

1  <<  Very  good,  worthy  Khansamah.”  -  “  Bad.” 

3  “  Son  of  an  owl.”  *  “  Of  yesterday.” 

5  “  Yes,  there  is  enough,  your  honour.”  ®  “  Give  an  Irish  stew.” 

7  “  I  want.”  8  “  Good  one.”  9  “  Fry  onions  with  it.  ” 
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1  Ha ,  hazier !  Bote  atcha  wallah  miligad  Bejmddin  kawasti  ?  ’ 2 

•  Ob,  you  can  plum -pudding,  do — a  chota  wallah,  and  cabadar 
bote  plenty  kismiss.’ 3 

‘  Brunndi-sauce  ha  sat  ?  ’ 4 

‘  Na.  Put  into  whisky-shrab.  Brunndi  burra  dom  hai .’ 5 
And  dekko ,  curry  hazri  na  muncta,  tiffin  muncta’ 

This  last  statement  is  to  the  effect  that  curry  does  not  want 
breakfast,  wants  tiffin,  but  the  heathen  mind  never  translates  the 
memsahib  literally.  It  picks  the  words  it  knows  out  of  her  dis¬ 
course  and  links  them  together  upon  a  system  of  probabilities 
which  long  application  and  severe  experiences  have  made  re¬ 
markably  correct.  Then  it  salaams  and  acts.  The  usually 
admirable  result  is  misleading  to  the  memsahib,  who  naturally 
ascribes  it  to  the  grace  and  force  and  clearness  of  her  directions. 
Whereas  it  is  really  the  discernment  of  Kali  Bagh  that  is  to  be 
commended. 

Considering  the  existence  of  the  Higher  and  Lower  Standard 
there  is  less  difference  between  the  Hindustani  of  Anglo-Indian 
ladies  and  Anglo-Indian  gentlemen  than  one  would  expect. 
The  sahib  has  several  choice  epithets  that  do  not  attach  them¬ 
selves  to  the  vocabulary  of  the  memsahib,  who  seldom  allows  her 
wrath  to  run  to  anything  more  abusive  than  1  Son-of-an-Owl,’  or 
4  Poor-kind-of-man,’  and  the  voice  of  the  sahib  is  in  itself  a 
terrible  thing,  so  that  all  his  commands  are  more  emphatic,  more 
quickly  to  be  obeyed.  But  he  is  pleased  to  use  much  the  same 
forms  of  speech  as  are  common  to  the  memsahib,  and  if  he  isn’t 
understood  he  will  know  the  reason  why.  The  same  delicate 
autocracy  pervades  the  sahib’s  Hindustani  as  characterises  most 


1  “  I  will  find.”  2  “  And  for  pudding.” 

“  Take  care  to  put  plenty  of  raisins.”  4  “  With  brandy  sauce  ?  ” 

5  “  Brandy  is  a  large  price.” 
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of  his  relations  with  his  Indian  fellow-subjects.  He  has  subdued 
their  language,  as  it  were,  to  such  uses  as  he  thinks  fit  to  pub  it, 
and  if  they  do  not  choose  to  acquire  it  in  this  form,  so  much  the 
more  inconvenient  for  them.  He  can  always  get  another  kit- 
mutgar.  The  slight  incongruities  of  his  system  do  not  present 
themselves  to  the  sahib.  He  has  a  vague  theory  that  one  ought 
not  to  say  turn 1  to  a  Rajah,  but  he  doesn’t  want  to  talk  to  Rajahs 
— he  didn’t  come  out  for  that.  So  that  my  accuracy  need  not 
be  doubted  I  will  quote  the  case  of  Mr.  Perth  Macintyre,  and  I 
am  quite  sure  that  if  Mr.  Perth  Macintrye  were  to  be  presented 
to  the  Nizam  of  Hyderabad  to-moi’row — an  honour  he  would  not 
at  all  covet — he  would  find  nothing  better  to  say  to  him  in 
Hindustani  than  ‘  Atcha  hai  ?  ’ 2 — the  formula  he  wrould  use  to  a 

favourite  svce. 

«/ 

Mrs.  Browne  had  a  great  aptitude  for  languages.  She  had 
brought  her  German  prizes  with  her,  and  used  to  look  at  them 
with  much  satisfaction  when  the  problem  of  conquering  Hindu¬ 
stani  was  new  to  her,  and  she  thought  it  would  be  a  matter  of 
some  difficulty.  She  had  ambitious  ideas  at  first,  connected  with 
a  grammar  and  a  dictionary,  and  one  January  afternoon  she 
learned  a  whole  page  of  rules  for  the  termination  of  the  feminine. 
Mrs.  Macdonald  found  her  at  it,  and  assured  her  earnestly  that 
she  was  1  going  the  wrong  way  about  it.’  1  With  all  you  have  to 
do,’  declared  Mrs.  Macdonald,  ‘  you’ll  never  get  to  the  end  of  that 
book,  and  when  you  do  you’ll  have  forgotten  the  beginning. 
Whatever  is  the  difference  to  you  whether  ghoree  is  the  feminine 
for  horse,  or  what  the  plural  is  ?  They’re  all  goralis  !  Now  I 
picked  up  Hindustani  in  the  ordinary  way.  I  listened,  and 
whenever  I  didn’t  know  a  thing  I  asked  my  ayah  what  its  name 
was;  and  in  two  months  I  spoke  the  language  fluently.  So  will 


1  You  (familiar). 


2  “  Are  you  well  ?  ”  (familiar.) 
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you,  but  never  with  a  grammar ;  a  grammar  won’t  help  you  to 
order  dinner.  Neither  will  a  dictionary ;  you  won’t  find 
“  hossnallis  ”  in  a  dictionary.  That’s  Hindustani  for  “horse¬ 
radish.”  It’s  awfully  funny,  how  like  English  the  language  is 
in  some  words.’ 

‘  Is  it  ?  ’  said  Helen ;  £  I  hadn’t  noticed  that.  It  must  be 
quite  easy  to  learn,  then.’ 

‘  Oh,  quite  !  For  instance,  where  we  say  “  stable,”  and  “  coat,” 
and  “  beer,”  they  say  “  ishtable,”  and  “  coatee,”  and  “  beer-shrab.” 
And  the  Hindustani  for  “  kettle  ”  is  “  kettley,”  and  for  “  bottle,” 
“  botle.”  Oh,  it’s  not  a  difficult  language  !  ’ 

One  does  not  cling  to  a  manual  of  Hindustani  in  the  face  of 
the  protestations  of  one’s  friends,  and  Mrs.  Browne  found  herself 
induced  to  abandon  hers  before  the  terminations  for  the  feminine 
were  quite  fixed  in  her  mind.  One  might  just  as  well  acquire 
the  language  in  a  less  laborious  way.  So  she  paid  diligent  at¬ 
tention,  for  one  thing,  to  ordinary  Anglo-Indian  conversation, 
which  is  in  itself  a  very  fair  manual  of  Hindustani.  There  is 
hardly  any  slang  in  Anglo-India,  the  tongue  of  the  gentle  Hindu 
supplies  a  substitute  for  that  picturesque  form  of  expression.  It 
permeates  all  classes  of  society,  that  is,  both  Covenanted  and 
Uncovenanted  classes ;  and  there  are  none  so  dignified  in  speech 
as  to  eschew  it.  Mrs.  Wodenhamer  uses  it,  and  the  mis¬ 
sionaries’  wives;  It  is  ever  on  the  tongue  of  Kitty  Toote ;  I  have 
no  doubt  it  creeps  into  the  parlance  of  her  Excellency.  There¬ 
fore  it  cannot  be  vulgar.  Only  this  morning  Mrs.  Jack  Lovitt 
in  the  course  of  ten  minutes’  conversation  in  my  drawing-room 
simply  scintillated  with  it.  She  wanted  to  know  if  it  was  pucca 
that  we  were  going  home  for  good  next  hot  weather,  and  re¬ 
marked  that  it  was  a  pity  we  had  the  house  on  a  long  bundabust,1 

Agreement. 
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it  was  always  sucli  a  dick  1  and  worry  to  get  rid  of  a  lease.  One 
of  her  kitmutgars  had  been  giving  her  trouble — she  was  afraid 
he  was  a  bad  jat  of  man — he  was  turning  out  a  regular 
budmash.2  He  attended  to  his  hookums 3  very  well,  but  he  was 
always  getting  into  golmals 4  with  the  other  servants.  Had  I 
heard  the  gup 5  about  Walter  Toote’s  being  in  trouble  with  his 
Department  ?  Awful  row  on,  Mrs.  Lovitt  believed.  And  had  I 
been  at  Government  House  the  night  before  ?  It  was  getting 
altogether  too  gurrum 6  for  nautches 7  now.  As  for  her,  she 
had  been  up  every  blessed  night  for  a  week  with  Mrs.  Gam- 
midge’s  butclia  8 — awfully  bad  with  dysentery,  poor  little 
wretch — and  was  too  done  to  go.  It  was  quite  time  the  season 
was  over,  and  yet  they  had  three  burra  khanas  9  on  for  next 
week. 

It  will  be  evident  that  a  very  limited  amount  of  intercourse 
of  this  sort  will  assist  tremendously  toward  a  self-satisfying 
acquaintance  with  Hindustani.  There  is  a  distinct  flavour  of  the 
language  about  it.  But  this  lingers  only  in  India.  We  leave  it 
when  we  sail  away  from  the  Apollo  Bunder,10  where  it  attaches 
itself  to  the  first  new-comers.  It  belongs  to  the  land  of  the 
kitmutgar  ;  it  forsakes  us  utterly  in  Kensington. 

Mrs.  Browne  found  it  very  facilitating,  and  if  she  did  not 
finally  learn  to  speak  like  a  native,  she  speedily  learned  to  speak 
like  a  memsahib,  which  was  more  desirable.  In  the  course  of 
time  young  Browne  forgave  her  the  agonies  her  initiation  cost 
him.  They  began  early  in  the  morning,  when  Helen  remarked 
that  it  was  a  very  £  atclia  ’  day,  they  continued  at  breakfast  when 
she  asked  him  if  he  would  have  an  c  unda  ’ 11  or  some  ‘  muchli  ’  12 

1  Annoyance.  2  Turbulent  character.  3  Orders. 

4  Disturbances.  5  Gossip.  6  Hot. 

7  Dances.  8  Baby.  9  Big  dinners. 

10  A  quay  in  Bombay.  11  Egg.  12  Fish. 
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or  some  ‘  tunda  1  beef,’  and  it  went  on  at  intervals  from  five 
o’clock  till  bedtime.  It  was  her  impression,  poor  dear  thing, 
that  she  was  humorous  in  this  ;  it  was  not  for  six  whole  months 
that  she  learned  how  Anglo-India  sanctions  Hindustani  for  grim 
convenience  only,  declining  to  be  amused  by  it  in  any  way  what¬ 
ever,  and  has  placed  its  own  stamp  upon  such  time-established 
expressions  as  are  admissible.  More  than  these  are  recognised  to 
come  of  vanity  and  the  desire  of  display,  and  Anglo-India  will 
have  none  of  them.  In  the  meantime  Mrs.  Browne  trespassed 
daily,  smiling  and  unaware.  At  first  her  George  received  these 
pleasantries  with  a  pained  smile.  Then  he  looked  solemn,  then 
severe.  When  Mrs.  Browne’s  lapses  had  been  particularly 
flagrant  a  chill  fell  upon  their  intercourse  which  she  was  puzzled 
to  understand.  Whereupon  she  tried  to  dissipate  it  by  the 
jocular  use  of  more  Hindustani,  which  made  young  Browne 
wriggle  in  his  chair.  They  arrived  at  a  point  where  it  was 
obviously  impossible  to  go  on.  It  did  not  occur  to  young  Browne 
to  pi’opose  a  separation,  though  he  had  shocking  liver  that  day, 
but  he  arose  suddenly  and  said  he’d  be  hanged  if  he’d  stand  being 
talked  Hindustani  to  any  longer.  Thereat  Mrs.  Browne,  being 
a  person  of  tender  feelings,  wept.  Whereat  Mr.  Browne,  being 
a  man  of  sentiment,  in  spite  of  liver  complications,  was  instantly 
reduced  to  nothingness  and  suppliance,  when  explanations  of 
course  ensued,  and  Helen  was  made  acquainted  with  most  of  the 
information  in  this  chapter.  In  the  upshot,  whether  Mrs. 
Browne  never  spoke  a  word  of  Hindustani  again,  as  she  proposed, 
or  spoke  it  all  day  long  for  a  year  and  nothing  could  be  sweeter, 
as  he  proposed,  I  have  never  been  made  aware. 


1  Cold, 
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CHAPTER  XXI 


IT  would  be  im¬ 
proper  to  pre¬ 
tend  to  chronicle 
even  the  simple  ad¬ 
ventures  of  a  mem- 
sahib  without  a  re¬ 
spectful  reference  to 
their  clerical  side. 
The  reference  will  be 
slight ;  but  it  must 
be  made,  if  only  in 
answer  to  Aunt 
Plovtree’s  communication  upon  the  subject,  in  which  she  took 
the  trouble  to  remark  particularly  how  curious  it  was  that 
Helen’s  letters  said  so  little  about  parish  matters  or  a  clergy¬ 
man.  One  might  almost  fancy,  said  Aunt  Plovtree,  that 
such  things  did  not  exist  in  India ;  and  it  is  highly  in¬ 
advisable  that  these  chapters  should  produce  a  similar  im¬ 
pression.  Helen  replied  to  her  aunt  that  on  the  contrary  there 
were  several  churches  scattered  about  Calcutta,  with  clergymen 
attached  to  all  of  them ;  also  an  Archdeacon  and  a  Bishop.  Some 
were  higher  than  others — the  clergymen  she  meant — and  she 
believed  that  a  number  of  them  were  very  nice.  She  didn’t 
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know  any  of  the  clergymen  themselves  yet ;  but  she  had  met  one 
or  two  of  the  wives  of  the  junior  chaplains,  and  one  she  thought 
an  awfully  sweet  woman.  The  Archdeacon  she  didn’t  know  by 
sight,  the  Bishop  she  had  seen  once  at  a  distance.  They — the 
Brownes — were  not  quite  sure  which  parish  they  belonged  to 
yet;  but  when  they  found  out  she  would  be  sure  to  mention  any¬ 
thing  connected  with  it  that  she  thought  would  interest  her 
dearest  Aunt  Plovtree.  Doubtless  Mrs.  Plovtree  thought  that 
this  left  something  to  be  desired,  and  if  my  chapter  should 
provoke  the  same  opinion  I  can  only  deplore  without  presuming 
to  question  it. 

The  Government  of  India  provides  two  medical  departments 
for  the  benefit  of  its  servants  :  one  for  the  body  and  one  for  the 
soul.  The  Government  of  India  has  the  reputation  of  being  a 
hard  taskmaster,  but  its  liberality  is  not  questioned  here,  unless 
one  cavils  at  being  obliged  to  pay  one’s  own  undertaker.  It  has 
arranged  educated,  graduated,  and  certificated  assistance  in  all 
cases  of  bodily  and  spiritual  extremity  free  of  charge,  assuming, 
however,  wo  ultimate  responsibility,  except  towards  the  higher 
grades  of  the  Covenanted  Ones.  To  them,  I  believe,  it  guarantees 
heaven ;  but  it  is  difficult  to  obtain  accurate  information  upon 
this  point,  especially  as  that  state  is  apt  to  be  confounded  out 
here  with  the  rank  and  privileges  of  a  Knight  Commander  of  the 
Order  of  the  Star  of  India. 

It  is,  of  course,  a  debatable  question — I  speak  here  of  the 
senior  chaplains ;  the  jimior  chaplains  suffer  an  almost  prohibitive 
baby-tax,  which,  to  a  junior  chaplain,  is  a  serious  financial  con¬ 
sideration,  and  his  pay  is  not  luxurious — but  I  have  always 
understood  that  the  spiritual  service  of  the  Raj  is  not  such  an 
excessively  bad  thing.  I  know  that  comparatively  few  of  its 
members  are  of  this  opinion,  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  the 
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peculiarly  agreeable  absence  of  theological  controversy  in  India 
is  due  to  the  fact  that  the  energy  of  reverend  gentlemen  is 
largely  occupied  in  popularising  a  different  one.  Still  it  remains 
the  lay  idea  that  the  chaplains  of  the  Government  of  India  are 
in  their  father-in-law’s  house.  The  term  of  service  is  brief,  and 
during  its  course  the  reverend  servant  may  claim  to  write  his 
sermons  and  proclaim  the  example  of  the  wicked  man  for  three 
years  comfortably  in  a  hill  station,  where  his  clerical  liver  need 
never  compel  his  clerical  temper  to  spend  itself  unbecomingly 
upon  kitmutgars.  His  pay  is  moderate,  but  as  high  probably  as 
could  be  considered  prudent  in  view  of  the  undesirability  of 
encouraging  worldliness  in  a  spiritual  department,  and  it  is  not 
written  in  his  contract  that  the  beady  simpkin  shall  enhance  his 
little  dinner  parties. 

‘  Pegs,  claret,  and  beer  for  a  junior  chaplain,’  remarked  one 
of  Calcutta’s  spiritual  advisers  to  me  once  ;  £  but  sherry  is  ex¬ 
pected  as  well  of  a  senior  chaplain,  and  even  curapoa  !  ’  He  spoke 
ruefully,  for  he  was  a  senior  chaplain,  and  given  to  hospitality. 
The  reverend  brotherhood  are  eligible  for  three  months’  privilege 
leave  every  year  upon  full  pay,  and  three  years’  furlough  during 
service  on  half  pay.  In  addition  to  which  they  do  not  scruple 
to  hold  { retreats,’  also  doubtless  upon  full  official  allowances, 
though  their  cardinal  features  may  be  fish  and  eggs.  They 
enter  into  their  reward  early,  and  it  is  a  substantial  one — three 
hundred  a  year,  and  such  pickings  as  offer  themselves  in  England 
to  reverend  gentlemen  with  a  competency.  Neither  is  the 
exercise  of  faith  required  of  them  in  regard  to  it ;  it  is  in  the 
bond.  In  this  respect  it  is  obvious  that  the  Indian  vineyard 
offers  a  distinct  advantage  over  others,  where  the  labourers  are 
expected  to  be  contented  with  abstract  compensations  to  be 
enjoyed  after  their  decease.  Popularly  they  are  known  as 
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1  padres,’  which  is  a  Portuguese  survival  more  respectable  than 
any  other,  and  a  demi-official  tag  which  admits  its  owner  to 
society.  It  ought  to  be  mentioned  that  the  Indian  padre  does 
not  move  in  the  atmosphere  of  feminine  adoration  which  would 
be  created  for  him  in  England ;  there  are  too  many  other  men 
for  that.  Doubtless  the  more  attractive  of  the  junior  chaplains, 
sent  out,  as  it  were,  in  cotton  wool,  miss  the  little  attentions  of 
the  ladies  of  the  parish  at  home,  but  then  they  have  their  polo 
ponies  and  their  pegs. 

There  were  various  reasons  why  Mrs.  George  Browne  had 
been  compelled  to  write  to  her  inquiring  aunt  that  as  yet  she 
had  not  the  pleasure  of  any  clergyman’s  acquaintance.  The 
padres  are  official,  for  one  thing,  and  one  does  not  approach  an 
official  in  India — especially  if  one  is  a  commercial— without  some 
appropriate  excuse.  When  the  Brownes  wanted  to  be  married 
a  reverend  gentleman  married  them,  and  did  it  very  well — as 
they  always  do  in  the  Cathedral — for  I  was  looking  on.  If 
either  of  them  had  since  required  to  be  buried  he  would  doubt¬ 
less  have  done  that  with  the  same  ability,  despatch,  and  desire 
to  oblige.  He  might  also  in  the  future  be  applied  to  with  pro¬ 
priety  in  connection  with  a  christening.  If  the  Brownes’  water- 
pipes  leaked  the  Brownes  would  with  equal  and  similar  pro¬ 
priety  request  the  Municipal  Engineer  to  mend  them,  and  they 
would  be  mended,  but  the  Municipal  Engineer  would  probably 
not  consider  himself  naturally  drawn  within  the  circle  of 
the  Brownes’  amicable  social  relations  in  consequence.  Mrs. 
Browne  would  not  call  upon  Mrs.  Municipal  Engineer  to 
assure  her  that  they  were  well  mended.  The  spiritual  official 
also  discharges  his  duty  as  specified,  and  one  would  have  an 
equal  hesitation,  generally,  in  interpreting  it  too  broadly.  And, 
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indeed,  with  only  the  forms  and  papers  relating  to  the  nuptial, 
baptismal,  and  burial  business  of  the  capital  upon  his  hands 
the  Calcutta  cleric  may  claim  to  be  overburdened.  His  ceme¬ 
tery  work  alone  would  keep  a  hill  padre  from  all  sloth  and  fatness. 

Bien  entendu ,  the  missionary  padres  are  different.  The 
missionary  padres  are  not  official.  I  have  no  doubt  the  Govern¬ 
ment  would  interfere  to  prevent  their  being  eaten  if  the  Bengali 
baboo  were  carnivorous ;  but  he  is  not,  he  has  no  fleshy  tastes ; 
he  prefers  an  inglorious  diet  of  rice,  fried  sweetmeats,  and  mango 
chutney,  to  even  a  stalled  chaplain,  beside  whom  a  missionary 
padre  is  lean  and  tough.  Moreover,  the  Bengali  baboo  was 
never  designed  for  the  shedding  of  blood.  So  that  the  Govern¬ 
ment  has  really  no  responsibilities  toward  the  missionary  padres. 
It  will  educate  and  sanitate  the  baboo,  but  it  leaves  his  salvation 
to  private  enterprise,  undertaking  nothing  on  behalf  of  the 
entrepreneurs. 

The  missionary  padre  receives  his  slender  stipend  from  the 
S.P.G.  or  from  some  obscure  source  in  America.  It  is  arranged 
upon  a  scale  to  promote  self-denial,  and  it  is  very  successful.  He 
usually  lives  where  the  drains  are  thickest  and  the  smells  most 
unmanageable,  and  when  we  of  the  broad  river  and  the  great 
Maidan  happen  to  hear  of  his  address,  we  invariably  ejaculate, 
‘  What  a  frightfully  long  way  off!  ’  The  ticca  gharry  is  not  an 
expensive  conveyance,  but  the  missionary  padre  finds  himself 
better  commended  of  his  conscience  if  he  walks  and  pays  the 
cost  of  his  transportation  in  energy  and  vitality,  which  must  be 
heavy  in  the  hot  weather  and  the  rains.  For  the  rest,  he  lives 
largely  upon  second-class  beef  and  his  ideals,  though  they  don’t 
keep  very  well  either  in  this  climate.  Those  who  come  out 
celibates  remain  celibates — if  not  by  force  of  conviction,  by  force 
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of  circumstances.  The  expensively  home-brecl  young  ladies  of 
Anglo-India  are  not  for  missionaries  !  Whereas  those  who  are 
married  are  usually  married  to  missionary  ladies  of  similar  size 
and  complexion  labouring  in  the  same  cause.  Covenanted  chap¬ 
lains,  on  the  contrary,  with  the  prospects  I  have  mentioned,  may 
be  yoked  together  with  the  debutante  of  any  season.  So  there 
is  this  further  difference,  that  while  the  official  padre’s  wife  looks 
like  any  other  memsahib,  the  missionary  padre’s  wife  looks  like 
the  missionary  padre.  I  believe  that  chaplains  sometimes  ask 
missionary  padres  to  dinner  ‘  quietly,’  and  always  make  a  point 
of  giving  them  plenty  to  eat.  And  I  remember  meeting  a 
married  pair  of  them  at  the  Brownes’,  a  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Week. 
Young  Browne  had  known  Mr.  Week  at  school  before  his 
vocation  appeared  to  him.  He  was  an  undersized  young  man, 
high-sliouldered,  very  hollow-chested,  and  wore  his  long  hair 
brushed  back  from  his  high  forehead,  almost,  one  might  say, 
behind  his  ears.  She  was  a  little  white  woman  in  a  high  dress,  and 
wore  her  locks,  which  were  beginning  to  thin,  in  a  tiny  knot  at  the 
very  back  of  her  crown.  It  was  in  the  hot  weather,  and  they 
spoke  appreciatively  of  the  punkah.  They  had  no  punkah,  it 
seemed,  either  day  or  night ;  but  the  little  wife  had  been  very 
clever,  and  had  made  muslin  bags  for  their  heads  and  hands  to 
keep  off  the  mosquitoes  while  they  were  asleep.  We  couldn’t 
ascertain  that  either  of  them  had  ever  been  really  well  since 
they  came  out,  and  they  said  they  simply  made  up  their  minds 
to  have  sickness  in  the  house  during  the  whole  of  the  rains. 
It  was  either  neuralgia  or  fever  that  season  through,  and  neither 
of  them  knew  which  was  worse.  I  asked  Mrs.  Week  in¬ 
advertently  if  she  had  any  children.  She  said  ‘  No,’  and  there 
was  a  silence  which  Helen  explained  afterwards  by  telling  me 
that  Mrs.  Week  had  lost  her  only  baby  from  diphtheria,  which 
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they  attributed  to  a  certain  miasma  that  ‘  came  up  through  the 
floor.’ 

Young  Browne  tried  to  make  the  conversation,  but  it  in¬ 
variably  turned  to  some  aspect  of  the  c  work,’  and  left  him 
blundering  and  embarrassed,  with  no  resource  except  to  beg  Mrs. 
Week  to  have  another  slice  of  the  joint.  They  knew  little  of 
the  Red  Road  or  the  Eden  Gardens,  where  the  band  plays  in  the 
evening ;  they  talked  of  strange  places — Khengua  Puttoo’s 
Lane— Coolootollah.  Mrs.  Week  told  us  that  her  great  difficulty 
in  the  zenanas  lay  in  getting  the  ladies  to  talk.  They  liked  her 
to  come,  they  were  always  pleased  and  polite,  but  they  seemed 
interested  in  so  few  things.  When  Mrs.  Week  had  asked  them 
if  they  were  well,  and  how  much  of  a  family  they  had,  and  how 
old  the  children  were,  there  seemed  to  be  no  getting  any 
further,  and  she  could  not  chew  betel  with  them.  Mrs.  Week 
said  she  had  tried,  but  it  was  no  use.  She  loved  her  zenana 
ladies,  they  were  dear  things,  and  she  knew  they  were  attached 
to  her,  but  they  were  provoking,  too,  sometimes.  One  day  last 
week  she  had  talked  very  seriously  to  them  for  nearly  an  hour, 

and  they  had  seemed  most  attentive.  Just  as  she  was  going 

♦ 

away  one  of  them — an  old  lady — approached  her,  with  cast-down 
eyes  and  great  reluctance,  wishing  to  speak.  Mrs.  Week  en¬ 
couraged  her  to  begin  ;  was  she  at  last  to  see  some  fruit  of  her 
visits  ?  And  the  old  lady  had  said  c  Eggi  bat  ’ — would  the  mem- 
sahib  please  to  tell  them  why  she  put  those  shiny  black  hooks  in 
her  hair  ? 

Everybody  laughed  ;  but  Mrs.  WTeek  added  gravely  tlrat  she 
had  shown  them  the  use  of  hairpins,  and  taken  them  a 
packet  next  day,  to  their  great  delight.  ‘  One  never  can  tell,’ 
said  Mrs.  Week,  ‘  what  these  trifles  may  lead  to.’ 

And  Mr.  Week  had  been  down  in  the  Sunderbunds,  far 
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down  in  the  Sunderbunds  where  the  miasmas  are  thickest,  and 
where  he  had  slept  every  night  for  a  week  on  a  bench  in  the 
same  small  room  with  two  baboos  and  the  ague.  Mr.  Week  had 
found  the  people  very  much  interested  in  the  joys  of  the  future 
state  ;  their  attention  only  flagged,  he  said,  when  he  referred 
to  the  earthly  preparation  for  them.  Mr.  Week  was  more 
emaciated  than  clever.  He  spoke  with  an  enthusiastic  cockney 
twang  of  his  open-air  meetings  and  discussions  in  Dhurrum- 
tollah,  of  the  anxiety  with  which  the  baboos  wished  to  discuss 
the  most  recondite  theological  points  with  him.  £  Yes,’  said 
Mr.  Perth  Macintvre,  ‘  the  baboo  is  a  great  buck-wallah.’  1 
There  is  reason  to  fear  that  the  lay  community  of  Calcutta 
is  rather  inclined  to  consider  the  baboo's  soul  an  unproved 
entity. 

Returning  to  the  senior  and  junior  chaplains,  it  is  delightful 
to  see  the  natural  man  under  the  Indian  surplice.  At  home  the 
padre  is  an  order,  in  India  he  is  an  individual.  He  is  not  sup¬ 
pressed  by  parish  opinion,  he  is  rather  encouraged  to  expand  in 
the  smile  of  the  Raj,  which  is  above  all  and  over  all.  He  is 
official,  joyous,  free,  and  he  develops  happily  along  the  lines 
which  Nature  designed  for  him  before  ever  he  turned  aside 
into  the  crooked  paths  of  theology.  It  is  seeing  by  these  lights 
that  we  say  so  often  of  an  Indian  padre,  ‘  What  an  excellent 
politician,  broker,  soldier,  insurance  agent  he  would  have 
made  !  ’ 

Being  now,  as  one  might  say,  a  sheep  of  some  age  and  ex¬ 
perience  and  standing  in  the  community,  I  have  agreeable 
recollections  of  many  shepherds.  Most  of  them  have  long 
since  retired  upon  pension,  while  the  flock  is  still  wistfully 
baaing  over  the  bars  toward  the  west.  Doubtless  the  reunion 

1  Talker. 
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will  not  be  long  deferred.  It  will  take  place  at  Bournemouth,  and 
we  will  talk  of  the  debased  value  of  the  rupee.  For  one,  I 
should  like  to  see  Padre  Corbett  again — he  would  be  able  to 
express  himself  so  forcibly  on  the  subject  of  the  rupee.  Padre 
Corbett,  it  is  my  certain  belief,  entered  the  Church  because  there 
was  no  practicable  alternative.  He  looked  facts  in  the  face  in  a 
business-like  manner,  shook  his  big  square  head  over  them, 
smoked  a  farewell  pipe  to  the  sturdy  betises  of  his  youth,  and 
wTent  in  for  orders  under  the  advice  of  a  second  cousin  in  the  India 
Office.  Then  he  came  out  to  minister  to  the  soul  of  Tommy 
Atkins  in  Murshidabad,  where  it  is  very  hot,  and  whether  it 
was  the  heat  of  Murshidabad,  or  the  atmosphere  of  military 
discipline  there,  Padre  Corbett  got  into  the  way  of  ordering 
Tommy  Atkins  to  come  and  be  saved,  and  not  to  answer  back  or 
otherwise  give  trouble  about  it,  that  I  remember  him  by. 
Padre  Corbett  never  lost  the  disciplinary  air  and  ideas  of 
Murshidabad.  As  he  marched  up  the  aisle  of  peaceful  St. 
Ignatius  in  Calcutta  behind  his  choir  boys,  there  was  a  distinct 
military  swagger  in  the  rear  folds  of  his  surplice,  and  he  put  us 
through  our  devotional  drill  with  the  rapidity  and  precision  of  a 
field-marshal.  1  Fours  about !  Trot !  you  miserable  sinners  !  ’  he 
gave  us  to  understand  at  the  beginning  of  the  Psalms,  and  the 
main  battalion  of  St.  Ignatius  in  the  pews,  following  the 
directing  flank  under  the  organ,  came  on  from  laudite  to  laudite 
at  a  magnificent  pace.  The  sermon  was  a  tissue  of  directions 
and  a  statement  of  consequences  ;  we  were  deployed  out  of  church. 
We  bowed  to  it,  it  was  quite  befitting.  We  were  not  Tommy 
Atkinses,  but  we  were  all  officially  subordinated  to  Padre  Corbett 
in  a  spiritual  sense  ;  in  the  case  of  an  archangel  from  Simla 
it  would  be  quite  the  same,  and  he  was  perfectly  entitled  to 
c  have  the  honour  to  inform  ’  us  that  we  would  do  well  to  mend 
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our  ways.  This  sense  of  constituted  authority  and  the  fitness  of 
things  would  naturally  lead  Padre  Corbett  to  the  chaste  official 
glories  of  fhe  archdeaconry.  Indeed,  I’m  not  sure  that  it 
didn’t. 

The  Rev.  T.  C.  Peterson,  too,  once  of  St.  Pancras.  I  wonder 
in  what  rural  corner  of  South  Devonshire  Padre  Peterson  to¬ 
day  entertains  Dorcas  meetings  with  innocently  amusing  accounts 
of  domestic  life  in  India  !  He  was  always  by  way  of  being 
amusing,  was  Padre  Peterson  ;  he  had  a  fine  luminous  smile, 
which  he  invariably  took  with  him  when  he  went  out  to  dine. 
He  was  kindly  and  unostentatious,  he  lived  simply  and  quietly, 
giving  a  little  of  his  money  to  the  poor  and  putting  a  great  deal 
of  it  into  the  Bank  of  Bengal  pending  a  desirable  rate  of 
exchange.  Padre  Peterson  was  every  inch  a  padre  ;  there  was 
nothing  but  ecclesiastical  meekness  in  his  surplice  of  a  Sunday  ; 
and  even  his  secular  expression,  notwithstanding  the  smile,  spoke 
of  high  ideals  and  an  embarrassed  compromise  with  week-day 
occupations.  He  had  a  humble,  hopeful  way  of  clasping  his 
hands  and  sloping  his  shoulders  and  arranging  his  beard  over 
his  long  black  cassock,  especially  when  he  sat  at  meat,  which 
reminded  one  irresistibly,  though  I  admit  the  simile  is  worn,  of  an 
oriel  apostle  in  stained  glass.  He  was  seriously  happy,  and  he 
made  old,  old  Anglo-Indian  jokes  with  his  luminous  smile  in  a 
manner  which  was  peculiarly  maddening  to  the  enlarged  liver 
of  Calcutta.  He  would  have  hesitated  to  employ  coercion  even 
as  a  last  resort  with  his  flock  of  St.  Pancras.  He  was  no 
shepherd  with  a  cracking  whip,  he  would  go  before  rather,  and 
play  upon  the  lute  and  dance,  and  so  beguile  the  sheep  to  follow. 
His  amiability  was  great  ;  he  was  known  to  £  get  on  ’  with 
everybody.  Nobody  knew  precisely  why  Padre  Peterson  always 
got  everything  he  wanted,  but  it  was  obscurely  connected  with 
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the  abounding  charity  for  sinners  in  general,  and  official  sinners 
in  high  places  in  particular,  which  was  so  characteristic  of  him. 
He  could  placate  an  angry  Under-Secretarv,  and  when  an 
Under-Secretary  is  angry  India  quakes  and  all  the  Lieutenant- 
Governors  goto  bed.  The  finances  of  St.  Pancras  were  never  in 
better  hands.  St.  Pancras  had  a  new  organ,  a  new  font,  and 
new  beams  and  rafters  all  through  in  Padre  Peterson’s  day. 
If  new  graves  and  gravestones  had  been  as  urgently  required 
then  as  they  are  now,  Padre  Peterson  would  have  found  the 
money  and  had  the  thing  done  at  the  lowest  contract  rates.  A 
remarkable  man  in  many  ways,  and  now  that  I  think  of  it,  lie’s 
dead,  quite  a  long  time  ago. 

Others  I  seem  to  remember  best  in  some  secular  connection. 
Padre  Jenkins,  whose  pony  won  the  Gymkhana  Cup  at  the 
Barrackpore  races  of  I  can’t  remember  just  what  year ;  Padre  Mac- 
Whirter,  who  used  to  say  very  truly  that  he  made  golf  what  it  was 
in  Alipore ;  Padre  Lewis-Lewis,  who  had  for  five  years  the  most 
charming  manners  and  the  best  choir  in  Calcutta.  But  there 
is  no  reason  why  I  should  count  them  over  to  you.  Long 
since  they  have  disappeared,  most  of  them,  with  their  little  flat 
black  felt  hats  on  their  heads  and  their  tennis  racquets  in 
their  hand,  into  the  fogs  of  that  northerly  isle  whither  in  the 
end  we  all  go,  and  whence  none  of  us  return.  This  chapter 
is  really  more  of  an  apology  to  Mrs.  Plovtree  than  anything 
else. 

Mrs.  Plovtree  will  be  grieved,  however,  and  justly  so,  that  I 
have  not  said  more  about  the  Indian  bishop.  The  explanation 
is  that  I  have  never  known  a  bishop  very  well,  as  I  have  never 
known  a  Viceroy  very  well.  Even  at  my  own  dinner-table  I 
have  never  permitted  myself  to  observe  a  bishop  beyond  the  point 
of  admiration.  Some  day  in  Bournemouth,  however,  1  will 


SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  MEMSAHIB 


247 


write  a  thoughtful  essay  on  the  points  of  similarity,  so  far  as  I 
have  noticed  them,  between  Indian  bishops  and  other  kinds,  and 
send  it  to  the  Guardian ,  where  Mrs.  Plovtree  will  be  sure  to  see 
it ;  but  it  is  not  considered  wise  in  India  to  write  critical 
estimates  of  bishops  or  of  any  other  heads  of  departments  until 
after  one  retires.  I  might  just  say  that  the  bishop,  like  the 
V  iceroy,  is  a  foreign  plenipotentiary.  He  does  not  rise  from  the 
withered  ranks  of  the  Indian  service,  but,  like  the  Viceroy,  comes 
out  fresh  from  the  culling  hand  of  the  Secretary  of  State.  He 
divides  with  the  Viceroy  certain  Divine  rights,  divinest  of  which 
is  the  right  not  to  care  a  parrot’s  eyelash  for  anybody.  In  con¬ 
sequence  the  bishop  holds  his  venerable  head  high  and  dines 
where  he  pleases.  Certain  of  the  Raj -enthralled  of  Calcutta  find 
the  independence  of  a  bishop  offensive.  In  me  it  provokes  a 
lively  enthusiasm.  I  consider  the  episcopal  attitude  even  more 
valuable  than  the  episcopal  blessing,  even  more  interesting  than 
the  episcopal  discourse.  And  I  agree  with  Mrs.  Browne,  who 
thinks  it  must  be  lovely  to  be  a  bishop. 

But  neither  for  our  spiritual  pastors  and  masters  are  times 
what  they  were.  There  was  a  day,  now  faded,  with  all  the  rol¬ 
licking  romance  of  John  Company  Bahadur,  when  two  lionestbutts 
of  golden  crown  madeira  a  year  helped  to  alleviate  the  sorrows 
of  exile  for  King  George’s  chaplains  in  India — the  present 
Secretary  of  State  would  probably  see  them  teetotalers  first ! 
The  mails  come  out  in  a  fortnight,  the  competition-wallah  over¬ 
runs  the  land,  the  Rajah  studies  French.  India  is  not  what  it 
was,  and  another  of  the  differences  is  that  the  padres  buy  their 
own  madeira. 

I  saw  a  priest  of  Kali,  wrapped  in  his  yellow  chuddar,1  sit 
hugging  his  knees  under  a  mahogany  tree  to-night  beside  the 

1  Cloth  worn  over  shoulders. 
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broad  road  where  the  carriages  passed  rolling  into  the  4  cow’s 
dust  ’  of  the  twilight.  A  brother  cleric  of  the  Raj  wrent  by  in  his 
victoria  with  his  wife  and  children,  and  the  yellow- robed  one 
watched  them  out  of  sight.  There  was  neither  hatred  nor  malice 
nor  any  evil  thing  in  his  gaze,  only  perhaps  a  subtle  appreciation 
of  the  advantages  of  the  other  cloth. 
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CHAPTER  XXII 

HAYING  suited  themselves  with  the  furnished  house  of  a 
junior  civilian,  who  had  suddenly  decamped  before  heat 
apoplexy  and  gastric  complications,  the  Brownes  settled  down, 
if  the  expression  is  not  too  comfortable,  to  wait  for  the  rains.  I 
should  dislike  any  misunderstanding  on  the  point  of  comfort.  It 
is  not  too  much  to  say  that  the  word  is  not  understood  in 
Calcutta.  We  talk  of  aram1  here  instead,  which  means  a  drugged 
ease  with  heavy  dreams. 

The  Brownes  stored  their  furniture  in  the  godowns  of  the 
other  man,  and  had  aram  nevertheless  in  contemplating  his, 
which  was  ugly.  Aram  is  cheap — the  price  of  a  cup  of  coffee 
and  a  long  verandah  chair — and  seductive ;  but  I  was  annoyed 
with  Helen  Browne  for  accepting  the  other  people’s  furni¬ 
ture  so  pacifically.  It  seemed  to  me  that  she  was  becoming 
acclimatised  too  soon.  There  is  a  point  in  that  process  where  a 
born  British  gentlewoman  will  live  without  antimacassars  and 
sleep  on  a  charpoy  ;  but  I  do  not  wish  to  be  considered  a  morbid 
modern  analyst,  so  this  need  not  be  enlarged  upon.  The  other 
people’s  furniture,  moreover,  would  have  been  entertaining  if  it 
could  have  talked,  to  so  many  people  it  had  been  let  and  sub-let 
and  re-let  and  leased,  always  with  the  house,  since  it  left  Bow 
Bazar,  where  it  was  originally  bought  outright  by  an  extravagant 
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person  secondhand.  It  had  never  belonged  to  anybody  since ; 
it  had  always  been  a  mere  convenience — a  means  of  enabling 
people  to  give  dinner-parties.  No  one  had  ever  regarded  it,  or 
mended  it,  or  kept  it  any  cleaner  than  decency  required.  It  was 
tarnished,  cracked,  frayed,  soiled ;  it  included  tables  with  white 
marble  tops,  and  bad  chromo-lithographs  and  dusty  bunches  of 
dried  grasses  which  nobody  had  ever  taken  the  trouble  to 
eliminate.  In  the  cold  weather  certain  people  had  paid  five 
hundred  rupees  a  month  for  the  privilege  of  living  with  it  ;  in 
the  hot  weather  certain  other  people  had  lived  with  it  for  nothing, 
to  keep  the  white  ants  out.  Withal  it  was  typical  Calcutta 
furniture — a  typical  part  of  the  absurd  pretence  that  white  people 
make  of  being  at  home  in  this  place. 

The  rains  are  due,  as  all  Calcutta  knows,  on  June  the  fifteenth. 
That  is  the  limit  of  our  time  of  pure  grilling.  We  know  it  is 
written  upon  our  foreheads  that  we  must  turn  and  writhe  and 
bite  the  dust  in  the  pain  of  the  sun  to  that  day ;  but  on  that  day  we 
expect  that  the  clouds  will  come  up  out  of  the  east  and  out  of 
the  west  and  clothe  the  brazen  sky,  and  interpose  between  us 
and  the  dolour  of  India.  It  is  what  we  call  a  pucca  bandobust, 
arranged  through  the  Meteorological  Department,  part  of  the 
bargain  of  exile  with  the  Secretary  of  State.  For  so  many  years 
of  active  service  we  get  so  much  pension  and  so  much  furlough, 
and  we  are  to  be  rained  upon  every  fifteenth  of  June  for  three 
months. 

Therefore  when  the  sun  arose  upon  the  fifteenth  of  June  of 
this  current  year  of  the  Brownes,  and  marched  across  the  sky 
without  winking,  the  Brownes  were  naturally  and  properly  ag¬ 
grieved,  together  with  the  Bengal  Government  and  all  Calcutta. 
When  one  has  defined  the  very  point  and  limit  of  one’s  endurance, 
it  is  inconsistent  and  undignified  to  go  on  enduring.  The  ticca- 
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gharry  horses  were  so  much  of  this  opinion  that  they  too  refused, 
and  dropped  down  dead  all  up  and  down  Cliowringhee,  as  a 
preferable  alternative — those  that  were  driven.  The  more 
prudent  gharry  wallah  drew  up  in  the  reeking  shade  of  some 
great  building — it  was  cooler  in  the  streets  than  in  the  stables — 
and  slept  profoundly,  refusing  all  fares  till  sundown ;  and  the 
broker-sahib,  who  spends  his  life  upon  wheels,  changed  horses 
four  times  a  day.  On  the  night  of  the  fifteenth  of  June  young 
Browne  got  up  stealthily  and  deftly  turned  a  jug  of  water  over 
a  hole  in  the  floor  through  which  a  punkah  rope  hung  inert. 
There  was  a  sudden  scramble  below,  the  punkah  rope  sawed 
convulsively,  and  young  Browne,  with  a  ghastly  smile,  put  out 
the  glimmering  candle  and  went  back  to  bed.  It  is  a  popular 
form  of  discipline  in  Calcutta,  but  as  applied  by  young  Browne 
it  bore  strikingly  upon  the  weather. 

The  Maidan  cracked  and  split,  and  even  the  broad  leaves  of 
the  teak-wood  tree  hung  limp  and  grey  under  the  powder  of  the 
road.  The  crows  had  nothing  to  say  all  day,  but  hopped  about 
with  their  beaks  ridiculously  agape,  while  the  sun  blazed  down 
through  the  flat  roofs  of  Calcutta,  and  made  Mrs.  Browne’s  chairs 
and  tables  so  hot  that  it  was  a  surprise  to  touch  them.  At  the 
same  time  it  drew  up  the  evil  soul  of  the  odour  of  the  bazars, 
the  ‘  hurra  krab  1  smell,’  as  Kipling  calls  the  chief  characteristic 
of  Calcutta,  and  cast  it  abroad  in  all  the  city.  The  Brownes 
vainly  squandered  sums  upon  Condy’s  fluid  wholly  dispropor¬ 
tionate  with  their  income,  for  nothing  yet  known  to  pharmacy 
can  cope  with  that  smell .  It  grew  hotter  and  hotter,  and  some¬ 
times  the  south  wind  failed,  and  then  the  smell  became  several 
smells,  special,  local,  individual,  though  the  frangi-panni  tree 
leaned  blooming  on  its  spiky  elbows  over  every  garden  wall,  and 
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made  them  all  sweet  and  languorous  and  interesting  and  truly 
Eastern.  The  smells  were  not  of  great  consequence ;  one  gets 
accustomed  to  the  smells  as  one  gets  accustomed  to  the  curries. 
Mrs.  Browne  declared,  too,  that  one  could  put  up  with  the 
weather,  and  the  cholera,  and  sunstroke — one  didn’t  particularly 
mind  even  having  one’s  house  turned  inside  out  occasionally  by 
a  dust-storm.  The  really  trying  things- — the  things  one  hadn’t 
reckoned  with  beforehand — were  that  one’s  envelope  flaps  should 
all  stick  down  ;  that  the  pages  of  one’s  books  should  curl  up ; 
that  the  towel  should  sting  one’s  face  ;  that  the  punkah  should 
stop  in  the  night.  Even  under  these  greater  afflictions  we  are 
uncomplaining  up  to  the  fifteenth  of  June.  But  the  sixteenth 
passed  over  these  Brownes,  and  •  the  seventeenth  and  the 
eighteenth,  and  many  days  more,  and  still  the  dusty  sun  went 
down  in  the  smoky  west,  and  against  the  great  red  glow  of  his 
setting  the  naked  beesties  ran  like  black  gnomes  with  their 
goat  skins  on  their  hips,  slaking  the  roads  that  were  red  too.  .  .  . 
And  a  mile  and  a  league  all  round  about  the  city  the  ryot  folded 
his  hands  before  his  baking  rice-fields,  not  knowing  that  men 
wrote  daily  in  the  Englishman  about  him,  and  wondered  in  what 
way  he  had  offended  Lakslimi  that  for  so  many  days  she  should 
withhold  the  rain  !  .  .  .  . 

A  shutter  banged  downstairs  at  three  o’clock  in  the  morning, 
there  came  a  cool  swishing  and  a  subsiding  among  the  fronds  of 
the  date-palms,  the  gold-mohur  trees  raised  their  heads  and  lis¬ 
tened — it  was  coming.  Ear  down  in  the  Sunderbunds  it  was 
raining,  and  with  great  sweeps  and  curves  it  rained  further  and 
further  inland.  Calcutta  turned  more  easily  upon  its  pillow, 
and  slept  sound  and  late,  the  punkah-wallah  slept  also  with 
impunity,  and  when  the  city  awoke  in  the  morning  the  rains 
had  come. 
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Mrs.  Browne  professed  to  find  a  great  difference  and  novelty 
in  the  rains  of  India.  She  declared  that  they  came  from  lower 
down,  that  they  were  whiter  and  greyer,  that  they  didn’t  refresh 
the  earth,  but  beat  it  and  sat  upon  it,  that  there  was  quite  an 
extraordinary  quality  of  moisture  about  them.  I  believe  every 
new-comer  makes  similar  observations.  To  the  rest  of  us,  it  has 
been  obvious  for  so  many  years  that  during  July,  August,  and 
September  a  considerable  amount  of  water  descends  upon 
Bengal,  that  we  have  ceased  to  make  original  remarks  about  it. 
But  Bengal  certainly  gets  very  wet,  and  Mrs.  Browne’s  observa¬ 
tions  as  the  time  went  on,  and  the  floods  abated  not,  were 
entirely  excusable.  Every  day  it  rained,  more  in  the  morning 
and  less  in  the  evening,  or  less  in  the  morning  and  more  in  the 
evening.  The  garden  became  a  jungle  ;  the  English  flowers,  that 
had  died  a  puzzled  death  in  May,  sent  up  hysterical  long  shoots  ; 
one  could  see  the  grass  growing.  An  adjutant  sailed  in  from 
the  mofussil 1  marshes,  trailing  his  legs  behind  him,  to  look  for 
frogs  on  the  Maidan.  He  stood  on  one  leg  to  look  for  them, 
upon  the  bronze  head  of  Lord  Lawrence,  and  his  appearance, 
with  his  chin  buried  thoughtfully  in  his  bosom,  was  much  more 
sapient  than  that  of  the  administrator  underneath.  In  the 
evening  he  flew  back  again,  and  then  the  frogs  were  at  liberty 
to  express  their  opinion  of  him.  They  spoke  strongly,  as  was 
natural;  one  of  them,  in  the  tank  of  Ram  Dass  Hurry rnunny, 
barked  like  a  pariah.  The  crickets  did  their  concerted  best  to 
outvoice  the  frogs,  the  cicadas  reinforced  the  crickets,  and  all  the 
other  shrill-voiced  things  that  could  sing  in  the  dark,  sang  in 
such  a  wheezy  heaving  eternal  monotone,  that  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Browne,  sitting  damply  behind  their  open  windows,  were  quite 
reduced  to  silence. 


1  Country. 
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They  were  planting  the  little  green  rice  shoots  in  the  mofus- 
sil,  they  wanted  it  all  and  more ;  but  Mrs.  Browne  in  Calcutta 

was  obliged  to  look  in  the 
newspapers  for  the  assur¬ 
ance  that  she  ought  to  be 


:  "#  t 


‘HE  STOOD  UPON  ONE  LEG  ON  THE  BEONZE 
HEAD  OF  LOED  LA  WHENCE  ’ 


thankful  for  quite  so  much 
rain.  It  seemed  to  Mrs. 
Browne  that  all  her  re¬ 
lations  with  the  world 
werebeingsubmerged,  and 
that  she  personally  was 
becoming  too  wet.  She 
found  it  an  unnatural 
and  unpleasant  thing  that 
furniture  should  perspire ; 
and  when  in  addition  to 
the  roof  leaking,  and  the 
matting  rotting,  and  the 
cockroaches  multiplying, 
the  yellow  sunset  and  the 
blue  sea  of  her  nicest 
water-colour  mixed  them¬ 
selves  up  in  a  terrible  and 
crumpled  and  impossible 
manner,  Mrs.  Browne 
added  tears  to  the  general 
moisture,  and  thought  the 
very  fabric  of  her  existence 
was  dissolving.  Besides 
that,  the  Rev.  Peachey 
came  unglued  out  of  his 
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blue  plush  frame,  and  Aunt  Plovtree  developed  yellow  spots. 
Moreover,  a  green  mould  sprouted  in  the  soles  of  their  shoes, 
fresh  every  morning,  and  Helen’s  eveuing  dresses  and  gloves 
£  went,’  as  she  expressed  it  in  writing  to  Canbury, 1  all  sorts  of 
colours ;  ’  to  pass  over  the  fact  that  centipedes  began  to  run  in  their 
playful  zigzag  way  across  the  floor,  and  young  Browne  killed  a 
snake  in  the  verandah,  which  he  was  not  indisposed  to  believe 
a  cobra.  Helen  thought  there  was  no  room  for  doubt  about  it, 
and,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  one  hardly  ever  hears  of  a  snake  being 
killed  in  Calcutta  that  is  not  a  cobra.  The  harmless  varieties 
have  a  remarkable  facility  in  keeping  out  of  the  way. 

All  over  India  it  was  raining,  coming  down  hard  on  the 
marginless  plains,  on  the  great  slopes  of  the  Himalayas,  on  the 
great  cities  where  the  bunnias  1  hive  gold  in  the  bazars,  on  the 
little  thatched  brown  villages  where  the  people  live  and  die  like 
harmless  animals,  with  the  memory  that  once  or  twice  they  have 
had  enough  to  eat. 

But  more  than  anywhere  it  seemed  to  rain  in  Calcutta,  where 
onlv  about  six  feet  of  solid  ground  intervenes  between  the  people 
and  the  bottomless  miry  pit.  So  that  it  is  telling  the  literal 
truth  to  say  that  Calcutta  was  soaked  through  and  through, 
dripping,  reeking,  pestilentially  drunken  with  water.  Infinite 
deeps  below,  infinite  sources  above ;  between  the  two  a  few  mac¬ 
adamised  roads,  and  an  inadequate  supply  of  gutters  and  drain¬ 
pipes.  And  yet  it  is  not  recorded  that  at  any  time  Calcutta  has 
succumbed  to  the  rains,  and  sunk  swamped  into  herself. 

Nevertheless,  at  first  it  was  a  few  degrees  cooler,  and,  to 
borrow  a  phrase  from  the  press,  there  was  a  slight  increase  in 
social  activity.  People  began  to  give  dinners.  There  are  people 
in  Bengal  whom  all  the  manifestations  of  Providence  and  of 

1  Native  merchants. 
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Nature  together  would  not  prevent  giving  dinners.  They  find  it 
agreeable  to  feel  the  warming,  drying  influence  of  the  various 
forms  of  carbon  prepared  by  the  khansamah  in  company.  They 
talk  of  appointments,  promotions,  and  the  Lieutenant-Governor, 
and  they  chatter  as  if  the  ague  were  already  upon  them,  about 
how  much  more  sociable  Calcutta  is  in  the  rains  than  in  the  cold 
weather — you  get  to  know  people  so  much  better. 

Then  there  were  days  when  it  didn’t  rain ;  it  shone.  Early 
in  the  morning  it  shone  with  a  vague  and  watery  brilliance  in 
the  sky,  and  a  curious  white  gleam  over  the  earth.  Later  the 
shining  was  hot,  and  straight,  and  strong,  and  then  Calcutta 
steamed,  and  one  saw  a  parboiled  baboo  at  every  corner.  Later 
still  the  sun  went  down  over  the  river,  and  then  one  saw 
hundreds  of  parboiled  baboos  everywhere ;  and  on  the  Maidan, 
driving  about  in  carriages,  a  few  score  of  the  very  whitest  people 
on  earth.  The  Brownes  were  as  white  as  anybody.  Privately 
Helen  thought  her  complexion  much  more  interesting  than  it 
used  to  be,  and  coveted  a  barouche  to  lean  back  and  look 
languidly  bored  in  like  the  few  burra  memsahibs  that  devotedly 
stayed  in  Calcutta.  It  was  impossible  to  be  languid  in  a  tum- 
tum,  which  is  an  uncompromising  vehicle,  not  constructed  to 
encourage  poses. 

Behind  their  stubby  little  country-bred,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Browne, 
taking  the  air,  saw  a  Calcutta  that  never  revealed  itself  to  any 
globe-trotter,  and  which  you  will  not  find  described  in  the 
printed  experiences  in  cloth,  at  7s.  6d.,  of  Jonas  Batcham,  for 
instance.  They  saw  the  broad  Maidan  laid  out  in  lakes  and 
rivers,  with  a  theatrical  sun,  set  in  purple  and  gold,  dissolving 
in  each  of  them,  and  all  the  spaces  between  a  marvellous  lush- 
green,  where  the  horses  sank  to  their  fetlocks.  Floating  over  it 
they  saw  a  gossamer  white  pall  that  consisted  of  water  and  bacilli 
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in  a  state  of  suspension,  and  bung  abreast  of  tlie  people.  Cal¬ 
cutta  has  a  saving  grace,  known  to  her  Anglo-Indians  as  the 
Casuerina  Avenue.  You  can  lose  your  soul  in  the  infinite  filmy 
shadows  of  the  overarching  trees.  Even  the  Indian  sunlight, 
filtering  through  their  soft  dead  green,  becomes  a  delicate  thing. 
The  Brownes  saw  this  ranged  before  them,  misty  and  wonderful 
in  the  evening,  hiding  the  last  of  the  glow  in  its  plumy  nearer 
branches,  and  piling  up  soft  clouds  of  dusk  as  it  stretched  further 
away.  They  saw  the  fort  and  all  the  pillared  facade  of  Chow- 
ringhee,  with  its  monuments  and  palaces  and  praying  places 
yellow  against  a  more  and  more  empurpled  sky,  and  the  grey 
spire  of  the  cathedral  rising  in  its  green  corner  of  the  Maidan 
behind  a  cluster  of  trees  and  a  brimming  lake,  just  as  it  might 
do  in  England.  Calcutta  sits  close  beside  her  river,  and  there 
are  no  miles  of  teeming  wharfage  between  her  and  it.  The 
great  ships  lie  with  their  noses  against  the  bank,  and  the  level 
road  runs  beside  them.  Thus,  by  a  wise  pi’ovision  of  the  muni¬ 
cipality,  people  who  live  in  Calcutta  are  able  to  drive  down  every 
day  and  see  for  themselves  that  it  is  possible  to  get  away.  For 
this  reason  the  Brownes  loved  the  close  ships  and  all  the  popu¬ 
lous  river,  lying  under  the  wraith  of  the  rains — the  faint  outlines 
of  the  crowding  masts,  with  the  sunset  sky  behind  them  as  far  as 
they  could  see  ;  the  majestic  grey  ghost  of  the  old  East  Indiaman 
at  anchor,  with  her  ‘  state  cabin  full  of  dates  from  Mocha  ; 
slipping  towards  them  solitarily  out  of  the  unreality  the  dipping 
red-brown  three-cornered  sail  of  an  Arab  dhow.  Eloquently 
always  the  river  breathed  of  exile  and  of  home-going,  sometimes 
with  her  own  proper  voice,  sometimes  with  the  tongue  of  a  second 
mate  from  Portsmouth,  or  the  twang  of  a  negro  cook  from 
Savannah,  full  of  airs  and  superciliousness.  It  depended  on 
where  you  lived  yourself  when  you  were  at  home. 
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On  a  corner  of  the  Maidan  a  number  of  mad  young  English¬ 
men  played  football ;  in  another  place  there  was  a  lively  sale  of 
goats  for  sacrifice.  An  erection  of  red  and  gold  paper,  like  a 
Chinese  pagoda,  still  wobbled  about  the  biggest  tank  in  pro¬ 
pitiation  of  its  god.  Calcutta  emptied  itself  on  its  wide  green 
acres.  The  Brownes  met  a  smart  turnout  with  a  thoroughbred, 
driven  at  a  spanking  pace  by  a  pucca  Chinaman,  who  leant  for¬ 
ward  nonchalantly  with  his  pigtail  streaming  out  behind.  They 
met  a  fiery  pair  in  a  mail-pliaeton,  with  two  anxious  syces  behind, 
and  driving  on  the  high  seat  a  small,  bold,  brown  lady,  all  in 
green  and  pink  gauze,  tinselled,  bareheaded,  wearing  her  iniquity 
as  lightly  as  a  feather.  They  met  a  big  roomy  barouche,  with 
two  servants  on  the  box,  two  more  behind,  and  an  ayah  inside, 
all  in  attendance  upon  a  tiny  white  mite  of  a  belati  baby.  A 
small  British  terrier  met  them,  regarded  them,  sniffed  them, 
wagged  his  tail  and  followed  them.  They  were  not  personal 
friends  of  his,  but  they  were  sahibs,  and  his  countrymen  ;  they 
would  understand  his  lost  estate — a  sahib’s  dog  ;  he  could  confide 
himself  to  their  good  feeling  and  hospitality  pending  explana¬ 
tions.  And  so  the  stubby  little  country-bred  trotted  down  the 
river  road  till  he  came  to  a  place  where  the  road  widened— where, 
beside  an  octagonal  erection  with  a  roof,  a  great  many  other 
stubby  little  country-bred s  and  slender  Arabs  and  big  Walers 
stood  very  quietly  between  their  shafts  with  drooping  heads  ; 
and  here  he  turned,  almost  of  his  own  accord,  and  trotted  in 
amongst  them  until  he  found  comfortable  standing  room,  when 
he  stopped.  This  was  Calcutta’s  place  of  pleasure.  Behind 
the  octagonal  erection,  where  presently  the  band  would  play, 
stretched  those  Eden  Gardens  which  the  photographers  reproduce 
so  effectively  and  the  globe-trotters  buy  so  abundantly.  Here 
we  have  the  elements  of  the  most  romantic  municipal  scenery 
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— tall  palms  and  red  poinsettias,  a  fine  winding  artificial  lake 
witli  a  beautiful  arched  artificial  bridge,  realistic  artificial  rocks 
cropping  out  of  the  grass,  and  a  genuine  Burmese  pagoda  of 
white  cliunam,  specially  constructed  for  the  gardens,  in  the 
middle  of  it  all.  The  pagoda  runs  up  into  a  spire,  or  a  lightning 
conductor,  or  something  of  that  nature  ;  and  on  the  top  of  this 
a  frolicsome  British  tar  once  placed  an  empty  soda-water  bottle 
upside-down.  I  think  the  native  municipal  commissioners  regard 
this  with  some  pride  as  a  finial  ornament ;  certainly  nobody  has 
ever  taken  it  down.  And  that  is  as  well,  for  the  soda-water 
bottle  gives,  one  might  say,  the  key  to  the  design  of  the  place, 
which  might  otherwise  puzzle  the  stranger.  I  should  not  omit 
to  say  that  the  gardens  are  illuminated  with  electric  light,  as 
such  gardens  of  course  should  be.  The  people  walk  up  and 
down  under  the  electric  light,  looking  at  each  other ;  the  young 
men  go  in  among  the  carriages  and  talk  to  the  ladies  they  know. 
Calcutta  makes  a  violent  attempt  to  distract  itself.  On  this  par¬ 
ticular  evening  the  Brownes  also  came  to  distract  themselves — 
it  becomes  a  habit  in  time. 

The  electric  light  sputtered  and  fizzled  over  the  crowd  of 
standing  carriages.  Helen  thought  it  darkened  the  black  circle  ' 
round  young  Browne’s  eyes  ;  and  he  asked  his  wife  apprehend- 
ingly  if  she  were  feeling  chilled  or  anything — she  looked  so 
white.  The  damp,  warm  air  clung  to  their  faces.  A  man  in  a 
ticca-gharry  said  to  a  man  in  the  road  that  it  was  damned  muggy. 
Several  people  in  the  carriages  near  heard  him  say  this — it  was 
so  quiet.  The  crowd  of  carriage-tops  gleamed  motionless,  the 
horses  stood  dejectedly  on  three  legs,  and  under  every  horse’s 
nose  a  cotton-clad  syce  ‘  bitoed  ’ 1  on  the  ground  with  his  chin 
on  his  knees.  A  peddling  native  thrust  up  a  round  flat  bouquet 
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of  pink  and  white  roses  that  smelt  of  ‘  Jockey  Club.’  ‘  Jao  ! 
said  young  Browne. 

Presently  the  band  played  a  gay  and  lightsome  air,  very  sad 
to  hear,  from  an  opera  long  superseded  at  home,  and  with  the  play¬ 
ing  of  the  band  the  general  depression  seemed  to  thicken  and  close 
down.  There  are  people  in  Calcutta  who,  even  for  distraction's 
sake,  cannot  stand  selections  from  the  Mikado  so  near  the  end  of 
the  century.  One  by  one  the  carriages  began  to  roll  away. 
Perhaps  along  the  river  road  there  would  be  a  breath  of  air.  The 
band  played  a  medley,  all  sorts  of  things,  and  then  ‘  The  Land  o’ 
the  Leal.’  I  saw  the  MacTaggarts  drive  off.  1  Syce  l  ’  said  Mr. 
Perth  Macintyre  ;  1  buttie  jallao  !  Gar  ko  ! 1  ’  .  .  .  The  last  of  the 
pink  flush  faded  out  of  the  sky  behind  the  ships.  The  air  grew 
sodden  and  chill,  a  little  raw  breeze  crept  in  from  the  east. 
Young  Browne  took  off  his  hat  to  1  God  Save  the  Queen,’  and 
then  ‘  I  think  we  ought  to  hurry  him  a  little,’  said  Helen, 
referring  to  the  stubby  little  country-bred.  ‘  It’s  going  to  rain.’ 

It  was  in  this  month  of  August,  I  remember,  that  we  lost  a 
partner  of  the  firm,  in  a  sad  though  not  unusual  way.  He  died, 
as  a  matter  of  fact,  from  a  little  Calcutta  mud  which  rubbed 
itself  into  his  elbow  one  afternoon  when  he  was  thrown  out  of 
his  brougham.  Tetanus  the  doctors  called  it,  and  they  said  he 
would  have  had  a  better  chance  if  he  had  been  thrown  out  of  his 
brougham  at  another  time  of  year.  He  was  buried,  poor  man, 
in  seven  inches  of  water  :  and  Mr.  Perth  Macintyre  had  two 
months’  fever  after  attending  the  dripping  funeral. 

It  would  be  an  affectation  to  write  about  Mrs.  Browne’s  ex¬ 
periences  and  to  omit  a  chapter  on  at  least  one  phase  of  the 
weather ;  but  I  could  have  told  you  in  the  beginning  that  it 
would  net  be  amusing. 

1  1  Light  the  lamps  I  To  the  house  1  ’ 
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CHAPTER  XXIII 


IF  yon  have  not 
entirely  for¬ 
gotten  your  geo¬ 
graphy,  you  will 
know  that  against 
the  eternal  gold 
and  blue  of  the 
Indian  sky,  across 
and  across  the 
middle  of  the 
land,  there  runs 
unevenly  a  high 
white  line.  You 
will  remember  it 
better,  perhaps,  as  £  the  trend  of  the  Himalayas,’  and  it  may  have 
a  latter-day  association  in  your  mind  with  imprudent  subalterns 
and  middle-aged  ladies  who  consume  a  great  many  chocolates  and 
call  each  other  ‘  my  dear  girl.’  Out  here  we  never  forget  it  for  a 
single  instant ;  it  survives  the  boundaries  of  our  native  counties, 
and  replaces  in  our  imaginations  every  height  in  Europe.  We 
call  it  ‘  The  Snows,’  and  the  name  is  as  little  presumptuous  as 
any  other.  It  is  very  far  off,  and  the  more  like  heaven  for  that 
reason ;  moreover,  that  way  Simla  lies,  which  is  heaven’s  outer 
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portal,  full  of  knights  and  angels.  They  are  distant  and 
imperturbable,  the  Snows ;  we  can  only  gaze  and  wonder,  and 
descend  again  to  earth  ;  we  have  only  the  globe-trotter’s  word 
for  it  that  they  do  not  belong  to  another  world.  It  is  the  brown 
outer  ranges  that  we  climb,  the  heaving  brown  outer  ranges 
that  stand  between  the  Holy  of  Holies  and  the  eye  of  the 
profane,  the  unbeliever,  the  alien.  Because  these  brown  outer 
ranges  are  such  very  big  mountains  it  is  our  pleasure  to  call 
them  ‘  The  Hills  ’ — if  you  talked  of  spending  three  months  in  the 
mountains  it  would  not  be  clear  that  you  didn’t  mean  Switzerland. 
Here  we  perch  our  hill-stations,  here  once  in  every  year  or  two 
we  grow  fat  and  well-liking,  here  on  the  brink  of  a  literal  precipice 
the  callow  subalterns  and  the  blase  married  ladies  flirt. 

It  was  by  the  merest  accident,  which  I  helped  to  precipitate, 
that  the  Brownes  went  to  the  Hills  in  September.  A  planter 
in  the  Doon  1  had  committed  suicide — acute  dyspepsia — whose 
business  was  in  our  hands,  and  somebody  had  to  go  to  see 
about  it.  The  junior  partner  wanted  to  go,  but  the  junior 
partner  had  just  come  out  from  England  weighing  fourteen 
stone,  and  I  got  Mr.  Perth  Macintyre  to  persuade  him  that  it 
was  absolutely  necessary  to  spend  two  months  of  the  rains  in 
Calcutta  if  he  wished  to  recover  his  figure.  Thus  to  the  Brownes 
also  came  the  hope  of  the  clean  breath  of  the  Hills.  I  went 
myself  down  to  Howrah  station  after  dinner  to  add  my  blessing 
to  their  luggage,  but  the  train  was  gone.  A  fat  baboo  of 
Bengal  told  me  so,  with  a  wreath  of  marigolds  round  his  neck. 
I  thought,  looking  at  him,  how  glad  they  must  be  to  have  turned 
iheir  faces  towards  a  country  where  men  eat  millet  and 
clmpatties,2  and  are  lean. 

Kasi  was  there  too.  Kasi  travelled  ‘  intermediate,’  that  is 
1  Valley.  -  Native  cakes  of  flour  and  water. 
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to  say  sitting  on  the  floor,  quite  comfortably,  in  a  wooden  box 
iron-barred  down  the  sides  to  let  in  light  and  air.  Before  the 
train  started  Kasi  had  unrolled  all  the  rugs  and  pillows,  had 
made  ready  soap  and  towels  and  brushes,  and  had  left  the  sahib, 
who  had  been  very  troublesome  all  day,  and  the  memsahib,  who 
had  already  unjustly  accused  him  of  having  forgotten  seven 
things,  with  nothing  to  do  but  to  go  to  bed  and  to  rise  again. 
Then  he  returned  to  his  own  place,  where  his  own  kind  buzzed 
about  him  with  flat  baskets  of  sticky  brown  balls  and  fried  sweet¬ 
meats  to  sell.  Kasi  regarded  them  indifferently  and  bought 
nothing  ;  they  were  only  skin-deep  his  own  kind,  the  lime-marks 
upon  their  foreheads  were  different,  he  could  not  eat  from  their 
hands.  Secretly,  when  the  shadow  of  none  fell  upon  it,  he  took 
from  a  little  brass  box  his  betel  solace,  then  as  the  train  whistled 
he  unwound  the  ten  yards  of  his  turban,  wrapped  his  red  chuddar 1 
about  him,  and  disposed  himself  on  the  floor  to  dream  of  the  profit 
there  might  be  when  the  sahib  took  a  journey. 

In  the  morning  a  dry  coolness  blew  in  at  the  windows.  It 
had  been  raining,  it  would  rain  again  ;  but  here  in  Behar  the 
earth  had  been  needy,  and  her  face  had  grown  lovely  with  the 
slaking  of  her  great  thirst.  The  rain  had  washed  the  air  and 
the  sun  had  dried  it ;  to  these  dwellers  in  Calcutta  it  seemed 
that  they  were  already  on  the  heights.  All  night  long  they 
had  been  going  through  the  rice  country,  where  the  pale  green 
shoots  stood  knee-deep  in  the  glistening  water  for  miles  around ; 
now  they  rolled  through  a  land  where  the  crops  wTaved  tall  with 
sprouting  ears — maize  and  millet  and  wheat.  The  little  villages 
were  almost  lost  in  them.  High  over  the  grain  the  ryot’s  sons 
kept  watch  and  ward  against  the  thieving  parrots,  in  little  open 
thatched  houses  stuck  on  the  top  of  a  long  pole  or  in  the  fork  of 


1  Cloth  worn  over  shoulders, 
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a  dead  tree.  They  were  perched  up  there  to  be  safe  from  the 
leopard’s  spring;  the  leopards  like  a  maize-fed  ryot’s  son. 
They  could  give  warning,  too,  if  the  zemindar’s  servant  came 
that  way  to  ask  an  extra  tax  for  the  wedding  expenses  of  his 
master’s  second  daughter.  The  little  villages  seemed  of  kindly 
disposition ;  here  was  a  precarious  crop  that  wanted  shade,  and 
upon  this  field  every  man  had  set  his  bed,  one  beside  another, 
so  that  it  was  covered.  They  were  at  ease,  the  little  villages, 
the  crops  throve ;  there  would  be  enough  for  the  zemindar  if 
they  pretended  to  be  very  poor ;  nobody  would  starve  that  year, 
and  perhaps  Malita  or  Alanga  would  add  a  new  silver  bangle  to 
her  wedding  portion. 

The  Brownes  were  too  utterly  poor  for  the  railway 
restaurants.  They  brought  a  tiffin-basket.  Young  Browne 
designed  the  tiffin-basket,  a  Chinaman  designed  the  price.  It 
was  as  big  as  a  small  trunk;  it  would  just  go  under  the  seat. 
There  was  room  in  it  for  everything  that  has  yet  been  thought 
of  in  connection  with  a  civilised  repast.  I  believe  Mrs.  Browne 
is  now  using  it  as  a  china  and  linen  closet.  It  held  ten  rupees’ 
worth  of  tinned  stores  among  other  things,  and  a  kerosene  stove. 
Mrs.  Browne  filled  the  rest  of  it  up  economically  with  bread 
and  butter  and  cold  meat,  and  young  Browne  added  as  an  after¬ 
thought  half-a-dozen  pints  of  champagne.  It  was  a  modest 
Anglo-Indian  tiffin-basket,  and  they  drew  it  forth  with  much 
joy  in  the  morning,  having  the  carriage  to  themselves.  It  was 
seven  o’clock  and  the  train  had  stopped.  Servants  were  running 
about  the  platform  with  cups  of  tea  and  slices  of  toast  for  the 
chota  hazri  of  people  who  hadn’t  brought  tiffin-baskets.  ‘  Just  for 
curiosity,  George,’  said  Helen, c  ask  how  much  they  are  charging.’ 

Young  Browne,  in  the  unconventionality  of  his  pyjamas,1 
1  Night  garments  worn  by  men  in  India, 
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leaned  out  of  the  window.  ‘  Hi,  you !  ’  he  called,  1  dom 
kitna?’ 1 

‘  Aht  anna,  sahib  !  ’ 

1  Good  gracious  !  ’  cried  Mrs.  Browne.  ‘  Eight  annas  for  a  cup 
of  tea  and  two  bits  of  toast !  The  tiffin-basket  is  a  saving,  dear  !  ’ 

‘  Oh,  it  is !  ’  responded  Mr.  Browne,  ‘for  the  other  meals. 
But,  now  that  I  think  of  it,  I  want  my  chota  liazri  noiv  ;  don’t 
you  ?  Hi-ups  kitmutgar  !  lao  chota  hazri  and  jeldi  Irtro !  ’ 2 

‘One  could  so  easily  boil  the  water,  dear,’  objected  Mrs. 
Browne. 

1  For  the  other  meals.  But  we  can’t  cook  our  chota  hazri. 
Everything’s  at  the  bottom.  We  shouldn’t  get  it  ready  till 
midnight.  The  fact  is,’  said  young  Browne  decisively,  ‘  we 
ought  to  have  brought  a  kitmutgar — that  would  have  been  a 
saving,  if  you  like  !  ’  And  as  the  steaming  tea  came  through 
the  window  and  the  price  went  out,  1  I  don’t  think  it’s  so  very 
much,’  said  young  Browne. 

That  is  the  way  they  began.  The  precise  number  and 
extent  of  the  economies  effected  by  the  tiffin-basket  will  never 
be  recorded,  but  I  believe  they  drank  the  champagne. 

I  doubt  either  your  information  or  your  gratification  at  being 
told  that  they  changed  at  Mogulsarai.  Mogulsarai  is  on  the  map, 
but  you  will  not  find  it  there  because  you  will  not  look — which 
I  do  not  say  censoriously  ;  it  is  quite  enough  that  Anglo-Indians 
should  be  obliged  to  remember  the  names  of  such  places.  They 
are  curiously  profane,  with  their  crowded  little  roofs  and  their 
mosque-towers,  and  they  are  very  hot.  The  Brownes’  train  lay 
on  a  side  track  baking,  as  they  entered  it,  four  coolies  bearing 
the  tiffin-basket.  The  place  grilled  almost  silently,  black  and 
white  and  grey,  with  converging  railway  lines  encumbered  with 
1  ‘  Price,  how  much  1  ’  2  ‘  Bring  little  breakfast,  and  be  quick  about  it  !  ’ 
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trucks ;  an  engine  moved  about  snorting  painfully,  and  nearly 
naked  men  ran  in  and  out  under  the  carriages  smiting  the 
wheels.  They  rolled  out  of  the  place  and  on  for  an  hour,  then 
over  the  bridge  of  the  Ganges  and  past  some  old  fortifications, 
aud  out  of  the  windows  they  saw  Benares — Benares  the 
impressively  filthy,  trailing  her  skirts  and  her  sins  in  her  great 
sacred  river,  but  fair,  very  fair  indeed,  with  the  morning  sun¬ 
light  on  the  faces  of  all  her  gods,  and  the  morning  sky  behind 
the  minarets  of  Aurungzebe. 

It  was  the  middle  of  the  night  before  they  reached  Lucknow, 
where  they  awoke  thirsty.  A  wide,  lighted,  orderly  station 
platform,  railway  guards  walking  about  in  white  duck  and  gold 
buttons,  a  single  dissipated-looking  little  subaltern  promenading 
with  his  hands  in  his  pockets.  There  was  no  ice,  and  young 
Browne  sleepily  abused  the  first  railway  official  that  passed  the 
window.  ‘  A  big  station  like  this,  and  the  ice  allowed  to  run  out 
in  such  weather  !  The  thing  ought  to  be  reported.’ 

‘  It’s  in  weather  the  like  o'  this,  sir,  that  the  ice  diz  run  out,’ 
suggested  the  guard.  £  Tickets,  sir  !  ’ 

Lucknow,  with  her  tragedy  still  upon  her  lips,  her  rugged 
wTalls  still  gaping  in  the  white  moonlight  up  yonder,  her  graves 
still  tenderly  remembered — and  the  Brownes  bitter  complaint 
of  Lucknow  was  that  they  found  no  ice  there !  Ah,  little 
Brownes !  I  write  this  of  you  more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger  ; 
for  I  know  a  soldier’s  wife  whose  husband’s  name  you  might 
have  read  graven  on  a  Lucknow  tablet  in  the  moonlight  that 
night,  and  wdien  I  remember  all  that  she  has  told  me,  I  find  it 
grievous  that  you  should  even  have  been  awrare  that  there  was 
no  ice  in  Lucknow  ! 

In  the  morning  they  were  rolling  through  a  lightsome 
country,  all  gay  fields  and  gravelly  river-beds,  with  billows  of 
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sunlit  air  coming  in  at  the  windows,  an  hour  from  Saharanpore. 
A  blue  hill  stood  like  a  cloud  on  the  edge  of  the  horizon  ;  the 
Brownes  descried  it  simultaneously,  and  laughed  aloud  together. 
It  was  so  long  since  they  had  seen  any  elevation  greater  than 
their  own  roof,  or  a  palm-tree,  or  an  umbrella.  They  got  out  at 
Saharanpore,  and  Kasi  got  out  at  Saharanpore,  and  the  bundles 
and  the  boxes  and  the  bags  got  out  at  Saharanpore.  They  were 
all  as  dirty  as  they  conld  possibly  be,  but  the  people  who  did 
not  get  out  at  Saharanpore  looked  at  them  enviously,  for  they 
had  the  prospect  of  being  dirtier  still.  Arrived  at  the  place  of 
the  dak-bungalow  and  the  solace  of  unlimited  ablutions,  Mrs. 
Browne  could  not  imagine  in  what  respect  she  had  ever  found  a 
dak-bungalow  wanting.  Could  anything  be  more  delightful  than 
that  they  should  have  it 
first  dak-bungalow  and  this  one  Mrs.  Browne  had  made  steps 
towards  the  solitary  Calcutta  ideal.  O11  this  occasion  she  pulled 
down  all  the  chicks,1  and  told  the  solitary  box-wallah  who  had 
outspread  his  wares  in  the  verandah  against  her  arrival  to  ‘  -Jao, 
jeldi !  ’ 

Here  they  tarried  till  the  following  day,  when  the  blowing  of 
a  trumpet  aroused  them  at  what  they  considered  an  excessively 
early  hour  of  the  morning.  It  was  their  trumpet ;  they  had 
bought  the  exclusive  right  to  it  for  twelve  hours.  It  belonged 
to  the  dak  2-gharry  that  was  to  take  them  from  Saharanpore  to 
Dehra,  ‘  a  distance,’  as  any  guide-book  will  tell  you, 1  of  forty-two 
miles.’  If  you  could  see  a  dak-gharry  you  would  probably 
inquire  with  Mrs.  Browne  if  there  wasn’t  any  other  way  of  going. 
There  is  no  other  way  of  going.  There  are  large  numbers  of 
places  in  India  to  which  there  is  no  other  way  of  going.  And 
if  one  had  answered  you  thus,  you  would  have  said  that  if  you 
1  Venetian  blinds.  2  Journey. 


entirely  to  themselves  !  Between  her 
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had  known  that  you  wouldn’t  have  come.  Mrs.  Browne  said 
that  when  she  saw  the  travelling  carriage  of  this  Orient  land  of 
dreamy  luxury,  hut  she  didn’t  particularly  mean  it,  and  neither 
would  you. 

In  appearance  the  Brownes’  dak-gharry  was  a  cross  between 

a  sun-bonnet  and  a  blue  hearse.  This  mav  be  a  little  difficult 

«/ 

to  imagine  ;  but  I  don’t  appeal  to  your  imagination,  I  state 

facts.  It  was  the  shape  of  a  hearse,  and  you  were  supposed  to 

lie  down  in  it,  which  completed  the  suggestion.  To  counteract 

the  gloomy  apprehension  of  this  idea,  it  was  painted  blue  inside 

and  out — distinctly  a  foncee  blue.  This  superficial  cheerfulness 

was  accentuated  by  shutters  in  the  back  and  sliding  doors  at  the 

sides,  and  the  whole  thing  was  trimmed  from  the  roof  with 

canvcs  wings.  The  top  would  take  as  much  luggage  as  the  hold 

of  a  ship — a  small  ship.  Inside  there  was  nothing  at  all,  and  a 

place  to  put  your  feet.  Kasi  condoned  this  austerity  with  rugs 

and  pillows,  and  took  his  seat  beside  the  driver,  with  whom  he 

conversed  as  affably  as  his  superior  social  position  would  admit. 

The  two  Brownes  were  carefully  extended  inside  like  modern 

mummies ;  four  native  persons  of  ambiguous  appearance  and  a 

persuasive  odour  fastened  themselves  on  behind.  The  driver 

cracked  his  whip,  and  the  two  meek  brown  spotted  clown-trodden 

horses  stood  promptly  upon  their  hind  legs  pawing  the  air. 

They  came  down  in  time,  and  then  they  began  to  back  into  the 

clak-bungalow  dining-room.  Dissuaded  from  this,  they  walked 

* 

across  the  road  with  the  intention  of  putting  themselves  in  the 
ditch  ;  and  finally,  after  a  terrific  expenditure  of  language  on  the 
part  of  the  driver,  they  broke  into  a  gallop,  which  brought  each 
of  the  recumbent  Brownes  inside  to  a  right  angle  by  the  action 
of  some  mechanical  principle  containing  a  very  large  element  of 
alarm.  This  was  not  at  all  a  remarkable  demonstration.  It  is 


SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  MEM  SAHIB 


269 


the  invincible  dustur  of  every  animal  in  the  dak-gliarry  business, 
and  is  perfectly  understood,  locally.  The  animals  attached  to 
the  Brownes  galloped  their  three  miles  and  arrived  reeking  at 
the  next  dak-stable  without  another  thought  of  anything  but 
their  business.  In  the  meantime  the  local  understanding  spread 
to  the  Brownes,  who  specified  it  afterwards  with  liniment. 

To  this  impetuous  way  of  going  it  was  a  relief,  Mrs.  Browne 
told  me  afterwards,  to  hang  one’s  feet  out  of  the  door.  The 
picturesque  conduct  of  the  fresh  dak-ponies  every  three  or  four 
miles  displayed  novel  forms  of  vice,  interesting  to  the  uninitiated. 
They  bit  and  strove  and  kicked,  and  one  of  them  attempted  to 
get  inside.  Helen  said  it  was  very  wearing  to  one’s  nerves. 
But  when  they  had  accomplished  the  little  earthquake  of  starting 
there  were  compensations.  The  road  was  green  and  shaded,  as 
it  would  be  in  England;  squirrels  frisked  from  one  trunk  to 
another,  silvery  doves  with  burnished  breasts  cooed  in  the  bamboo 
branches,  and  ever  the  gracious  hills  drew  nearer  and  a  little 
nearer. 

4  These  are  only  the  Siwalliks,’  remarked  young  Browne,  in 
a  pause  of  their  jubilant  conversation.  4  Wait  till  you  see  the 
Himalayas  on  the  other  side !  The  Siwalliks  are  only  rubble. 
They’re  rapidly  crumbling  away.’ 

4  If  they  were  in  England,’  replied  Mrs.  Browne,  watching 
the  little  topmost  turrets  grow  greener,  ‘  we  wouldn’t  admit  that 
they  were  rubble.  And  I  don't  believe  they'll  crumble  away 
very  soon.’ 

4  In  a  few  aeons,’  returned  Mr.  Browne  superiorly.  4  It  won’t 
matter  to  us.  We’re  getting  regularly  up  amongst  them.  This 
is  the  beginning  of  the  pass.’ 

They  had  journeyed  four  hours  and  had  come  to  a  little 
white  bungalow  perched  high  upon  the  flank  of  the  nearest  hill. 
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Here  the  khansamah  had  a  red  beard,  and  swore  by  it  that  the 
sahib  had  not  forewarned  him  :  how  should  there  be  beef  and 
potatoes  ?  Milk  and  moorghy  might  be,  but  eggs  no — the  eggs 
were  a  little  bad. 

4  For  that  saying,  son  of  the  Prophet,’  said  young  Browne, 
4  backsheesh  will  be  to  you.  In  Bengal  there  is  no  true  talk 
regarding  eggs.  And  now  hasten  with  the  milk  and  the  warmed 
moorghy  curry  of  the  traveller  of  yesterday,  and  dekko,  Kasi, 
tiffin-basket,  lao !  ’ 

Broad  is  the  road  that  leads  over  the  Mohun  Pass,  and 
beautiful  are  the  summits  that  look  down  on  it,  but  it  cannot  be 
climbed  with  the  unaided  strength  of  horses.  It  was  dull  driving 
but  for  the  sunset  behind  the  hills,  when  they  put  oxen  on  in 
the  bad  places,  and  still  duller  when  the  sulky,  long-haired 
black  buffaloes  lent  a  leg  ;  but  there  was  a  certain  picturesque¬ 
ness  in  being  pulled  by  the  three  varieties  of  beasts  at  once, 
especially  when  a  gang  of  road-coolies  turned  in  and  pushed 
behind. 

They  had  always  the  trumpet,  too,  which  enlivened  the  whole 
of  that  part  of  Asia.  And  wild  white  balsams  grew  high  on  the 
rocks,  and  naked  little  children,  in  blue  necklaces,  played  about 
the  road. 

There  was  the  blackness  of  a  tunnel,  and  then  the  vision  of  a 
fair  valley  mightily  walled  in,  with  the  softness  of  evening  still 
in  her  face,  and  the  smoke  of  her  hearth-fires  curling  up  to  a 
purple  sky.  They  rattled  across  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  dry  river¬ 
bed  full  of  stones,  and  were  in  Delira — Dehra  Boon,  where  all  the 
hedges  drop  pink  rose-petals,  and  the  bul-bul  sings  love  songs  in 
Persian,  and  the  sahib  lives  in  a  little  white  house  in  a  garden 
which  is  almost  home. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV 


IN  Debra  the  Brownes  were  within  sight  of  the  promised  land, 
not  always,  but  often.  Sometimes  it  lay  quite  hidden  in 
some  indefinable  matted  cloud-region  of  the  sky,  and  then  the  last 
of  the  September  rains  came  pelting  down  the  Doon.  Sometimes 
it  thrust  only  a  shoulder  out  of  its  cloud  garments,  and  some¬ 
times  white  fleeces  swept  over  it  from  morning  till  night.  But 
there  were  other  days  when  the  clouds  sailed  high  above  it  trail¬ 
ing  their  shadows  after  them,  and  then  indeed  the  Brownes 
could  climb  to  it  by  a  winding  road  that  began  at  their  very 
feet.  The  road  ascended  to  Mussoorie,  which  twinkled  white  on 
a  spur  above  them  seven  thousand  feet  up,  and  twelve  miles  off. 
It  would  have  been  perfectly  easy  and  practicable  for  them  to 
go  to  Mussoorie ;  so  easy  and  practicable  that  they  didn’t  go. 
When  young  Browne  had  looked  after  the  planter's  tea-bushes, 
and  put  a  headstone  to  his  grave,  and  settled  his  bills  and 
written  home  to  his  people  the  details  of  his  affairs,  there 
were  eight  days  over.  Mussoorie,  the  particular  paradise  of 
‘  quiet  ’  people  and  retired  old  gentlemen  who  mean  to  die  in 
the  country,  was  an  insignificant  achievement  for  eight  days. 
The  Brownes  surveyed  the  great  brown  flanks  of  the  hills  and 
burned  for  a  wider  conquest.  They  would  go  to  Chakrata,  high 
in  the  heart  of  the  Himalayas  to  the  west,  half  way  to  Simla. 
They  would  ride  on  horseback  all  the  way  up  and  down  again 


27  2 


SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  MEM  SAHIB 


to  the  railway  station  at  Saharanpore ;  it  would  be  more 
than  a  hundred  miles — an  expedition,  as  young  Browne 
remarked,  that  they  could  dine  out  on  for  weeks  when  they 
got  back  to  Calcutta.  His  own  statement  of  their  equipment 
for  the  journey  is  succinct.  ‘  We  shall  want,’  said  he,  £  two 
ponies,  two  syces,  and  an  ekka.  The  ekka  will  take  the 
luggage,  bedding,  Kasi,  and  the  tiffin-basket.  The  ponies  will 
take  us,  and  the  syces  will  come  along  behind.  Let  us  go  and 
hire  them.’ 

They  drove  out  the  long  shady  main  road  of  Delira,  creeping 
always  upward  to  Raj  pore,  upon  this  business,  and  on  the  way 
Mr.  Browne  explained  to  Mrs.  Browne  the  natural  history,  cha¬ 
racter  and  antecedents  of  the  £  bazar  tat.’  £  They  run  small,’ 
said  young  Browne,  ‘  mostly  ears  and  tails.  They  have  a  tendency 
to  displace  objects  to  the  rear  of  them,  and  a  taste  for  human 
flesh.  They  were  born  and  brought  up  in  the  bazar,  and  their 
morals  are  unspeakable.  But  you  can’t  get  morals  at  any  price 
in  the  bazar  ;  they  are  too  expensive  to  be  sold  there.  And 
there’s  no  real  harm  in  the  bazar  tat,  if  you  only  keep  away 
from  his  heels  and  look  a  bit  spry  when  you  get  on.’ 

Mrs.  Browne  asked,  with  concealed  anxiety,  if  there  were  no 
donkeys.  She  was  accustomed  to  a  donkey,  she  said ;  she  could 
ride  one  really  rather  well,  and  if  George  didn’t  mind  she  would 
so  much  prefer  it.  But  George  answered  in  a  spirit  of  ribaldry. 
The  only  donkeys  in  India,  he  said,  belonged  to  the  dhobies, 
and  were  permanently  engaged  in  taking  home  the  wash.  By 
that  time  they  had  arrived.  It  was  only  a  sharp  elbow  of  a 
narrow  mountain  road,  Raj pore,  with  its  tumble-down  houses 
overhanging  it  on  both  sides,  and  it  was  quite  empty.  £  There 
aren’t  any  horses  here !  ’  Helen  remarked  with  disparage¬ 
ment. 
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‘  Wait,’  returned  her  husband.  Then,  with  really  no  par¬ 
ticular  emphasis,  he  said,  ‘  Gorah  !  ’  1  to  Raj  pore. 

‘  Ha,  hazur  !  ’ 

‘  Good  pony,  sahib  !  ’ 

‘  Here  iz,  memsahib — here  iz  !  ’ 

Raj pore  human,  on  innumerable  pairs  of  brown  legs,  turned 
suddenly  into  the  best  and  most  spacious  of  its  ground  floors, 
dragging  thence  Raj  pore  equine  hostile  on  four,  wearing  an 
aggrieved  expression  above  clinging  strands  of  country  grass. 
They  came,  and  still  they  came,  from  above  trotting  down,  from 
below  trotting  up.  A  human  being  of  sorts  was  usually 
attached  to  them,  but  Rajpore  was  obviously  inhabited  by 
ponies.  No  other  census  would  have  been  worth  taking  there. 
Mrs.  Browne  was  surrounded  by  ragged  turbans  and  man-eaters. 
With  Mr.  Browne’s  anxious  hand  upon  her  arm  she  felt  herself 
precipitated  in  every  direction  at  once.  ‘  I  can’t  keep  out  of  the 
way  of  all  their  heels,  George,’  she  exclaimed  in  the  voice  of  the 
tried  woman ;  and  then  George  backed  her  carefully  against  a 
wall,  drew  a  semicircle  round  her  with  a  diameter  of  five  feet, 
and  forbade  man  or  beast  to  cross  the  line.  Then  they  proceeded 
to  a  choice. 

‘  Here  iz,  hazur !  Good  nice  thin  wallah,  memsahib 
kaivasti  !  ’ 2 

‘  Thanks,’  said  Helen  ;  c  he’s  a  diagram  !  I  want  a  fat  one.’ 

‘  Look,  memsahib !  This  one  bote  plenty  fat.  Hose,  rose, 
tarty  bun’nles  ghas  Jchata  ! '  3 

‘He’s  a  baote-tamasha- wallah,’ 4  remarked  young  Browne. 

‘  Look  at  his  eye,  Helen.  He  also  appears  to  have  kicked  all 

1  Horse  !  *  ‘  For  the  memsahib.’ 

3  ‘  Day  by  day  he  eats  thirty  bundles  of  grass  !  ’ 

4  Uproariously  bad  character. 

T 
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liis  skin  off  bis  fetlocks.  For  you  I  should  prefer  the 
diagram.’ 

Finally,  it  was  the  diagram  for  Helen,  who  commanded  that 
an  unreasonable  quantity  of  food  should  be  given  to  it  under 
her  eyes,  and  remained  until  it  was  finished.  ‘  If  she  isn’t 
fatter  after  that,’  she  said  with  satisfaction,  ‘  it’s  her  own  fault.’ 
Young  Browne  selected  the  veritable  charger  of  Raj  pore.  He 
wore  his  mouth  and  nose  carefully  tied  up  in  rope,  and  might  be 
relied  upon  at  all  points  so  long  as  that  one  remained  secure. 

‘  They’re  not  much  of  a  pair,'  said  young  Browne,  £  but  in  your 
animal,  dear,  I  don’t  mind  sacrificing  both  speed  and  appear¬ 
ances.’ 

‘To  safety.  Yes,  dear,  you  are  perfectly  right.’  And  Mrs. 
Browne,  whose  sense  of  humour  was  imperfectly  developed, 
regarded  her  husband  with  affection. 

Thereafter  it  became  a  question  of  an  ekka,  and  Raj  pore 
had  ekkas  bewildering  in  their  variety  and  in  their  disrepair. 
If  you  have  never  seen  an  ekka  it  will  be  difficult  for  you  to 
understand  one.  The  business  ekka  does  not  stand  about  to  be 
photographed,  and  therefore  you  must  be  told  that,  although  it 
appears  to  rest  mainly  on  the  horse’s  back,  it  has  two  wheels 
generally,  one  on  each  side.  There  is  a  popular  saying  that  no 
sahib  likes  a  one-wheeled  ekka,  and  though  it  is  a  popular  say¬ 
ing  it  is  true.  The  vehicle  will  do  prodigious  distances  with  one 
wheel,  but  it  is  anticipating  Providence  to  engage  it  on  that 
basis.  An  ekka  is  rather  like  a  very  old  two-storeyed  birdcage 
tilted  up  and  foreshortened,  with  a  vaulted  roof,  and  it  runs  in 
my  mind  that  the  roof  is  frescoed.  The  upstanding  little  posts 
at  the  four  corners  are  certainly  painted  red  and  yellow ;  they  are 
carved  also,  like  the  rungs  of  certain  chairs.  I  know  that  the 
ekka- wallah  sits  in  the  upper  storey  smiling  upon  the  world.  An 
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ekka-wallah  always  smiles  ;  his  is  a  life  of  ease.  I  know,  too, 
that  there  are  bulgings  above  and  protuberances  below,  and  half 
a  yard  of  dirty  sacking,  and  seven  pieces  of  ragged  rope,  and 
always  room  for  something  else  ;  but  at  this  point  my  impression 
becomes  a  little  confused,  and  I  cannot  state  with  assurance 
which  end  is  attached  to  the  horse.  That,  however,  is  a  matter 
of  detail.  The  real  point  is  that  the  Brownes  found  an  ekka 
apparently  two  feet  square,  which  contracted  to  carry  their  lug¬ 
gage,  bedding,  tiffin-basket,  and  Kasi  up  to  Chakrata  and  down 
to  the  plains  for  the  sum  of  three  rupees  per  diem,  which  was 
extortionate.  But  the  jpulthans 1  were  moving  down,  and  the 
sergeants’  wives  would  require  many  ekkas.  They  could  afford 
to  wait  for  the  sergeants’  wives.  In  expectation  of  these  ladies 
the  ekka  market  was  a  solid  unit,  and  the  Brownes  succumbed 
before  it. 

Next  day  they  left  Debra  dropping  the  first  of  its  October 
rose-leaves.  Thinking  of  the  planter  in  his  grave,  Helen 
wondered  how  he  could  have  been  so  indifferent  as  to  close  his 
eyes  wilfully  and  intentionally  on  such  a  place.  It  was  the 
morning,  there  was  a  sweet  and  pungent  gaiety  in  the  air,  the 
long  road  they  had  to  travel  stretched  before  them  in  the 
pleasaunce  of  leaf-checkered  sunshine.  Little  striped  squirrels 
played  on  the  boles  of  the  trees— they  were  English-looking 
trees — that  met  over  their  heads.  Young  Browne  thanked  God 
audibly  that  they  were  out  of  the  region  of  palms  and  plan¬ 
tains. 

Tiny  green  fly-catchers  swung  on  the  rushes  of  an  occasional 
pool,  pink-breasted  ring  doves  sidled  out  of  their  way,  thieving 
parrots  flew  by  sixes  and  sevens  screaming  up  from  the  Tcharif 
crops.2  Very  green  were  the  Tiharif  crops,  with  the  rain  still 
1  Regiments.  2  Cold  weather  crops. 
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about  their  roots,  surging  up  under  the  lowest  branches  of  the 
trees  as  far  as  these  travellers  could  see  before  them.  But  for 
the  teeming  luxuriance  of  everything,  the  sense  of  breadth  and 
brightness  and  the  caressing  sun,  it  might  have  been  a  road  in 
Devonshire.  But  for  the  wayfarers  too.  There  were  neither 
smocks  nor  gigs  ;  the  ryot  went  by,  chiefly  dressed  in  his  own 
brown  skin,  urging  his  lean  oxen  ;  all  the  gentle  cows  had 
curious  humps  between  their  shoulders.  And  here  by  the  way- 
side  they  saw  the  tiny  dome  of  a  battered  white  praying  place, 
and  there  the  square  slab  of  a  Mahomedan  tomb. 

The  sun  grew  hot  as  they  scrambled  with  the  road  down  to 
the  bridge  across  a  broad  river-bed  full  of  round  white  stones 
and  boulders,  with  a  narrow  shallow  brown  stream  hurrying 
along  the  middle.  Further  away  it  trickled  into  the  Jumna; 
here  it  played  with  pebbles  and  crabs,  but  now  and  then  in  the 
rains  it  brought  the  boulders  down  from  the  mountains  swirling, 
and  threw  stones  at  the  Department  of  Public  Works,  and 
shook  the  bridges.  Looking  one  way  as  they  crossed  the  bridge 
it  was  a  piled-up  picture,  the  blue  hills  massed  behind,  the  big 
white  stones  huddled  and  stranded  in  the  glistening  grey  sand, 
the  foolish  little  stream  in  the  middle.  Looking  the  other,  the 
picture  went  to  pieces,  the  hills  sloped  further  away,  the  sky 
came  down,  the  big  stones  rounded  themselves  into  the  little 
ones,  and  spread  indistinguishably  far.  Either  way  it  was 
beautiful  in  the  crisp  Indian  sunlight ;  it  had  a  gay  untroubled 
life,  like  porcelain. 

After  that  there  were  miles  of  irresponsible,  curving,  weedy 
road,  that  led  them  sometimes  past  the  sirkar’s  1  sal  forest,  and 
sometimes  past  a  little  village  gathered  together  under  a  mango- 
tree,  but  oftenest  it  straggled  through  wide,  sunny,  stony  country, 

1  Government’s. 
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full  of  pale  half-tints,  where  only  wild  grasses  grew.  Such  tall 
wild  grasses,  purple  and  yellow  and  white,  bending  and  tufting 
above  their  heads  on  either  side  of  the  way.  ‘  They  would 
make  Aunt  Plovtree  happy  for  life,’  said  Helen.  They  would, 
indeed,  and  many  another  estimable  lady  resident  in  Great  Britain. 
It  wras  a  sorrowful  waste  that  they  should  be  growing  there,  far 
from  the  solemn  interiors  that  yearned  for  their  dusty  charms. 
Helen  was  so  much  of  this  opinion  that  she  dismounted  and 
gathered  a  bunch,  compelling  her  husband  to  do  the  same,  to 
send  by  parcel  post  to  Aunt  Plovtree.  She  flicked  the  flies  off 
the  diagram’s  ears  with  them  for  three  miles,  then  she  lost  a 
third  of  them  in  a  canter,  and  young  Browne  arranged  that  the 
rest  should  be  carefully  forgotten  at  Kalsi  dak-bungalow.  He 
was  of  opinion  that  in  undertaking  an  ascent  of  nine  thousand 
feet  on  a  bazar  tat  in  India  you  couldn’t  be  expected  to  gather 
and  preserve  wild  grasses  for  your  aunt  in  England. 
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CHAPTER  XXV 


ALL  night  long  the  J umna  purred 
in  their  ears,  rolling  over  the 
stones  at  the  bottom  of  the  shady 
hill  whereon  the  Raj  had  built 
a  traveller’s  rest.  Looking  out 
through  the  dewy  branches  in 
the  morning,  they 
saw  the  Doon  lying 
under  its  mists  at 
their  feet,  with  the 
ragged  Siwalliks 
on  the  other  side 
— already  they  had 
begun  to  climb. 


Already,  too,  there  was  the  mountain  scent  in  the  air — that 
smell  of  wet  mossy  rock  and  ferns  and  running  streams  and 
vigour — and  this,  as  they  set  forth  upon  the  Himalayas,  with 
their  faces  turned  upwards,  took  possession  of  their  senses 
and  made  them  altogether  joyous.  The  Raj pore  charger 
sniffed  the  wind  with  his  Roman  nose  as  copiously  as  cir¬ 
cumstances  would  permit,  and  snapped  viciously  at  young 
Browne’s  trousers  with  his  retreating  under-lip.  The  Raj pore 
charger  must  have  been  at  least  twelve  hands  high,  and  fat  out 
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of  all  proportion.  His  syce  and  proprietor,  Boophal — probably 
thirteen  years  old,  wearing  a  ragged  cloth  jacket,  a  dhoty,  and 
an  expression  of  precocious  iniquity — was  very  proud  of  him. 
The  syce  attached  to  Helen’s  pony  was  visibly  abased  by  the 
contrast,  and  Helen  herself  declared  loudly  against  the  injustice 
of  being  expected  to  keep  up  under  the  circumstances.  Mrs. 
Browne’s  mount  had  only  one  idea  of  going,  and  that  was  to 
imitate  the  gait  of  her  distinguished  friend  in  front  at  a  con¬ 
siderable  distance  to  the  rear  ;  and  there  is  no  doubt  that  it  must 
have  been  trying  invariably  to  come  up  puffing  to  the  reproaches 
of  a  waiting  lord  complacent  in  his  saddle.  ‘  If  you  could  ride 
behind  for  awhile  and  beat  it,’  suggested  Helen  ;  4  it  doesn't  seem 
to  mind  me.’  But  young  Browne  thought  that  was  quite 
impossible.  There  was  one  thing  they  might  do,  though,  at  Saia, 
they  might  get  her  a  spur  !  ‘  George  !  ’  cried  she,  ‘  do  you  think 

I  would  use  a  spur? — horrid,  cruel  thing,  that  you  never  can 
tell  when  it's  going  in  !  ’  with  ungrammatical  emotion.  4  But  we 
might  change  ponies  for  a  bit,  if  you  like.’ 

4  We  might,’  said  young  Browne  reflectively;  4  but  I 
don’t  think  that  I  should  feel  justified  in  putting  you  on  this 
one,  my  dear  ;  his  rage  and  fury  with  his  nose  are  awful.’ 

4  But,  George,  I  should  like  to  ride  beside  you  !  ’ 

4  Not  rnoi’e  than  I  should  like  to  have  you,  dear.  But  I  think, 
since  I  can’t  have  that  pleasure,  what  a  satisfaction  I  take  in 
the  knowledge  that  you  are  safe.  Do  you  feel  disposed  to 
trot  ?  ’ 

4 1  do,’  returned  Mrs.  Browne,  with  plaintive  emphasis ; 
4  but  you'll  have  to  start,  please.  What  is  the  matter  with  this 
animal  ?  ’ 

The  diagram  was  neighing — long,  shrill  neighs  of  presage- 
ment,  with  her  ears  cocked  forward.  4  Something’s  coming,’ 


2  SO 
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said  young  Browne.  ‘  Dak-wallah  ata  !  ’ 1  remarked  Boophal.  A 
faint  jingling  on  the  far  side  of  the  nearest  curve ;  the  dak- 
wallah  had  rounded  it,  and  was  upon  them,  at  a  short,  steady, 
unrelenting  trot.  The  dak-wallah,  all  in  khaki,2  had  charge  of 
Her  Majesty’s  mails.  There  was  no  time  for  a  salaam.  He  wore 
bells  at  his  waist  for  premonition,  and  a  spear  over  his  shoulder 
for  defence.  These  hills  were  full  of  janwas 3  without  special 
respect  for  Her  Majesty’s  mails.  On  he  went,  jingling  faint  and 
fainter,  bearing  the  newrs  of  the  mountains  down  into  the  valleys, 
a  pleasant  primitive  figure  of  the  pleasant  primitive  East. 
Young  Browne  liked  him  particularly.  ‘  What  a  decent  way  of 
earning  one’s  living !  ’  said  he. 

The  hills  began  to  round  out  nobly  before  them  now.  The 
road  took  great  sweeps  and  curves,  always  penetrating  and 
climbing,  and  a  low  stone  wall  made  its  appearance  running 
along  the  outer  edge.  Over  the  wall  they  looked  down  upon  a 
hurrying  river  and  tree-tops ;  but  the  liill-sides  towered  straight 
up  beside  them,  lost  in  sal,  and  oak,  and  mosses,  and  shadows. 
They  had  climbed  a  very  little  way.  The  stillness  seemed  to 
grow  with  the  sunshine.  Only  now  and  then  a  jungle-fowl 
stirred,  or  a  hoopoe  cried,  or  they  heard  the  trickling  of  a  tiny 
stream  that  made  its  ferny  way  down  the  face  of  the  rock  to  the 
road.  Underneath  the  warm  air  lay  always  the  cool  scent  ; 
strange  flowTers  bloomed  in  it,  but  did  not  change  it ;  it  was 
the  goodly  smell  of  the  mountains,  and  Helen,  respiring  it, 
declared  that  it  was  the  first  time  her  nose  had  been  the  slightest 
pleasure  to  her  in  India.  They  turned  to  look  back — the  hills 
had  grown  up  around  them  and  shut  them  in  ;  they  wTere  upon 
the  solitary,  engirdling  road,  with  its  low  stone  parapet,  below 

1  ‘  The  postman  comes.’  2  Brown  cloth  used  in  Indian  uniforms. 

3  Animals. 
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unknown  heights,  above  unknown  depths,  insisting  always 
upwards  round  the  nearer  masses  to  hills  that  were  greater, 
further,  bluer.  It  was  the  little  parapet,  Helen  decided,  that 
made  it  look  so  lonely.  It  must  have  taken  quantities  of  people 
to  build  the  little  parapet  along  such  mighty  curves,  and  now 
they  had  all  gone  away  down  the  road,  and  it  seemed  as  if  none  of 
them  would  ever  come  back. 

After  the  dak-wallah  the  jogi  1  with  his  matted  hair  and 
furtive  eyes.  He  asked  nothing  of  the  Brownes,  the  jogi  ;  he 
extracted  pice  from  his  own  people,  for  the  good  of  their  souls ; 
the  souls  of  the  Brownes  were  past  paying  for  ;  besides,  it  was  so 
unlikely  that  a  sahib  would  pay.  And  after  the  jogi  came  a  score 
of  black,  long-haired,  long-horned  buffaloes,  and  a  man  seated 
upon  an  ass  driving  them.  The  buffaloes  had  evidently  never  seen 
anything  approaching  a  Browne  before,  for  they  all  with  one 
accord  stood  quite  still  when  they  came  within  twenty  yards  of 
these  two,  and  stared  with  the  stolidly  resentful  surprise  that 
never  strikes  one  as  an  affectation  in  a  buffalo.  There  were 
so  very  many  buffaloes  and  so  very  few  Brownes  and  so  little 
room  for  any  of  them  that  the  situation  was  awkward.  ‘  Keep 
close  behind  me  and  stick  to  the  inside,’  young  Browne  enjoined 
his  lady.  £  They  have  been  known  to  charge  at  things  they 
don’t  understand,  but  they  take  a  good  while  to  make  up  their 
minds.’ 

‘  Ho  let’s  try  to  squeeze  past  before  they  make  them  up,’  said 
Helen  nervously;  but  as  the  Brownes  circumspectly  advanced 
each  of  the  small  syces  ran  out  from  behind  his  pony’s  heels,  and 
laying  hold  of  the  buffaloes  by  any  horn,  ear,  or  tail  that  came 
nearest,  jostled  them  intrepidly  out  of  the  way.  And  there  was 
a  deeper  humiliation  to  come.  As  they  took  their  right  of  way 

Wandering  priest. 


I 
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at  a  trot  with  what  dignity  they  might,  a  buffalo  calf,  a  highly 
idiotic  baby  bull,  overcome  by  the  dazzling  appearance  of  the 
Raj  pore  charger,  turned  round  and  trotted  after  him  and  would 


‘HE  ASKED  NOTHING  OP  THE  BROWNES’ 


not  be  denied.  In  vain  young  Browne  smote  him  upon  the  nose, 
in  vain  he  who  sat  upon  the  ass  abused  with  a  loud  voice  the 
ancestors  of  all  buffaloes ;  the  little  bull  fixed  upon  the  charger  a 
look  which  said  ‘  Entreat  me  not  to  leave  tliee,’  and  lumbered 
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steadfastly  alongside.  Already  the  little  bull’s  mamma,  smelling 
desertion  from  the  rear,  had  looked  round  inquiringly — she  was 
in  process  of  turning — she  was  after  them  horns  down,  tail 
straight  out,  and  she  was  coming  fast !  There  was  very  little 
time  for  reflection,  but  it  occurred  irresistibly  to  both  the  Brownes 
that  the  little  bull’s  mamma  would  not  be  likely  to  put  the 
blame  upon  the  little  bull.  There  was  nothing  for  it  but  flight, 
therefore,  and  they  fled,  promiscuous  and  fast,  for  even  the 
ponies  appeared  to  understand  that  it  was  an  unpleasant  thing 
to  be  pursued  by  an  enraged  female  buffalo  for  the  restitution  of 
maternal  rights.  First  the  flying  Brownes,  neck  and  neck,  ex¬ 
horting  each  other  to  calmness,  then  the  bleating  calf  that 
chased  the  flying  Brownes,  then  the  snorting  cow  that  chased 
the  bleating  calf,  and,  finally,  he  upon  the  ass  who  chased  them 
all,  with  shouts  and  brayings  to  wake  the  mountain-side.  It 
was  a  scene  for  the  imperishable  plate  of  a  Kodak  ;  there  was 
hardly  time  to  take  it  with  the  imagination.  As  his  ideal 
departed  from  him  the  calf  fell  back  into  the  hands,  as  it  were,  of 
his  mother  and  his  master ;  and  young  Browne,  glancing  behind, 
declared  with  relief  that  they  were  both  licking  him. 

They  stopped  to  rest,  to  consume  quantities  of  bread  and 
butter  and  hard-boiled  eggs,  to  ask  milk  of  an  out-cropping 
village.  Milk  was  plentiful  in  the  village,  cool  creamy  buffaloes’ 
milk,  and  the  price  was  small ;  but  from  what  vessel  should  the 
sahib  drink  it  ?  All  the  round  brass  bowls  that  held  it  were 
sacred  to  the  feeding  of  themselves,  sacred  to  personalities  worth 
about  four  pice  each;  aud  the  lips  of  a  sahib  might  not  defile 
them.  The  outcast  sahib  bought  a  new  little  earthen  pot  for  a 
pice,  breaking  it  solemnly  on  a  stone  when  they  had  finished  ; 
and  even  mixed  with  the  taste  of  fired  mud  the  buffaloes’  milk 
was  ambrosial. 
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On  they  went  and  up ;  the  trees  shelved  further  down  below 
and  grew  scantier  above ;  upon  the  heights  that  rose  before 
them  there  seemed  to  be  none  at  all.  Down  where  the  river  was 
evening  had  fallen,  and  all  the  hills  behind  stood  in  purple, 
but  a  little  white  cluster  still  shone  sunlit  in  a  notch  above 
them.  Boophal  pointed  it  out.  ‘  Tin  cos ,’  1  said  Boophal.  They 
hastened  on  at  that,  all  six  of  them  ;  they  rounded  a  last  flank, 
rattled  over  a  bridge  with  a  foaming  torrent  underneath,  and 
found  themselves  clinging,  with  several  fowls,  oxen,  and  people, 
to  the  side  of  the  gorge  the  torrent  made.  The  dak-bungalow 
sat  on  a  ledge  a  hundred  feet  or  so  further  up,  and  the  Brownes 
felt  this  to  be  excessive.  They  climbed  it,  however,  and  entered 
into  peace  at  the  top.  There  was  a  khansamah  and  two  long 
chairs  ;  there  would  be  dinner.  The  diagram,  unsaddled  and  fed, 
folded  herself  up  like  a  chest  of  drawers  for  repose ;  but  the 
charger  roamed  up  and  down  seeking  something  to  kick,  and  all 
night  long  at  intervals  they  heard  him  chewing  in  imagination 
the  cud  of  the  buffalo  calf,  neighing,  yawning,  biting  his  under¬ 
lip. 

Next  day  they  saw  what  the  creeping  road  had  conquered, 
and  what  it  had  yet  to  conquer.  It  was  no  longer  a  question  of 
climbing  the  great  hills — they  were  amongst  the  summits,  they 
walked  upon  the  heights,  behind  them  slope  after  outlying  slope 
rose  up  and  barred  the  way  that  they  had  come  ;  and  yet  the 
parapeted  road,  with  its  endless  loops  and  curves  insisted  upward, 
and  the  little  military  slabs  that  stood  by  the  mountain-side  told 
them  that  they  had  still  eighteen,  seventeen,  sixteen  miles  to 
follow  it  before  they  came  to  Chakrata,  whence  they  should  see 
the  Snows.  Helen  found  it  difficult  to  believe  that  the  next 
turn  would  not  disclose  them,  that  they  were  not  lying  fair  and 


1  Three  miles. 
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shining  beyond  that  brown  mountain  before  her  to  the  left — it 
was  such  a  prodigious  mountain,  it  must  be  the  last.  But 
always  the  belting  road  sloped  upward  and  disappeared  again, 
always  behind  the  prodigious  brown  mountain  rose  a  more  pro¬ 
digious  mountain  still.  They  had  astounding,  soul-stretching 
views,  these  Brownes,  but  always  around  and  behind  them  ; 
before  them  rose  ever  the  bulk  of  a  single  mountain,  and  the 
line  of  the  climbing  girdling  road. 

When  God  gave  men  tongues  he  never  dreamed  that  they 
would  want  to  talk  about  the  Himalayas,  there  are  consequently 
no  words  in  the  world  to  do  it  with.  It  is  given  to  some  of  us, 
as  it  was  given  to  these  Brownes,  thus  to  creep  and  to  climb  up 
into  the  heart  of  them,  to  look  down  over  their  awful  verges  and 
out  upon  the  immensity  of  their  slopes,  to  be  solitary  in  the 
stupendous,  surging,  heaving  mountain-sea  that  stands  mute  and 
vast  here  upon  the  edge  of  the  plains  of  India.  Afterward  these 
people  have  more  privacy  than  the  rest  of  the  world,  for  they 
have  once  been  quite  alone  in  it,  with  perhaps  a  near  boulder 
and  a  dragon-fly.  And  tlieir  privacy  is  the  more  complete 
because  there  is  no  password  to  let  another  in — language  will 
not  compass  it.  So  they  either  babble  foolishly,  or  are  silent. 

The  Brownes,  in  the  fulness  of  their  hearts,  babbled  foolishly. 
They  wondered  whether  the  white  speck  near  the  top  of  the 
mountain  across  the  ravine  was  a  cow  or  a  house,  and  in  either 
case  how  it  held  on.  They  wondered  what  the  curious  blood-red 
crop  could  be,  that  lay  in  little  square  patches  far  below  them  on 
the  lower  slopes  where  people  had  tiny  farms.  They  wondered 
how  cold  it  was  up  there  in  the  winter — it  was  jolly  cold  now 
when  you  faced  the  wind.  They  found  ox-eyed  daisies  and  other 
Christian  flowers  growing  in  clefts  of  the  rock,  and  they  gathered 
these  rejoicing.  They  implored  each  other  to  c  keep  to  the 
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inside,’  in  places  where  the  low  stone  wall  had  been  washed 
away,  and  neither  of  them  dared  to  look  over.  And  they  had 
an  adventure  which  to  this  day  Mrs.  Browne  relates  as  blood¬ 
curdling. 

It  was  in  rounding  an  old  sunny  corner  in  silent  disappoint¬ 
ment  at  again  failing  to  find  Chakrata.  Young  Browne,  riding 
first,  noticed  a  loose  pebble  rattle  down  the  side  of  the  rock. 
Mrs.  Browne  insists  that  she  did  not  notice  the  pebble,  and  I 
don’t  know  that  it  is  important  to  her  evidence  that  she  should. 
But  she  certainly  noticed  the  leopard  so  carefully  that  she  never 
will  be  quite  sure  it  wasn’t  a  tiger.  She  saw  it  rise  from  its 
four  legs  from  a  ledge  of  rock  above  young  Browne’s  head  and 
look  at  young  Browne.  Mrs.  Browne  is  naturally  unable  to  give 
anyone  an  accurate  idea  of  her  emotion  during  the  instant  that 
followed  ;  but  she  was  perfectly  certain  that  it  would  not  occur 
to  young  Browne  to  transfix  the  animal  with  his  eye,  and  he  had 
nothing  else.  Neither  it  did,  but  the  situation  did  not  find 
Mr.  Browne  entirely  without  presence  of  mind  notwithstanding. 
Raising  his  whip  in  a  threatening  manner,  Mr.  Browne  said, 
‘  Shoo  !  ’  and  whatever  may  have  been  the  value  of  that  expletive 
in  Mr.  Browne’s  mouth  under  ordinary  circumstances,  in 
Mrs.  Browne’s  opinion  it  saved  his  life  on  that  occasion.  For 
without  even  an  answering  growl  the  leopard  turned  and  trotted 
into  the  thicket  quickly,  as  if  she  had  forgotten  something. 

‘  Did  you  see  that,  Helen  ?  ’  inquired  her  husband,  turning 
in  his  saddle. 

1 1  sh-should  think  I  did  ?  ’  exclaimed  Mrs.  Browne.  1  W-w- 
w-wait  for  me,  George !  ’  And  as  the  diagram  came  up  along¬ 
side,  young  Browne  received  several  tearful  embraces,  chiefly 
upon  his  arm,  in  the  presence  of  the  syces.  ‘  I  told  you  you 
ought  to  have  a  g-g-gun,  darling,  and  you  wouldn't  be  advised, 


SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  ME  MS  AH  IB 


287 


Mrs.  Browne  reproached  him  hysterically.  ‘  It’s  all  very  well 
to  laugh,  but  thin-thin-think  of  what  might  have  been !  ’ 

‘  It’s  awful  to  think  of  what  might  have  been  if  I  had  had  a 
gun,’  said  young  Browne  solemnly.  1  In  the  excitement  of  the 
moment  I  should  have  been  certain  to  let  it  go  off,  and  then  she 
would  have  been  down  on  us,  sure.  They  hate  guns  awfully. 
Oh,  we  may  be  thankful  I  hadn’t  a  gun  !  ’ 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 


RESENTLY  they  met  a  wonderfully  pretty  lady  with  red 


J-  cheeks,  such  red  cheeks  as  all  the  Miss  Peacheys  had  in 
C anbury,  being  swung  along  in  a  dandy  on  the  shoulders  of  four 
stout  coolies.  The  red  cheeks  belonged  to  Chakrata  ;  they  were 
within  half  a  mile  of  it  then  ;  they  would  see  it  before  the  sun 
went  down.  The  road  zigzagged  a  bit  and  climbed  more  steeply, 
narrowing  hideously  here  and  there.  The  kliuds  became  terrific. 
Young  Browne  dismounted  and  walked  at  his  wife’s  bridle,  push¬ 
ing  her  pony  close  to  the  mountain-side.  The  precipices  seemed 
to  shout  to  them. 

There  was  a  last  outstanding  brown  flank  ;  the  road  hurtled 
round  it,  over  it,  and  then,  with  the  greeting  of  a  mighty  torrent 
of  wind  that  seemed  to  come  from  the  other  side  of  the  world,  it 
ran  out  upon  a  wide  level  place,  where  a  band  played  and  five 
hundred  soldiers,  in  Her  Majesty’s  red,  wheeled  and  marched 
and  countermarched,  it  seemed  to  the  Brownes,  for  pure  light¬ 
heartedness.  That  was  the  end  ;  there,  grouped  all  about  a  crag 
or  two,  was  Chakrata.  There  across  a  vast  heaving  of  mountains 
to  the  horizon — mountains  that  sank  at  their  feet  and  swelled 
again,  and  again,  and  again  purple  and  blue — stood  the  still 
wonder  of  the  Snows. 

‘  They  aren’t  real,’  said  Helen  simply,  c  they’re  painted  on  the 
sky.’  .  .  . 
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The  Brownes  followed  a  path  that  twisted  through  Chakrata, 
and  in  course  of  time  they  came  to  a  little  out-cropping  wooden 
diamond-paned  chalet,  with  wide  brown  eaves  that  overhung 
eternity  and  looked  toward  the  Snows.  It  was  a  tiny  toy  dak- 
bungalow,  and  English  dahlias,  red  and  purple  and  yellow  and 
white,  grew  in  clumps  and  thickets  tall  and  wild  around  it.  Here 
they  entered  in  and  demanded  a  great  fire  and  a  cake ;  while  a 
grey  furred  cloud,  flying  low  with  her  sisters,  blotted  out  the 
Snows,  and  darkness,  coming  up  from  the  valleys,  caught  them 
upon  the  mountain-top. 

Distinct  and  unusual  joys  awaited  them  in  the  morning. 
The  fire  had  gone  out  for  one  thing,  and  they  shivered  luxurious 
shivers  at  the  prospect  of  getting  up  without  one.  They  enjoyed 
every  shiver  and  prolonged  it.  How  little  one  thought  of  being 
thankful  for  that  sort  of  thing  in  England,  Helen  remarked,  with 
little  sniffs  at  the  frosty  air ;  and  young  Browne  said  ‘No,  by 
Jove  !  ’  and  how  one  hated  the  idea  of  one's  tub.  Oh,  delightfully 
cold  it  was,  snapping  cold,  squeaking  cold !  Helen  showed  her 
hands  blue,  after  washing  them,  and  they  tumbled  through  their 
respective  toilets  like  a  couple  of  school  children.  It  was  so 
long  since  they  had  been  cold  before. 

At  breakfast  the  butter  was  chippy,  and  that  in  itself  was  a 
ravishing  thing.  At  what  time  of  year,  they  asked  each  other, 
would  butter  ever  stand  alone  without  ice  in  Bengal.  And  their 
fingers  were  numb — actually  numb  ;  could  anything  have  been 
more  agreeable,  except  to  sit  in  the  sun  on  the  little  verandah, 
as  they  afterwards  did,  and  get  them  warm  again  !  There,  with¬ 
out  moving,  they  could  watch  that  magical  drifted  white  picture 
in  the  sky,  so  pure  as  to  be  beyond  all  painting,  so  lifted  up  as 
to  be  beyond  all  imagination.  A  ragged  walnut-tree  clung  to  the 
edge  of  the  clilf — the  wind  shook  the  last  of  its  blackening 
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leaves ;  the  vast,  wheeling  sky  was  blue  and  empty,  except  of 
the  Snows,  and  the  dahlias  had  trooped  to  the  verge  to  look,  so 
that  the  sun  shone  through  their  petals  with  the  light  of  wine. 
It  is  their  remoteness,  their  unapproachableness,  that  make  these 
Himalayan  Snows  a  sanctuary.  From  the  foot  of  man  any¬ 
where  they  are  prodigiously  far  off,  so  that  they  look  to  him 
always  the  country  of  a  dream  just  hanging  above  the  world  he 
knows,  or,  if  he  be  of  prayerful  mind,  the  Habitation  of  the 
Holiness  of  the  Lord.  And  since  it  is  permitted  to  us  that  by 
mountain  and  by  valley  we  may  journey  to  look  upon  the  Snows, 
even  from  very  far  off,  our  souls  do  not  perish  utterly  in  India, 
and  our  exile  is  not  entirely  without  its  possession. 

The  Brownes  had  only  two  days  in  Chakrata,  which  they 
employed  chiefly  as  I  have  mentioned — sitting  in  the  sun  devout 
before  the  Himalayas,  or  ecstatically  blowing  upon  their  fingers. 
They  made  one  expedition  to  see  a  pair  of  friends  whom  the 
merciful  decree  of  Providence  had  recently  brought  up  from  the 
Plains  for  good,  and  found  them  laying  in  coal  and  flour  for  the 
winter,  which  made  them  quite  silent  for  a  moment  with 
suppressed  feeling.  ‘  I  hope,’  said  young  Browne  flippantly,  to 
conceal  his  emotion,  ‘  that  in  the  event  of  other  stores  giving 
out  you  have  plenty  of  candles.  They  are  sustaining  in  an 
emergency.’ 

And  as  they  made  their  thoughtful  way  on  pony-back  to  the 
brown  wooden  chalet,  Helen  observed  upon  her  riding-habit 
some  clustering  spots  of  white,  that  multiplied  and  thickened, 
and  she  gathered  them  up  between  her  fingers  with  a  delighted 
cry.  £  George,  dearest,  look !  We’re  being  snowed  on — in 
India!  ’ 

All  of  which  was  doubtless  very  trivial,  but  they  were  not 
remarkable  people,  these  Brownes  ;  from  the  first  I  told  you  so. 
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And  though  they  found  this  journey  of  theirs  brimful  of  the 
extraordinary,  the ,  unparalleled,  there  was  really  only  one 
remarkable  thing  about  it,  which  was  the  dignified  and  self- 
reliant  conduct  of  the  ekka.  The  ekka  had  always  gone  before, 
overflowing  with  their  goods  and  crowned  with  Kasi  in  crossed- 
legged  pomp.  They  had  traced  its  wavering  progress  by  ends 
of  ravelled  rope,  and  splinters  of  wood,  and  scraps  of  worn-out 
leather  which  lay  behind  in  the  road  to  testify  of  it,  and,  grave 
as  had  been  their  apprehensions,  they  had  never  overtaken  it 
in  a  state  of  collapse.  Invariably  when  they  arrived  they  found 
the  ekka  disburdened,  tipped  up  under  a  tree,  the  ekka  pony 
browsing  with  a  good  conscience,  Kasi  awaiting  with  an  air  which 
asked  for  congratulation.  How  it  held  together  was  a  miracle 
which  repeated  itself  hourly  ;  but  it  did  hold  together,  and 
inspired  such  confidence  in  young  Browne  that  he  proposed, 
when  she  tired  of  the  diagram,  to  deposit  Mrs.  Browne  in  the 
ekka  also.  This,  however,  was  declined.  Mrs.  Browne  said 
that  she  had  neither  the  heart  nor  the  nerves  for  it ;  in  which 
case,  of  course,  an  emergency  would  find  her  quite  anatomically 
unprepared. 

Leaving  the  Snows  with  grief,  therefore,  they  left  the  ekka 
with  trusting  faith.  There  had  been  a  hitch  in  the  process  of 
packing,  examination,  consultation.  The  sahib,  inquiring,  had 
been  told  that  one  of  the  wheels  was  ‘  a  little  sick.’  It  was  an 
excellent  ekka — an  ekka  with  all  the  qualities  ;  the  other  wheel 
was  quite  new,  and  you  did  not  often  find  an  ekka  with  an 
entirely  new  wheel.  But  the  other  was  certainly  a  little  old, 
and  after  these  many  miles  a  little  sick.  Young  Browne 
diagnosed  the  suffering  wheel,  and  made  a  serious  report ;  there 
were  internal  complications,  and  the  tyre  had  already  been  off 
seven  times.  Besides,  it  wouldn’t  stand  up  ;  obviously  it  was  not 
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shamming,  the  purana  clmcker 1  was  taken  bad,  very  bad 
indeed.  Its  cure  could  be  accomplished,  however,  with  wet 
chips  and  a  hammer — and  time.  If  the  sahib  would  permit,  the 
ekka  would  follow  in  half  an  hour. 

So  the  Brownes  departed  gaily,  and  an  hour  and  three- 
quarters  later  the  ekka  tottered  forth  also,  with  Kasi  and  the 
ekka-wallah  walking  lamentably  alongside  exchanging  compli¬ 
ments  upon  the  subject  of  the  wheel.  They  travelled  three  miles 
and  an  hour  thus,  and  then  the  wheel  had  a  sudden  relapse, 
with  signs  of  dissolution,  while  young  Browne’s  dressing-case, 
which  happened  to  be  on  top,  shot  precipitately  first  into  space 
and  then  into  the  topmost  branches  of  a  wild  cheery-tree  grow¬ 
ing  three  thousand  feet  down  thekhud.  The  ekka  pony  planted 
his  feet  in  the  road-bed  and  looked  round  for  directions ;  the 
ekka-wallah  groaned  and  sat  down.  ‘And  the  sahib,  0  my 
brother-in-law  !  ’  exclaimed  Kasi,  dancing  round  the  ekka. 

‘  The  sahib  is  in  the  hand  of  God !  ’  returned  the  ekka- 
wallah  piously.  ‘  To-day  I  have  been  much  troubled.  I  will 
smoke.’  And  while  the  Brownes,  at  Saia,  remotely  lower  down, 
grew  chilly  with  vain  watching  in  the  shadows  that  lengthened 
through  the  khuds,  the  weary  ekka  leaned  peacefully  against  the 
mountain  wall,  the  ekka-wallah  drew  long  comfort  from  his 
hubble-bubble,  and  Kasi  reposed  also  by  the  wayside,  chewing 
the  pungent  betel,  and  thinking,  with  a  meditative  eye  on  the 
wild  cherry-tree  below,  hard  things  of  fate. 

Nevertheless,  without  the  direct  interposition  of  Providence, 
the  ekka  eventually  arrived,  and  there  was  peace  in  one  end  of 
the  dak-bungalow,  and  the  cracking  of  sari  branches,  and  the 
simmering  of  tinned  hotch-potch.  In  the  other  end  was  wrath, 
and  a  pair  of  Boyal  Engineers— a  big  Royal  Engineer  and  a  little 

1  Old  wheel. 
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Royal  Engineer.  To  understand  why  wrath  should  abide  with 
these  two  Royal  Engineers  in  their  end  of  the  bungalow  it  is 
necessary  to  understand  that  it  was  not  an  ordinary  travellers’ 
bungalow,  but  a  ‘  Military  Works  ’  bungalow — their  very  own 
bungalow,  for  ‘Military  Works’  and  ‘Royal  Engineers’  mean 
the  same  thing — and  that  ordinary  travellers  were  only  allowed 
to  take  shelter  there  by  special  permission  or  under  stress  of 
weather.  By  their  proper  rights,  therefore,  these  Royal 
Engineers  should  have  had  both  ends  of  the  bungalow,  and  the 
middle,  and  the  compound,  and  the  village,  and  a  few  miles  of 
the  road  north  and  south — and  a  little  privacy.  If  these  ideas 
seem  a  trifle  large,  it  becomes  necessary  to  try  to  understand,  at 
least  approximately,  what  a  Royal  Engineer  is,  where  he  comes 
from,  to  what  dignities  and  emoluments  he  may  aspire.  And 
then,  when  we  have  looked  upon  the  buttons  which  reflect  his 
shining  past,  and  considered  the  breadth  of  his  shoulders  and 
the  straightness  of  his  legs,  and  the  probable  expense  he  lias 
been  as  a  whole  to  his  parents  and  his  country,  we  will  easily 
bring  ourselves  to  admit  that  he  is  entirely  right  in  considering 
himself  quite  the  most  swagger  article  in  ordinary  Government 
service  in  India.  We  may  even  share  his  pardonable  incredulity 
as  to  whether  before  his  advent  India  was  at  all.  And  certainly 
we  will  sympathise  with  the  haughtily  impatient  expletives  with 
which  he  would  naturally  greet  pretensions  to  circumscribe  his 
vested  rights  iu  the  Himalayan  mountains  on  the  part  of  two 
absurdly  unimportant  and  superfluous  Brownes. 

The  Brownes  in  their  end  heard  the  two  Royal  Engineers 
kicking  the  fire-logs  in  theirs,  and  conversing  with  that  brevity 
and  suppression  which  always  marks  a  Royal  Engineer  under 
circumstances  where  ordinary  people  would  be  abusively  fluent. 
Apparently  they  had  command  of  themselves — they  were  Royal 
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Engineers ;  they  weren’t  saying  much,  but  it  was  vigorous  the 
way  they  kicked  the  fire.  The  Brownes  were  still  as  mice,  and 
absorbed  their  soup  with  hearts  that  grew  ever  heavier  with  a 
grievous  sense  of  wrong  inflicted  not  only  upon  their  neighbour, 
but  upon  a  Royal  Engineer ! 

1  As  a  matter  of  fact,  you  know,’  said  young  Browne.  ‘  we’ve 
no  business  here.  I  think  I  ought  to  go  and  speak  to  them.’ 

£  We’ve  got  permission,’  remarked  Mrs.  Browne  feebly ;  ‘  and 
we  were  here  first.’ 

£  I’m  afraid,’  said  young  Browne,  £  that  we  have  the  best  end, 
and  we’ve  certainly  got  the  lamp.  Maybe  they  would  like  the 
lamp.  I  think  I  ought  first  to  go  and  see  them.  After  all,  its 
their  bungalow.’ 

Young  Browne  came  back  presently  twisting  the  end  of  his 
moustache.  It  was  an  unconscious  imitation  of  the  Royal 
Engineers  acquired  during  their  short  and  embarrassed  interview. 

£  Well  ?  ’  said  Helen. 

£  Oh,  it’s  all  right.  They  don’t  particularly  mind.  They 
accepted  my  apology— confound  them  !  And  they  would  like  the 
lamp — theirs  smokes.  They’re  marching,  like  us,  down  to  Saka- 
ranpore,  inspecting  the  road  or  something,  and  fishing.  No 
end  of  a  good  time  those  chaps  have.’ 

£  What  are  their  names  ?  ’ 

£  Haven’t  the  least  idea — they’re  Royal  Engineers.’ 

£  Well,’  returned  Mrs.  Browne  disconsolately,  £  what  are  we 
to  do  when  you  give  them  the  buttie  ?  ’ 

£  Go  to  bed,’  returned  her  lord  laconically. 

Mrs.  Browne  prepared,  therefore,  for  repose,  and  while  Mr. 
Browne  yielded  up  the  lamp  there  reached  her  from  the  other  end 
of  the  bungalow  the  ineffable  condescension  of  a  Royal  Engineer, 
who  said  £  Thanks  awfully  !  ’ 
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They  were  gone  in  the  morning ;  the  Brownes  heard  from 
the  khansamali  that  the  burra-sahibs  had  departed  at  daylight, 
and  the  very  bnrra  of  the  burra-sahibs  rode  a  white  horse.  The 
Brownes  were  glad  these  particularly  burra-sahibs  had  gone ; 
they  found  they  preferred  to  be  entertained  by  the  Military 
Works  Department  in  the  abstract.  ‘  They  probably  mean  to 
ride  a  long  way  to-day,  starting  so  early,’  said  Helen  hopefully. 
‘  We  won’t  find  them  at  Futtehpore.’  It  was  unreasonable 
in  the  Brownes ;  they  had  no  grievance  against  these  Royal 
Engineers,  and  yet  they  desired  exceedingly  that  somewhere, 
anywhere,  their  ways  should  diverge  ;  and  there  is  no  doubt  what¬ 
ever  that  the  Royal  Engineers  would  have  heartily  recommended 
a  change  of  route  to  the  Brownes.  Unfortunately  there  was  only 
one,  and  it  lay  before  them  unravelling  down  among  the  hills  to 
Futtehpore.  It  was  such  glorious  cantering,  though,  that  these 
inconsiderable  civil  little  Brownes  on  their  bazar  tats,  all  agog 
with  their  holiday,  almost  forgot  the  possible  recurrence  of  the 
Royal  Engineer.  He  became  a  small  cloud  on  the  horizon  ol 
their  joyous  day ;  he  would  probably  vanish  before  evening.  So 
that  the  sun  shone,  and  the  doves  cooed,  and  the  crested  hoopoe 
ran  across  the  path,  of  what  import  was  a  Royal  Engineer — or 
even  two  ?  So  the  Brownes  rode  valiantly  down  among  the  hills, 
she  upon  her  diagram  and  he  upon  the  charger  of  Rajpore,  and 
when  they  really  went  with  wings  and  glory,  the  syce-boys  run¬ 
ning  behind  attached  themselves  to  the  tails  of  the  diagram  and 
the  charger  of  Rajpore  respectively,  relieving  their  own  legs 
and  adding  greatly  to  the  imposing  character  of  the  cavalcade. 
And  so  they  went  down,  down,  where  purple-veined  begonias 
grew  beside  the  course  of  the  springs,  and  tall  trees  fluttered 
their  ghostly  white  leaves  over  the  verge,  and  orchids  bloomed 
on  dead  branches  up  overhead.  As  they  went  they  met  an  invalid 
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being  taken  to  Chakrata  for  change  of  air  and  scene.  He  rode 
in  a  dandy  evidently  made  for  his  special  accommodation,  carried 
by  two  coolies ;  and  a  chnprassie  attended  him — a  beautiful 
chuprassie  with  a  red  sash  and  a  medal.  The  invalid  looked  at 
the  Brownes  in  a  way  that  asked  their  solicitude,  but  he  made  them 
no  salutation  because  he  was  only  a  big  brown  and  white  mastiff, 
and,  besides,  he  didn’t  feel  up  to  promiscuous  conversation  with 
strangers  who  might  or  might  not  be  desirable.  But  when  young 
Browne  stopped  the  chuprassie  and  the  coolies,  and  called  him 
1  old  fellow  ’  and  asked  him  where  he  was  going  and  howT  he  had 
stood  the  journey,  he  gave  young  Browne  a  paw  and  a  depreciating 
turn  of  his  head  over  the  dandy  which  distinctly  said,  ‘  Liver  com¬ 
plications.  We  all  come  to  it.  Your  turn  next  hot  weather. 
This  country  isn’t  fit  for  a  Christian  to  live  in !  ’  and  one  more 
homesick  alien  passed  on  to  look  for  his  lost  well-being  in  the 
Hills.  Mrs.  Browne  hoped  he  would  find  it ;  he  was  such  a 
dear  dog. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII 

THE  Brownes  had  left  the  sunset  behind  them  red  upon  the 
heights  when  they  reached  Futtehpore,  but  there  was  still 
light  enough  for  them  to  descry  a  white  horse  from  afar,  browsing 
in  the  compound,  and  they  looked  at  each  other  in  unaffected 
melancholy,  saying, £  They’re  here  !  ’  If  they  wanted  further  evi¬ 
dence  they  had  it  in  the  person  of  the  khansamah,  who  ran  forth 
wagging  his  beard,  and  exclaiming  that  there  was  no  room — 
how  should  there  be  any  room  for  these  Presences  from  without 
when  two  Engineer-sahibs  had  already  come  !  Among  his  other 
duties  one  Engineer-sahib  had  to  report  the  shortcomings  of  this 
khansamah.  Should  it  be  written  among  them  that  the  Engi¬ 
neer-sahib  was  rendered  uncomfortable  in  his  own  house  !  Ah, 
that  the  Presence  could  be  persuaded  that  there  was  another 
bungalow  five  miles  further  on,  which  the  Presence  knew 
perfectly  well  there  was  not. 

‘  Khansamah,’  replied  young  Browne,  ‘  two  sahibs  do  not 
require  four  apartments  and  all  the  beds.  Go  and  make  it  right ; 
and,  look  you,  briug  a  long  chair  for  the  memsahib  that  thy  back 
be  not  smitten,’  for  by  this  time  the  heart  of  George  Browne,  of 
Macintyre  and  Macintyre’s,  Calcutta,  had  waxed  hot  within  him 
by  reason  of  Royal  Engineers. 

The  khansamah  returned  presently  and  announced  that  the 
Presences  might  have  beds,  but  a  long  chair — here  the  khansamah 
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held  his  back  well  behind  him  that  it  should  not  be  smitten — he 
could  not  give,  for  the  burra  Engineer-sahib  sat  upon  the  one, 
and  the  chota  Engineer-sahib  sat  upon  the  other.  Yes,  they 
could  have  something  to  eat,  when  the  Engineer-sahibs  had 
dined  ;  but  there  would  not  be  time  to  prepare  it  before ;  the 
Engineer-sahibs  had  commanded  dinner  in  one  hour.  He  would 
see  if  a  fire  was  possible  ;  it  might  be  that  the  Engineer-sahibs 
required  all  the  dry  wood.  It  was  presently  obvious  that  they 
did,  and  as  young  Browne  and  Kasi  struggled  unavailingly  with 
an  armful  of  green  sal  and  a  year-old  copy  of  the  Overland 
Mail,  that  gentleman  might  have  been  overheard  to  remark 
roundly  in  the  smoke  and  the  gloom,4  Damn  the  Engineer-sahibs !  ’ 

Next  morning  the  white  horse  was  still  in  the  stable  when 
young  Browne  stepped  out  upon  the  verandah,  and  the  Royal 
Engineer  stood  there  smoking  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  his 
legs  describing  a  Royal  Engineering  angle.  He  said  ‘  Morning  !  ’ 
with  a  certain  affability  to  young  Browne,  who  made  a  lukewarm 
response. 

4  Think  of  getting  on  to-day  ?  ’  inquired  the  R.E. 

4  Oh,  yes  !  ’  Mr.  Browne  replied.  4  We  must.  We’re  due  at 
Saharanpore  Friday.’ 

4  Aw  !  same  with  us.  Bagshiabag  to-day,  Kalsia  to-morrow, 
Saharanpore  Friday.’ 

4  Exactly  our  programme,’  said  young  Browne  with  firmness. 

4  Aw  !  How  ’n  for’tchnit  !  ’ 

4  Is  it  ?  ’ 

4  Well,  yes — rather.  Y’see  it  was  all  right  at  Saia,  and  it’s 
all  right  here,  but  at  Kalsia  there’ll  be  Mrs.  Prinny  of  the  97th, 
and  Mrs.  Prinny’s  got  baby,  and  baby’s  got  nurse.  That’ll  be 
rather  tight,  waoun’t  it  ?  ’  and  the  Royal  Engineer  removed  a 
cigar  ash  from  his  pyjamas. 
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‘  Now  if  either  of  us  should  push  on  to  Kalsia  to-day,’  he 
continued  insinuatingly . 

There  was  a  pause. 

c  It’s  awkward  for  us,  y’see,’  continued  the  R.E.,  ‘  because 
we’re  fishing.’ 

‘  How  far  is  it  ?  ’ 

‘’Bout  twenty-six  miles. 

‘  H’m  !  Bather  long  march  for  a  lady.’ 

‘  Oh,  yes — it  would  be  long,’  responded  the  Royal  Engineer, 
with  an  irresponsible  air  ;  1  but  then  think  of  that  awful  nurse 
an’  baby !  ’ 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  later  the  Brownes  were  off  again. 
Crossing  a  bridge  they  passed  the  two  Royal  Engineers  sitting 
upon  one  of  the  buttresses  examining  their  fishing-tackle. 

‘  We’re  going  to  see  if  we  can  manage  it,’  remarked  young 
Browne.  £  Good  morning  !  ’  The  larger  and  finer  of  the  Royal 
Engineers  looked  up.  ‘  Aw,’  said  he,  1  musn’t  over-do  it, 
y’know.’ 

‘We  won’t,’  returned  young  Browne. 

As  a  matter  of  fact  they  didn’t.  Arrived  at  Bagsliiabag, 
Mrs.  Browne  declared  herself  very  nearly  dead ;  the  diagram  had 
been  more  diagrammatic  than  usual.  She  would  rest,  and  then 
‘  see  ’  if  she  felt  equal  to  going  on. 

‘  I’m  blowed  if  you  shall !  ’  said  her  lord,  ‘  not  for  all  the  R.E’s 
in  Asia  !  ’  So  they  peacefully  put  up  in  their  choice  of  ends  this 
time,  and  made  an  impartial  division  of  the  furniture,  and  after 
tea  went  for  a  walk.  It  was  the  very  last  station  on  the  edge  of 
the  hills  ;  the  plains  began  at  their  very  feet  to  roll  away  into 
unbroken,  illimitable,  misty  distances.  Bagsliiabag — the  King’s 
garden — the  palm-fringed  plains  that  were  doubtless  fair  in  the 
King’s  sight.  The  Brownes  looked  at  them  sorrowing  ;  it  requires 
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an  Oriental  imagination  to  admire  the  King’s  garden  from  an 
inside  point  of  view. 

‘We  must  start  early  to-morrow,’  said  young  Browne, 
regretfully.  ‘  It  will  be  hot.’ 

Returning  they  found  the  two  Royal  Engineers  refreshing 
themselves  under  a  mango-tree  in  the  compound,  surrounded  by 
everything  that  appertained  to  the  establishment,  and  wearing 
an  expression  of  god-like  injury.  ‘We  didn’t  get  on,  after  all,’ 
said  young  Browne,  as  he  passed  them  with  what  countenance  he 
could.  The  Royal  Engineers  looked  at  him  and  smiled  a  recti¬ 
linear  smile.  ‘No!’  they  said.  It  was  not  much  to  say,  but 
there  was  a  compulsion  in  it  that  awoke  the  Brownes  before 
daylight  next  morning  and  put  them  in  their  saddles  at  sunrise. 
By  ten  o’clock  the  last  blue  ridge  had  faded  out  of  the  sky-line, 
by  eleven  they  were  in  Kalsia — not  Kalsi  of  the  Doon — in  the 
midst  of  a  great  flatness.  The  ekka  with  the  tiffin-basket  was 
behind  upon  the  road.  They  would  wait  there  till  it  came,  and 
then  make  up  their  minds  about  pushing  on  to  Saharanpore. 
The  lady  with  the  nurse  and  baby  was  no  fiction  ;  she  was  coming 
by  dak-gliarry  at  three  o’clock,  the  khansamah  said.  And  could 
the  Presence  give  him  any  tidings  of  the  Engineer-sahibs  who 
were  on  the  way  ?  He  had  been  in  readiness  for  the  Engineer- 
sahibs  these  three  days.  The  Presence  could  give  him  no  tidings 
whatever  of  the  Engineer-sahibs.  He  thought  very  likely  they 
were  dead.  Numbers  of  people  had  died  in  India  in  the  last 
three  days,  and  the  Presence  assuredly  did  not  wish  any  talk 
of  the  Engineer-sahibs.  ‘  What  is  there  to  eat  ?  ’  asked  the 
Presence.  And  if  there  was  only  milk  and  eggs  and  chupatties 
— the  sahibs  generally  bringing  their  own  food  to  this  place — 
then  let  it  be  served  instantly,  to  be  in  readiness  when  the  ekka 
should  appear.  And  it  was  served.  But  the  khansamah  had 
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lived  a  great  many  years  upon  the  earth,  and,  moreover,  he  had 
privately  questioned  the  syce-boys,  so  that  he  knew  of  the  coming 
of  the  Engineer-sahibs.  He  knew,  too,  that  it  would  not  be  good 
either  for  his  temporal  or  his  eternal  happiness,  that  the  Engineer- 
sahibs  should  find  four  people  and  a  baby  in  their  house  when 
they  arrived.  Therefore  the  khansamah,  being  full  of  guile  as 
of  years,  sent  an  open-faced  one  privily  to  the  turning  of  the  lane 
into  the  road,  who  gave  word  to  Kasi  and  to  the  ekka-wallah 
that  the  sahibs — the  Browne  sahibs — had  gone  on  to  Saharanpore, 
and  they  were  by  no  means  to  tarry  at  Kalsia,  but  to  hasten  on 
after.  Believing  this  word,  Kasi  and  the  ekka-wallah,  while  the 
Brownes  famished  upon  the  verandah,  were  drawing  ever  nearer 
to  Saharanpore. 

It  is  difficult  to  make  a  meal  of  eggs  and  milk  and  chupatties, 
but  the  Brownes  found  that  it  could  be  done,  even  when  because 
of  anger  it  is  the  more  indigestible.  They  found  an  unexpected 
and  delightful  solace,  however,  afterward  inSaharanpore.  The 
place  was  full  of  the  southward  bound,  a  regiment  was  on  the 
move,  all  Mussoorie  had  emptied  itself  in  dak-gharries  upon  the 
station.  Nevertheless,  Kasi  the  invaluable  had  intrigued  for  a 
room  for  them,  a  room  that  opened  upon  a  verandah,  with  a  lamp 
in  it,  and  a  smoking  dinner.  Kasi  was  the  more  invaluable  for 
being  conscience-stricken  at  having  swallowed  false  talk.  And 
there  is  no  Military  Works  bungalow  in  Saharanpore,  which  is  a 
station  built  primarily  and  almost  wholly  for  the  use  of  the 
general  public.  The  joy  of  these  unregenerate  Brownes,  there¬ 
fore,  upon  seeing  a  white  horse  vainly  walk  up  to  this  verandah, 
and  hearing  a  hungry  voice,  the  voice  of  the  Iloyal  Engineer, 
vainly  inquire  for  rooms  and  dinner,  was  keen  and  excessive. 

‘  They’ve  funked  the  baby  after  all !  ’  said  young  Browne, 
‘thinking  we  wouldn’t.  Now  they’ll  become  acquainted  with  the 
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emotions  of  the  ordinary  travelling  public  in  a  congested  district. 
Hope  they’ll  enjoy ’em  as  much  as  we  did,  Nellie.  I’m  going  to 
have  a  bottle  of  beer.’ 

And  if  the  Royal  Engineer  outside  in  the  dark,  where  it 
was  getting  chilly,  could  be  susceptible  to  a  note  of  triumph,  he 
heard  it  in  the  pop  of  the  Pilsener  with  which  on  this  occasion 
Mr.  George  Browne  fortified  his  opinion  of  Royal  Engineers  at 
large. 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII 

YOU  might  have  read  in  this  morning’s  Englishman ,  in  the 
list  of  passengers  booked  per  P.  and  0.  steamer  Ganges , 
sailing  3rd  April,  ‘  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Perth  Macintyre  and  Miss 
Macalister,  for  Brindisi.’  Miss  Macalister  is  a  niece  of  the 
Perth  Macintyres.  She  has  been  out  two  years  and  a  half,  and, 
so  far  as  her  opportunities  are  concerned,  we  have  nothing  to 
reproach  ourselves  with.  For  the  first  time  in  fifteen  years  we 
have  attended  the  subscription  dances  to  take  her,  and  did  not 
shirk  the  fancy-dress  ball,  Mr.  Perth  Macintyre  going  as  FalstafF, 
for  her  sake.  At  our  time  of  life  this  is  a  great  deal  of  exertion 
for  a  niece,  and  I  consider,  if  such  things  are  possible,  Mr.  Perth 
Macintyre’s  deceased  sister  ought  to  have  felt  gratification  at 
what  we  did.  Nevertheless,  I  have  not  had  occasion  to  mention 
Miss  Macalister  before,  and  it  is  only  in  connection  with  her 
return  ticket  that  I  mention  her  now.  It  represents  an  outlay 
which  we  did  not  expect  to  be  obliged  to  make. 

We  are  due  in  England  about  the  1st  of  May,  when  we  will 
endeavour  to  find  the  warmest  south  wall  in  Devonshire — I 
shiver  at  the  thought — and  hang  ourselves  up  on  it.  As  the 
summer  advances  and  the  conditions  of  temperature  in  Great 
Britain  become  less  severe,  we  will  make  an  effort  to  visit  the 
parental  Peacheys  in  Canbury,  if  neither  of  us  have  previously 
succumbed  to  influenza  ;  in  which  case  the  box  of  chutneys  and 
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guava  jelly  that  the  Brownes  have  charged  us  to  deliver  will 
be  sent  by  luggage  train.  The  survivor- — we  expect  there 
will  be  at  least  a  temporary  survivor — is  to  attend  to  this. 

It  will  make  a  difference  to  the  Brownes,  our  going,  the 
difference  of  a  junior  partnership  ;  and  although  I  hope  I  have 
a  correct  idea  of  the  charms  of  our  society,  I  fully  expect  that 
their  grief  at  our  departure  will  be  tempered  by  this  considera¬ 
tion.  Someone  of  our  administrators  is  always  being  quoted  in 
the  newspapers  as  having  called  India  ‘  a  land  of  regrets.’  It  is 
to  be  feared,  however,  that  the  regrets  are  felt  exclusively  by 
those  who  are  going.  The  satisfactions  of  retirement  are  obscure, 
and  the  prospect  of  devoting  a  shrunken  end  of  existence  to  the 
solicitous  avoidance  of  bronchitis  is  not  inviting.  Whereas  it  is 
always  to  somebody’s  profit  that  an  Englishman  leaves  India, 
and  he  is  so  accustomed  to  the  irony  of  the  idea  of  being  his 
own  chief  mourner,  that  he  would  suspect  the  deeply  afflicted  at 
his  going  of  more  than  the  usual  manoeuvres  to  obtain  his  shoes. 
The  Brownes  are  very  pleased,  undisguisedly  very  pleased, 
though  Mrs.  Browne  has  condoled  with  me  sincerely,  in 
private,  on  the  subject  of  Miss  Macalister;  and  we  quite  under¬ 
stand  it. 

There  is  nothing,  on  the  other  hand,  to  mitigate  our  regret 
at  parting  with  the  Brownes,  which  is  lively.  I  may  not  have 
been  able  to  make  it  plain  in  these  few  score  pages,  but  I  like 
the  Brownes.  They  are  nice  young  people,  and  my  advice  has 
been  so  often  useful  to  them.  As  the  wife  of  the  junior  partner 
in  Macintyre  and  Macintyre’s,  Mrs.  Browne  will  be  obliged  to 
depend  upon  her  own  for  the  future  ;  but  I  am  leaving  her  a 
good  deal  to  go  on  with,  and  a  certain  proportion  of  our  drawing¬ 
room  furniture  as  well,  which  she  will  find  equally  useful.  I 
inherited  it  myself  from  Mrs.  J.  Macintyre ;  it  has  been  a  long 
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time  in  the  firm.  Further,  we  have  put  off  sailing  for  a  fortnight 
so  that  I  can  be  godmother  in  person  to  the  Browne  baby,  for 
whose  prospective  future  I  knitted  fifteen  pairs  of  socks  this 
last  cold  weather  ;  and  that  I  consider  the  final  proof  of  our 
regard. 

If  it  is  necessary  to  explain  my  interest  in  these  young 
Brownes,  which  you,  I  regret  to  think,  may  find  inexplicable,  it 
lies,  I  dare  say,  as  much  in  this  departure  of  ours  as  in  anything 
else.  Their  first  chapter  has  been  our  last.  When  you  turn 
down  the  page  upon  the  Brownes  you  close  tbe  book  upon  the 
Perth  Macintyres ;  and  it  has  been  pleasant  to  me  that  our  story 
should  find  its  end  in  the  beginning  of  theirs.  If  this  is  not 
excuse  enough,  there  is  a  sentimental  one  besides.  For  I  also 
have  seen  a  day  when  the  spell  of  India  was  strong  upon  my 
youth,  when  I  saw  romance  under  a  turban  and  soft  magic 
behind  a  palm,  and  found  tbe  most  fascinating  occupation  in  life 
to  be  the  wasting  of  my  husband’s  substance  among  the  gabbling 
thieves  of  the  China  Bazar.  It  was  all  new  to  me  once  ;  I  had 
forgotten  how  new  until  I  saw  the  old  novelty  in  the  eyes  of 
Helen  Browne.  Then  I  thought  of  reading  the  first  pages  of  tbe 
Anglo-Indian  book  again  with  those  young  eyes  of  hers  ;  and  as 
I  have  read  I  have  re-written,  and  interleaved,  as  you  see.  It 
may  be  that  they  will  give  warning  to  some  and  encouragement 
to  others.  I  don’t  mind  confessing  that  to  me  they  have  brought 
chiefly  a  gay  reminder  of  a  time  when  pretty  little  subalterns 
used  to  trip  over  their  swords  to  dance  with  young  Mrs.  Perth 
Macintyre  also,  which  seems  quite  a  ludicrous  thing  to  print — 
and  that  has  been  enough. 

I  think  she  will  avoid  the  graver  perils  of  memsahibship, 
Mrs.  Browne.  I  think  she  will  always  be  a  nice  little  woman. 
George  and  the  baby  will  take  care  of  that.  With  the  moderate 
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social  facilities  of  the  wife  of  a  junior  partner  in  Macintyre  and 
Macintyre’s,  she  will  not  be  likely  even  to  make  the  acquaintance 
of  the  occasional  all-conquering  lady  who  floats  on  the  surface 
of  Anglo-Indian  society  disreputably  fair,  like  the  Victoria  Regia 
in  the  artificial  lake  of  the  Eden  Gardens.  As  to  the  emulation 
of  such  a  one,  I  believe  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  circumstances 
to  suggest  it  to  Mrs.  Browne.  Besides,  she  is  not  clever,  and, 
the  Victoria  Regia  must  be  clever,  clever  all  round,  besides 
having  a  speciality  in  the  souls  of  men. 

Nevertheless,  Mrs.  Browne  has  become  a  memsahib,  graduated, 
qualified,  sophisticated.  That  was  inevitable.  I  have  watched 
it  come  to  pass  with  a  sense  that  it  could  not  be  prevented.  She 
has  lost  her  pretty  colour — that  always  goes  first,  and  has  gained 
a  shadowy  ring  under  each  eye— that  always  comes  afterwards. 
She  is  thinner  than  she  was  and  has  acquired  nerves  and  some 
petulance.  Helen  Peachey  had  the  cerebral  placidity  and  good 
temper  of  one  of  Fra  Angelico’s  piping  angels.  To  make  up, 
she  dresses  her  hair  more  elaborately,  and  crowns  it  with  a  little 
bonnet  which  is  somewhat  extravagantly  c  chic.’  She  has  fallen 
into  a  way  of  crossing  her  knees  in  a  low  chair  that  would 
horrify  her  Aunt  Plovtree,  and  a  whole  set  of  little  feminine 
Anglo-Indian  poses  have  come  to  her  naturally.  There  is  a 
shade  of  assertion  about  her  chin  that  was  not  there  in  England, 
and  her  eyes— ah,  the  pity  of  this ! — have  looked  too  straight 
into  life  to  lower  themselves  as  readily  as  they  did  before.  She 
has  come  into  an  empire  among  her  husband’s  bachelor  friends, 
to  whom  she  will  continue  to  give  gracious  little  orders  for  ten 
years  yet,  if  she  does  not  go  off  too  shockingly  ;  and  her  interests 
have  expanded  to  include  a  great  many  sub-masculine  ones,  which 
she  discusses  with  them  in  brief  and  casual  sentences  interspersed 
with  smiles  that  are  a  little  tired.  Without  being  actually 
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slangy,  she  takes  the  easiest  word  and  the  shortest  cut ;  in  India 
we  know  only  the  necessities  of  speech,  we  do  not  really  talk, 
even  in  the  cold  weather. 


‘SHE  HAS  FALLEN  INTO  A  WAY  OF  CROSSING  HER  KNEES  IN  A  LOW 
CHAIR  THAT  WOULD  HORRIFY  HER  AUNT  PLOVTREE  ’ 

Domesticity  has  slipped  away  from  Mrs.  Browne,  though  she 
held  it  very  tightly  for  a  while,  into  the  dusky  hands  whose 
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business  is  with  the  house  of  the  sahib.  She  and  young  Browne 
and  the  baby  continue  to  be  managed  by  Kasi  with  a  skill 
that  deceives  them  into  thinking  themselves  comfortable,  and 
Helen  continues  to  predict  with  confidence  that  next  month 
there  will  be  a  balance  in  her  favour  instead  of  Kasi’s.  On 
the  contrary,  the  accounts  will  show  that  the  Brownes  have 
had  all  they  wanted  to  eat  and  drink,  that  the  dhoby  has 
been  paid,  the  memsahib  has  had  a  rupee’s  worth  of  postage 
stamps,  and  there  is  one  anna  and  six  pices  to  pay  to  Kasi. 

It  was  a  very  little  splash  that  submerged  Mrs.  Browne  in 
Anglo-India,  and  there  is  no  longer  a  ripple  to  tell  about  it.  I 
don’t  know  that  life  has  contracted  much  for  her.  I  doubt  if  it 
was  ever  intended  to  hold  more  than  young  Browne  and  the 
baby ;  but  it  has  changed.  Affairs  that  are  not  young  Browne’s 
or  the  baby’s  touch  her  little.  Her  world  is  the  personal  world 
of  Anglo-India,  and  outside  of  it,  except  in  affection  of  Canbury, 
I  believe  she  does  not  think  at  all.  She  is  growing  dull  to 
India,  too,  which  is  about  as  sad  a  thing  as  any.  She  sees  no 
more  the  supple  savagery  of  the  Pathan  in  the  market-place, 
the  bowed  reverence  of  the  Mussulman  praying  in  the  sunset, 
the  early  morning  mists  lifting  among  the  domes  and  palms  of 
the  city.  She  has  acquired  for  the  Aryan  inhabitant  a  certain 
strong  irritation,  and  she  believes  him  to  be  nasty  in  all  his 
ways.  This  will  sum  up  her  impressions  of  India  as  com¬ 
pletely  years  hence  as  it  does  to  day.  She  is  a  memsahib  like 
another. 

Her  mother  still  occasionally  refers  to  the  reports  of  the 
Society  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Gospel  that  reach  them  in 
Canbury,  and  freely  supposes  that  the  active  interest  her  daughter 
took  in  Indian  Missions  has  increased  and  intensified  in  India. 
In  reply,  Helen  is  obliged  to  take  refuge  in  general  terms,  and 
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has  always  discreetly  refrained  from  mentioning  the  prejudice 
that  exists  in  Calcutta  against  Christian  cooks. 

I  hope  she  may  not  stay  twenty-two  years.  Anglo-Indian 
tissues,  material  and  spiritual,  are  apt  to  turn  in  twenty-two 
years  to  a  substance  somewhat  resembling  cork.  And  I  hope 
she  will  not  remember  so  many  dead  faces  as  I  do  when  she  goes 
away — dead  faces  and  palm  fronds  grey  with  the  powder  of  the 
Avayside,  and  clamorous  voices  of  the  bazar  crying,  ‘  Here  iz  ! 
memsahib !  Here  iz  !  ’  .  .  . 

So  let  us  go  our  several  ways.  This  is  a  dusty  world.  We 
drop  down  the  river  with  the  tide  to  night.  We  shall  not  see 
the  red  tulip  blossoms  of  the  silk  cottons  fall  again. 
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THE  SHADOW  OF  THE  SWORD. 

A  CHILD  OF  NATURE.  Frontispiece. 

GOD  AND  THE  MAN.  With  11  Ulus- 
trations  by  Fred.  Barnard. 

THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  MADELINE. 

With  Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  Cooper. 

THE  WEDDING-RING.  2  vols.,  crown  8vo. 


LOVE  ME  FOR  EVER.  Frontispiece. 
ANNAN  WATER.  |  FOXGLOVE  MANOR. 
THE  NEW  ABELARD. 

MATT  :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan.  Front. 
THE  MASTER  OF  THE  MINE.  Front. 
THE  HEIR  OF  LINNE. 

[Shortly. 


BURTON  (CAPTAIN).  — THE  BOOK  OF  THE  SWORD:  Being  a 

History  of  the  Sword  and  its  Use  in  all  Countries,  from  the  Earliest  Times.  By 
Richard  F.  Burton.  With  over  400  Illustrations.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38s. 


BURTON  (ROBERT). 

THE  ANATOMY  OF  MELANCHOLY:  A  New  Edition,  with  translations  of  the 
Classical  Extracts.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ’/s.  (id. 

MELANCHOLY  ANATOMISED  Being  an  Abridgment,  for  popular  use,  of  Burton’s 
Anatomy  of  Melancholy.  Post  8vo, cloth  limp,  8s.  (id. 


PAINE  (T.  HALL),  NOVELS  BY."  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id.  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each;  cloth  limp,  3s.  (id.  each. 

SHADOW  OF  A  CRIME.  |  A  SON  OF  HAGAR.  |  THE  DEEMSTER. 

CAMERON  (COMMANDER).— THE  CRUISE  OF  THE  “BLACK 

PRINCE”  PRIVATEER.  By  V.  Lovett  Cameron,  R.N.,  C.B.  With  Two  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  P.  Magnab.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.;  post8vo,  illustrated  boards  3s. 

CAMERONTMRS.  HTLOVETTFNOVELS  BY.  Pest  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  3s.  each. 
JULIET’S  GUARDIAN.  |  DECEIVERS  EVER, 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  214,  PICCADILLY. 


CARLYLE  (THOMAS)  ON  THE  CHOICE  OF  BOOKS.  With  Life 

by  R.  H.  Shepherd,  and  Three  Illustrations.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Is.  6<l. 

2M  CORRESPONDENCE  OP  THOMAS  CARLYLE  ANDR.  W.  EMERSON,  1834  to  1872. 

Edited  by  C.  E.  Norton.  With  Portraits.  Two  Vcls.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  34s. 

CARLYLE  (JANE  WELSH),  LIFE  OF.  By  Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland. 

With  Portrait  and. Facsimile  Letter.  Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  tftl. 

CHAPMAN’S  (GEORGlT WORKST  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  complete, 

including  the  doubtful  ones.  Vol.  II.,  the  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an 
Introductory  Essay  by  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne.  Vol.  III.,  the  Translations 
of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os.  each. 

CHATTO  AND  JACKSON.— A  TREATISE  ON  WOOD  ENGRAVING, 

Historical  and  Practical.  By  William  Andrew  Chatto  and  John  Jackson.  With 
an  Additional  Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Bohn,  and  450  fine  Illusts.  Large  4to,  hf. -bd.,  38s. 

CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN  :  A  GoldeiT Key.  By  Mrs.  H.  R.  HaweTs. 

With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.  Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  list. 

CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.  By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  Demy8vo,  cloth  limp,  3*.  «.!. 

CLARE. -FOR  THE  LOVE  OF  A  LASS :  A  Tale  of  Tynedale.  By 

Austin  Clare.  Post  8vo,  picture  boards,  3s. ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  6<1. 

CLIVE(MRS7"ARCHER),  novels  BY.  Post  8vo,  il lust,  boards,  3s.  each 
PAUL  FERROLL.  |  WHY  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  WIFE. 


CL0DD.— MYTHS  AND  DREAMS.  By  Edward 

Second  Edition,  Revised.  Crown  8vo,  clbth  extra,  3s.  Oil. 

COBBAN  (J.  MACLAREN),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  CURE  OF  SOULS.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 
THE  RED  SULTAN.  Three  Vols.,  crown  jivo. _ 


Clodd,  F.R.A.S, 


COLEMAN  (JOHN),  WORKS  BY. 

PLAYERS  AND  PLAYWRIGHTS  I  HAVE  KNOWN.  Two  Vols.,  8vo,  cloth,  34s 
CURLY:  An  Actor's  Story.  With  21  Illusts.  by  J.  C.  Dollman.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  Is.  Oil 

COLERIDGE.— THE  SEVEN  SLEEPERS  OF  EPHESUS.  By  M.  E 

Coleridge.  Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  Is.  Oil. 

COLLINS  ( C  FALLS  TON ). — T  H  EBA  R  SINISTER.  Post  8vo,  2s7~ 


COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRANCES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo, cloth  extra,  3s.  Oil.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 

FROM  MIDNIGHT  TO  MIDNIGHT.  |  BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR. 

, TRANSMIGRATION.  |  YOU  PLAY  ME  FALSE.  |  A  VILLAGE  COMEDY. 

Post  8vo, 'illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 

SWEET  ANNE  PAGE.  |  FIGHT  WITH  FORTUNE.  |  SWEET  &  TWENTY.  |  FRANCES. 

COLLINSIWILKIE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  <><1.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,3s.  each;  cl.  limp,  3s.  Oil.  each. 
ANTONINA.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 

BASIL.  Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 

HIDE  AND  SEEK.  Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
AFTER  DARK.  Illustrations  by  A.  B.  Houghton.  |  THE  TWO  DESTINIES. 
THE  DEAD  SECRET.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 

OUEEN  OF  HEARTS.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 

THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.  With  Illusts.  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  F.  A.  Fraser. 
NO  NAME.  With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 

MY  MISCELLANIES.  With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 
ARMADALE.  With  Illustrations  by  G.  PI.  Thomas. 

THE  MOONSTONE.  With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MAN  AND  WIFE.  With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 

POOR  MISS  FINCH.  Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward  Hughes. 

MISS  OR  MRS.?  With  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Henry  Woods,  A. R.A. 
THE  NEW  MAGDALEN.  Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Reinhardt. 
THE  FROZEN  DEEP.  Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 

THE  LAW  AND  THE  LADY.  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A'.,  and  Sydney  Hall. 
THE  HAUNTED  HOTEL.  Illustrated  by  Arthur  Hopkins. 


THE  FALLEN  LEAVES. 
JEZEBEL’S  DAUGHTER. 
THE  BLACK  ROBE. 


THE  EVIL  GENIUS. 
LITTLE  NOVELS. 

THE  LEGACY  OF  CAIN 


HEARS'  AND  SCIENCE. 

“I  SAY  NO.” 

A  ROGUE’S  LIFE. 

BLIND  LOVE.  With  Preface  by  Walter  Besant,  and  Illusts,  by  A.  Forestier. 

COLLINS  (JOHN  CHURTON,  M.A.),  BOOKS  BY. 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  TENNYSON.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s 


JONATHAN  SWIFT :  A  Biographical  and  Critical  Study.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


COLMAN’S  HUMOROUS  WORKS:  “Broad  Grins,”  “My  Nightgown 

and  Slippers,”  and  other  Humorous  Works  of  George  Colman.  With  Life  by 
G.  B.  Buckstone,  and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  G«l. 

COLMORE.-A  VALLEY  OF  SHADOWS^  BjTg.“Colmore,  Author 

of  “  A  Conspiracy  of  Silence.”  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

A  Novel. 


COLQUHOUN.- EVERY  INCH  A  SOLDIER: 

Colquhoun.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

CONVALISCENTTOOKERY  :  A  Family  Handbook? 

Ryan.  Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Gel. 


By  M.  J. 


By  Catherine 


CONWAY  (MONCURE  D.),  WORKS  BY. 

DEMONOLOGY  AND  DEVIL-LORE.  65  Illustrations.  Two  Vols.,  8vo,  cloth  2Ss. 
A  NECKLACE  OF  STORIES.  25  Illusts.  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.  Sq.  8vo,  cloth,  Gs. 
PINE  AND  PALM:  A  Novel.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  21s. 

GEORGE  WASHINGTON’S  RULES  OF  CIVILITY.  Fcap. 8vo,  Jap.  vellum,  2s.  6(1. 

COOK  (DUTTON),  NOVELS  BY. 

PAUL  FOSTER’S  DAUGHTER.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  Gd.;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards, 2s. 

LEO.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

COOPER  (EDWARDH)-GEOFFORY~  HAMILTON.  Two  Vols. 

CORNWALL.— POPULAR  ROMANCES  OP  THE  WEST  OF  ENG¬ 
LAND  ;  or,  The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected 
by  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  Two  Steel-plates  by  Geo.Cruikshank.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  7s.  G<l. 

COTES.  —TWO  GIRLS'  ON  "A  BARGE.  By  V.~CecYl~Cotes;  With 

44  Illustrations  bv  F.  H.  Townsend.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. 

CRADDOCK.-TILEPROPHET  OF  THE  GREAT  SMOKY  MOUN- 

TAINS.  By  Charles  Egbert  Craddock.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. ;  cl.  limp,  2s.  Gd. 

CRIM. -AD VENTURES  OF  A  FAIR  REBEL.  By  Matt  Crim.  With 

a  Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

CROKER  (B.M.),  NOVELS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each;  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd.  each. 

PRETTV  MISS  NEVILLE.  I  DIANA  BARRINGTON. 

A  BIRD  OF  PASSAGE.  _ |  PROPER  PRIDE. 

A  FAMILY  LIKENESS.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. 

“TO  LET,”  &c.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s. Gd. 

tjRUlKSHANK’S  COMIC  ALMANACK.  Complete-  in  Two  Series  : 

The  First  from  1835  to  1843  ;  the  Second  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering  ot 
the  Best  Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith,  A’Beckett 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  Cruik- 
shank.  Hine,  Landells,  &c.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  Gd.  each 
THE  LIFE  OF  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.  By  Blanchard  Jerrold.  With  84 
Illustrations  and  a  Bibliography.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6<1. 


CUMMING  (C.  F.  GORDON),  WORKS  BY.-  Demy  8vo,  cl.  ex~ 

IN  THE  HEBRIDES.  With  Autotype  Facsimile  and  23  Illustrations 

IN  THE  HIMALAYAS  AND  ON  THE  INDIAN  PLAINS.  With  42'lllustrations 
TWO  HAPPY  YEARS  IN  CEYLON.  With  28  Illustrations. 

VIA  CORNWALL  TO  EGYPT. 


With  Photogravure  Frontis. 

CUSSANS.-  A  HANDBOOK  OF  HERALDRY]-  with 


Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c. 

408  Woodcuts  and  2  Coloured  Plates.  Fourth  edition,  revised,  crown  8vo,  cioth,  Gs 


Demy  8vo,  cl.,  7s.  Gd. 

Instructions  for 

By  John  E.  Cussans.  With 


CYPLES(W.)— HEARTS  of  GOLD.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  ,3s.  6cL;  pnst8vo,bds  2s 
HANIEL.  MERRIE  ENGLAND  IN  THE  OLDEN  TIME.  By  (1f.org k 

Daniel.  V  ith  Illustrations  by  Robert  Cruikshank.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  (id, 

DAUDET. — THE  EVANGELIST ;  or,  Port  Salvation.  By  Alphonse 

Daudet.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  Gd. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

DAVEN ANT.— HINTS  FOR  PARENTS  ON  THE  CHOICE  OF  A  PRO- 

FESSION  FOR  THEIR  SONS.  By  F.  Dxvenant,  M.A.  Post  Svo  Is.;  cl  Is  (id 

DAVIES  (DR.  N.  E.  YORKE-),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  Is.  each  ;  doth  limp.  Is.  (id.  each 
ONE  THOUSAND  MEDICAL  MAXIMS  AND  SURGICAL  HINTS. 

NURSERY  HINTS:  A  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease. 

FOODS  FOR  THE  FAT:  ATreatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Cura. 
AIDS  TO  LONG  LIFE.  Crown  8vo,  2s.;  cloth  limp  ,2s.  Gd, 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  214,  PICCADILLY. 


f 

DAVIES’ (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  for  the'first 

time  Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.  Two  Vols..  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  12s. 

D AWS0N7— THE  FO UNTAIN  OF  YOUTH?  A  Novel  of  Adventure. 

By  Erasmus  Dawson,  M.B.  Edited  by  Paul  Devon.  With  Two  Illustrations  by 
Hume  Nisbet.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

DEGU  E  RIN. — T  H  EJO  U  RN  A  L  OF  MAURICE  DE  GUERIN.  Edited 

by  G.  S.  Trebutien.  With  a  Memoir  by  Sainte-Beuve.  Translated  from  the 
20th  French  Edition  by  Jessie  P.  Frothingham.  Fcap,  8vo,  half-bound,  2s.  6<l. 

DE  'maYsTRE.’—A’’ JOURNEY  ROUND’ MY  room]  By  Xavier  de 

Maistre.  Translated  by  Henry  Attwell.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Od. 

DE  MILLE. — A  CASTLE  IN  SPAIN.  By  James  De  Mille.  With  a 

Frontispiece.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ©d.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

DERBY  (THE).— THE  BLUE  RIBBON  OF  THE  TURF  :  A  Chronicle 

of  the  Race  for  The  Derby,  from  Diomea  to  Donovan.  With  Brief  Accounts  of 
The  Oaks.  By  Louis  Henry  Curzon  Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  lid. 

DERWENT  (LEITH),  NOVELS  BY.  Cr.8vo,cl.,  3s. Od.  ea.;  post  8vo,bds.,2s.ea. 
OUR  LADY  OF  TEARS.  _ |  CIRCE’S  LOVERS. _ 

DICKENS  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
SKETCHES  BY  BOZ.  I  NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY. 

THE  PICKWICK  PAPERS.  |  OLIVER  TWIST. 

THE  SPEECHES  OF  CHARLES  DICKENS,  1841-1870.  With  a  New  Bibliography. 

Edited  by  Richard  Herne  Shepherd.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Os. — Also  a 
Smaller  Edition,  in  the  Mayfair  Library,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  ©d. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.  By  Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustrations 
_ by  C.  A.  Vanderhoof,  Alfred  Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Od. 

dictionariesT” 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES:  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the  Rev. 

E.  C  Brewer,  LL.D.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7 s.  0(1. 

THE  READER’S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  With  an  English  Bibliography. 
Fifteenth  Thousand.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  Od. 

AUTHORS  AND  THEIR  WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  With  Historical  and  Explana¬ 
tory  Notes.  By  Samuel  A.  Bent,  A.M.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  ©d. 
SLANG  DICTIONARY  :  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  Os.  Od. 
WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY:  A  Biographical  Dictionary.  By  F.  Hays.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  5s. 
WORDS,  FACTS,  AND  PHRASES:  A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-oi- 
the-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer  Edwards.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Od. 

DIDEROT.— THETpARADOX  0F7ACTING.  Translated,  with  Annota- 

tions, from  Diderot’s  “  Le  Paradoxe  sur  le  Comedien,”  by  Walter  Herries  Pollock. 
With  a  Preface  by  Henry  Irving.  Crown  8vo,  parchment,  4s.  Od. _ 

DOBSON  (AUSTIN),  WORK S~BY. 

THOMAS  BEWICK  &  HIS  PUPILS.  With  95  Illustrations.  Square  8vo,  cloth.  Os. 
FOUR  FRENCHWOMEN.  With  4  Portraits.  Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  Os. 

_  EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY  VIGNETTES.  Crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top.  Os.  _ 

DOBSON  (W.  T.)— POETICAL  INGENUITIES  AND  ECCENTRICI¬ 

TIES.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Od. _ 


DONOVAN  (DICK),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each;  cloth  limp,  2s.  Od.  each. 

THE  MAN-HUNTER.  |  WANTED  1 
CAUGHT  AT  LAST! 

TRACKED  AND  TAKEN. 

WHO  POISONED  HETTY  DUNCAN? 


SUSPICION  AROUSED. 


A  DETECTIVE’S  TRIUMPHS. 

IN  THE  GRIP  OF  THE  LAW. 
FROM  INFORMATION  RECEIVED. 
LINK  BY  LINK. 


[Shortly. 


Clown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  Od.  each. 

THE  MAN  FROM  MANCHESTER.  With  23  Illustrations. 

TRACKED  TO  DOOM.  With  6  full-page  Illustrations  by  Gordon  Browne. 


DOYLE  (CONAN). -THE  FIRM  OF  GlRDLESTONE.  By  A.  Conan 

P&yLE,  Author  cf  “  Micah  Clarke,”  Crowe  fvo  cloth  extra,  3s.  ©J. 


8 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  EY 


DRAMATISTS,  THE  OLD.  With  VigneUePor traits.  Cr.8vo.cl.  ex.,  Cs.  per  Vo!. 
BEN  JONEON’S  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio¬ 
graphical  Memoir  by  Wit,  Gifford.  Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham,  'ihree  Vols. 
CHAPMAN’S  WORKS.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays 
complete;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an  Introductory  Essay 
by  A.  C.  Swinburne  ;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

M  ARLOWE’S  WORKS.  Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Col.  Cunningham.  One  Vol. 
MASSINGER’S  PLAYS.  From  Gifford’s  Text.  Edit  by  CoI.Cunningham.  OneVoI. 

DUNCAN  (SARA  JEANNETTE),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  fid.  each, 

A  SOCIAL  DEPARTURE:  How  Orthodocia  and  I  Went  round  the  World  by  Our- 
selves.  With  rn  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 

AN  AMERICAN  GIRL  IN  LONDON.  With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  FI.  Townsend. 
THE  SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  MEMSAHIB.  Illustrated  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 

DYER.— THE  FOLK-LORE  OF  PLANTS.  By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 

Dyer,  M.A.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4?s.  __  _ 

TTARLY  ENGLISH  POETS.  Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annota- 

^  tions,  bv  Rev.  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  4is.  per  Volume. 
FLETCHER’S  (GILES)  COMPLETE  POEMS.  One  Vol. 

DAVIES’  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.  Two  Vols. 
HERRICK’S  (ROBERT)  COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.  Three  Vols. 
SIDNEY’S  (SIR  PHILIPl  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.  Three  Vols. _ 

EDGCUMBE.— ZEPHYRUS  :  A  Holiday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River  Plate. 

By  E.  R.  Pearce  Edgcumbe.  With  41  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 


EDWARDES  (MRS.  ANNIE),  NOVELS  BY: 

A  POINT  OP  HONOUR.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

ARCHIE  LOVELL.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  45d.  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3«, 

EDWARDS  7eLIEZER).-W0RDS,  FACYs,  AND  PHRASES:  A 

Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-ol-tbe-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer  Edwards. 
Crown  8vo,  clo'th  extra,  7s.  4»d. 


EDWARDS  (M.  BETH  AM-),  NOVELS  BY. 

KITTY.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  6*1. 

FELICIA.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

EGERTON.— SUSSEX  FOLK  &  SUSSEX’  WAYS.  By  Rev. J .  C.  Egerton^ 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  Wage,  and  4  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  5s. 

EGGLESTON  (EDWARD). — ROXY  :  A  Novel.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.  ,2s. 
ENGLISHMAN’S  HOUSE,  THE :  A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 

Selecting  or  Building  a  House  ;  with  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.  By  C.  J. 
Richardson.  With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  600  Illusts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6d, 

EWAtD  (ALEX.  CHARLES,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES  OF  PRINCE  CHARLES  STUART,  Count  of  Albany 

(The  Young  Pretender).  With  a  Portrait.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  fid. 
STORIES  FROM  THE  STATE  PAPERS.  With  an  Autotype.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  fis. 


EYES,  OUR  :  How  to  Preserve  Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.  By 

John  Browning,  F.R.A.S.  With  70  Illusts.  Eighteenth  Thousand.  Crown  8vo,  Is, 


FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  By  Samuel  Arthur 

Bent,  A.M.  Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  4>d, 

faradayImichael),  wTjrks  by.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s,  6*1.  each. 

TKE  CHEMICAL  HISTORY’  OF  A  CANDLE:  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience.  Edited  by  William  Crookes.  F.C.S.  With  numerous  Illustrations 
ON  THE  VARIOUS  FORCES  OF  NATURE,  AND  THEIR  RELATIONS  TO 
EACH  OTHER.  Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S.  With  Illustrations. 

FARRER  (J.  ANSON),  WORKS"  BY. 

MILITARY  MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  45s. 

WAR  :  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  “  Military  Manners."  Cr.  Svo,  Is. ;  cl..  Is.  fid. 


FENN  (G.  MANVILLE),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  NEW  MISTRESS.  Cr,  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid.; 
WITNESS  TO  THE  DEED,  Three  Vo  s.,  crown  8vo. 


post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s» 
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PIN-BEC.— THE  CUPBOARD  PAPERS  :  Observations  on  the  Art  of 

_ Living  and  Dining.  By  Fin-Bec.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3».  Oil. 

FIREWORKS,  THE  COMPLETE  ART  OF  MAKING ;  or,  The  Pyro¬ 

technist’s  Treasury.  By  Thomas  Kentish.  With  267  Illustration?.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  5». 

FITZGERALD  (PERCY,  M.A.,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  WORLD  BEHIND  THE  SCENES.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Oil. 

LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Passages  irotn  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.  Post  Svo,  cl.,  ‘.3s.  Oil. 
A  DAY’S  TOUR:  Journey  through  France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches.  Cr.  <jto,  Is. 
FATAL  ZERO.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Oil. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ‘3s. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ‘3s.  each. 

BELLA  DONNA.  I  LADY  OF  BRANTOME.  I  THE  SECOND  MRS.  TILLOTSON. 
POLLY.  |  NEVER  FORGOTTEN.  1  SEVENTY-FIVE  BROOKE  STREET. 

LIFE  OF  JAMES  BOSWELL  (of  Aucliinieck).  With  an  Account  of  his  Sayings, 
Doings,  and  Writings;  and  Four  Portraits.  Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  ‘34s. 

FLAM  M  ARIO  N. — URANTaT  A  Romance.  By  Camille  Flammarion. 

Translated  by  Augusta  Rice  Stetson.  With  87  Illustrations  by  De  Bieler, 
Myrbach,  and  Gambard.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

FLETCHER’S  (GILES,  B  D  )  COMPL ETE  POEMS?  Christ’s  Victorie 

in  Heaven,  Christ’s  Victorie  on  Earth,  Christ’s  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor 
Poems.  With  Notes  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Os. 

FLUDYER  (HARRY)  AT  CAMBRIDGE:  A  Series  of  Family  Letters. 

Post  8v.o,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Oil. 

FONBLANQUE(ALBANY).— FILTHY  LUCRE.  PostSvoTillust.  bds.,  2s. 
FRANCILLON  (R.  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Oil.  each:  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 

ONE  BY  ONE.  |  QUEEN  COPHETUAJ^REAL^  QUEEN.  |  KING  OR  KNAVE? 
OLYMPIA.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  3s.  |  ESTHER’S  GLOVE.  Fcap.  8vo,  pict.  cover,  is. 
ROMANCES  OF  THE  LAW.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

ROPES  OF  SAND.  3  vols.,  crown  8vo.  _ 

FREDERIC  (HAROLD),  NOVELS  BY. 

SETH’S  BROTHER’S  WIFE.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

THE  LAWTON  GIRL.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  Os. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

FRENCHTiTE RATURETATlnS TORY  OF.  By  Henry  /an  La l sl 

Three  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  boards,  7s.  Oil.  each. 

FRERE.-PANDURANG  HARI ;  or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  Pre¬ 
face  by  Sir  Bartle  Frere.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Oil. :  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  3s. 

FBISWELL  (HAIN).— ONE  OF  TWO?  A  Novel.  Post  Svo.  illust.  bds.,  2s, 

FROST  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Oil.  each. 
CIRCUS  LIFE  AND  CIRCUS  CELEBRITIES.  |  LIVES  OF  THE  CONJURERS, 
THE  OLD  SHOWMEN  AND  THE  OLD  LONDON  FAIRS. 

FRY’S  (HERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIES" 

Showing  their  N;  me,  Date  of  Foundation,  Objects,  Income,  Officials,  &c.  Edited 
by  John  Lane.  Published  Annually.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Is.  Oil. 

hardening  books.  Post  8vo,  Is.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Oil.  each. 

U  A  YEAR’S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE:  Practical  Advice  as  to  the 
Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.  By  George  Glenny. 
HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.  By  Tom  and  Jane  Jerrold.  Illustrated. 

THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT.  By  Tom  Jerrold. 

OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN :  The  Plants  we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.  By 
Tom  Jerrold.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6 d. 

MY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND  WHAT  I  GREW  THERE.  By  Francis  C-.  Heath. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  Cs. 

GARRETT— THE  CAPEL  GIRLS :  A  Novel.  By  Edward  Garrett. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  Oil.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

GENTLEMAN’S  MAGAZINE,  THE.  Is.  Monthly.  In  addition  to 

Articles  upon  subjects  in  Literature.  Science,  and  Art,  “TABLE  TALK”  by  Svl. 
vanus  Urban,  and  “  PAGES  ON  PLAYS  ”  by  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  appear  monthly. 
V*  Bound  Volumes  for  recent  years  kept  in  stuck,  Ss.  Oil.  each,  Cases  for  binding,  3s. 
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BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


GENTLEMAN’S  ANNUAL,  THE.  Published  Annually  in  November,  is. 
The  1892  Annual,  written  by  T.  W.  Speight,  is  entitled  “THE  LOUDWATER 
TRAGEDY.”  _ 

GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES.  Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm 

and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  With  Introduction  by  John  RusniN.and  22  Steei 
Plates  after  George  Cruikshank.  Square  Svo.  cloth,  Os.  (id. ;  gilt  edges.  7s.  <>tl. 


GIBBON  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Us.  <i«l.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each, 
ROEIN  GRAY.  |  LOVING  A  DREAM.  I  THE  GOLDEN  SHAFT. 

THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  FOREST.  |  OF  HIGH  DEGREE. 


THE  DEAD  HEART. 

FOR  LACK  OF  GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD  SAY? 
FOR  THE  KING.  |  A  HARD  KNOT. 
QUEEN  OF  THE  MEADOW. 

IN  PASTURES  GREEN. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each 


IN  LOVE  AND  WAR. 

A  HEART’S  PROBLEM. 

BY  MEAD  AND  STREAM. 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 

FANCY  FREE.  |  IN  HONOUR  BOUND. 
HEART’S  DELIGHT.  |  BLOOD-MONEY. 


GIBNEY  (SOMERVILLE).— SENTENCED !  Cr.  8vo,  Is.  ;  cl.,  Is.  6d. 

GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 
DR.  AUSTIN’S  GUESTS.  I  JAMES  DUKE,  COSTERMONGER. 

THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN.  | 

GILBERT  (W.  S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.  Two  Series,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains:  The  Wicked  World — Pygmalion  and  Galatea — 
Charity— The  Princess — The  Palace  of  Truth — Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series:  Broken  Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — Gretchen — Dan’l 
Druce — Tom  Cobb — H.M.S.  “  Pinafore" — The  Sorcerer — Pirates  of  Penzance. 

EIGHT  ORIGINAL  COMIC  OPERAS  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 
The  Sorcerer — H.M.S.  “Pinafore" — Pirates  of  Penzance — Iolanthe — Patience — 
Princess  Ida — The  Mikado — Trial  by  Jury.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s.  <*<1. 

THE  “GILBERT  AND  SULLIVAN”  BIRTHDAY  BOOK :  Quotations  for  Every 
Day  in  the  Year,  Selected  from  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A. 
Sullivan.  Compiled  by  Alex.  Watson.  Royal  i6mo,  Jap.  leather,  3s.  lid. 

GLANVTLLE7ERNEST),  NOVELS  BYT 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  Us.  Oil.  each  ;  post  Evo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 

THE  LOST  HEIRESS:  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle,  and  Adventure.  With  2  Illusts. 
THE  FOSSICKER:  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.  With  2  Illusts.  by  Hume  Nisbf.t. 

GLENN Y. -A  YEAR’S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE : 

Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.  By  George  Glenn y.  Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth  limp.  Is.  Oil. 

Godwin.— lives  of  the  necromancers.  ~b>~ william  god-' 

win.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

GOLDEN  TREA SU R Y  0F  TH0UGHT,  THE  :  An  Encyclopedia  of 

Quotations.  Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor.  Crown  Svo.  cloth  gilt,  7s.  lid. 

GOODMAN.— THE  FATE  OF  HERBERT  WAYNE.  "By  eTj.  Good¬ 

man,  Author  of  “Too  Curious.”  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Us.  Oil. 

G&WTNG.-FIVE  THOUSAND  MILES  IN  A  SLEDGE :  A  Midwinter 

Journey  Across  Siberia.  By  Lionel  F.  Gowing.  With  30  Illustrations  by  C.  J. 
Uren,  and  a  Map  by  E.  Weller.  Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 

GRAHAM.  — THE  PROFESSOR’S  WIFE:  A  Story  By  Leonard 

Graham.  Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. 

GREEKS  AND  ROMANS,  '  THE- LIFE  OF  THE,  described  from 

Antique  Monuments.  By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W.  Koner.  Edited  by  Dr.  F.  Hueffer. 
With  545  Illustrations.  Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

GREENWOOD(JAMES),  WORKS- BY.  Cr.  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Us.  lid.  each. 
THE  WILDS  OF  LONDON.  |  LOW-LIFE  DEEPS. 

GREVILLE  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY: 

NIKANOR.  Translated  by  Eliza  E.  Chase.  With  8  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  lis. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

A  NOBLE  WOMAN.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  ;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards  3s. 

GRIFFITH.— CORINTHLATTBARAZION :  A  Novel.  By  Cecil  Grif¬ 
fith,  Author  of  “  Victory  Deane,"  &c.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Us.  lid. 
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J-JABBERTON  (JOHN,  Author  of  “  Helen’s  Babies  ”),  NOVELS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

BRUETON’S  BAYOU.  |  COUNTRY  LUCK. 


HAIR,  THE:  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.  Trans- 

lated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  Pincus.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

HAKE  (DR.  THOMAS  GORDON),  POEMS  BY. 

NEW  SYMBOLS.  |  LEGENDS  OFJTflE  MORROW. 

_ MAIDEN  ECSTASY.  Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  8s. 

HALL.  —  SKETCHES  OF  IRISH  “CHARACTER.  By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall. 

With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey,  and 
George  Cruikshank.  Medium  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 


Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s.  each. 

THE  SERPENT  PLAY. 


Post  8vo,  bds. ,  2s. 


HALLIDAY  (ANDR.).— EVERY-DAY  PAPERS. 

HANDWRITING,  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.  With  over  100  Facsimiles 

and  Explanatory  Text.  By  Don  Felix  de  Salamanca.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  2m.  6d. 

HANKY-PANKY  :  Easy  Tricks,  White  Magic,  Sleight  of  Hand,  &c. 

_ Etiited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4«.  6d. 


2s. 


HARDY  (LADY  DUFFUS).  -  PAUL  WYNTER’S  SACRIFICE. 
HARDY  (THOMAS).  -  UNDER  THE  GREENWOOD  TREE.  By 

Thomas  Hardy,  Author  of“Tess.”  With  Portrait  and  15  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

HARPER.— THE  BRIGH TON  ROAD  :  Old  Times  and  New  on  a  Classic 

Highway.  By  Charles  G.  Harper.  With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece  and  90  Illus¬ 
trations.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  16s. 

HARWOOD .— THErTENTH “EARL. 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.  Post 


HAWEIS  (MRS.  H.  R.),  WORKS  BY.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
THE  ART  OF  BEAUTY.  With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  gi  Illustrations. 

THE  ART  OF  DECORATION.  With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations. 
CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN^  With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts. 

THE  ART  OF  DRESS.  With  32  Illustrations.  Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.  Demv  8vo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  Od. 


HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.  R., M.  A. ).-AMERICAN  HUMORISTS  :  Washington 

Irving,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  James  Russell  Lowell,  Artemus  Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Hartf..  Third  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  6s. 

HAWLEY  SMARTr^WTTHOUT  LOVE  OR  LICENCE :  A  Novel.  By 

Hawley  Smart.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

HAWTHORNE. —OUR  OLD  HOME.  By  Nathaniel  Hawthorne. 

Annotated  with  Passages  from  the  Author's  Note-book,  and  Illustrated  with  31 
Photogravures.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  15s. 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIAN),  NOVELS  “BYT 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each 


GARTH.  I  ELLICE  QUENTIN 
SEBASTIAN  STROME. 
FORTUNE’S  FOOL. 


MISS  CADOGNA. 


BEATRIX  RANDOLPH,  |  DUST. 
DAVID  POINDEXTER. 

THEJ3PECTRE  OF  THE  CAMERA. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

|  LOVE — OR  A  NAMF.. 


MRS.  GAINSBOROUGH’S  DIAMONDS.  Fcap.  8vo.  illustrated  cover,  is. 

AND 


HEATH.— MY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND  WHAT  I  GREW  THERE. 

By  Francis  George  Heath.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. _ 

HELPS  (SIR  ARTHUR).  WORKS  B  Y.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
ANIMALS  AND  THEIR  MASTERS. J_  SOCIAL  PRESSURE. 

IVAN  DE  BIRON  :  A  Novel.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d.  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

HENDERSON.— AGATHA  PAGE : 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 


A  Novel.  By  Isaac  Henderson. 


HEN TY.  — RUJUB,  THE  JUGGLER.  By  G.  A.  Henty.  Three  Vols, 

HERMAN.— A  LEADING  LADY.  By  Henry  Herman,  joint-Author 

qi  “Tbs  Bishops'  Bible,’’  Post  Byo.  illustmted  boards,  2s, ;  plptb  e^tfq,  2s.  <jd. 
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HERRICK’S  (ROBERT)  KESPERIDES,  NOBLE  NUMBERS,  AND 

COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.  With  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D. ;  Steel  Portrait,  &c.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  18s. 

HERTZKA.  -  FREELAND  :  A  Social  Anticipation.  By  Dr.  Theodor 

Hertzka.  Translated  by  Arthur  Ransom.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

H  ESSE- WARTEGGT^TUNIS  The  Land  and  the  People.  By  Chevalier 

Ernst  von  Hesse-Wartegg.  With  22  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gtl. 

HILL. — TREASON-FELONY  :  A  Novel.  By  JoH n  lit iTlT' T wo'Vohn 
HIND  LEY  (CHARLES),  WORKS  BY. 

TAVERN  ANECDOTES  AND  SAYINGS:  Including  Reminiscences  connected  with 
Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c.  With  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  G«I. 

THE  LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  A  CHEAP  JACK.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  3s.  6«1. 

HOEY.— 'THE  LOVER’S  CREED.  By  Mrs.  CashSl  Hoey.  Post  8v®,  2s. 
HOLLINGSHEAD  (JOHN).— NIAGARA  SPRAY.  Crown  8vo,  Is. 
HOLMES.— THE  SCIENCE  OF  VOICE  PRODUCTION  AND  VOICE 

PRESERVATION.  By  Gordon  Holmes,  M.D.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  ON. 

HOLMES  (OLIVER  WENDELL),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Sis.  6<l.-«-Analher  Edition,  in  smaller  type,  with 
an  Introduction  by  G.  A.  Sala.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE  and  THE  PROFESSOR  AT  THE 
BREAKFAST-TABLE.  In  One  Vol.  Post  8vo,  half-bound,  3s. 

HOOD’S  (THOMAS)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.  With  L?fe 

of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  ON. 
HOOD’S  WHIMS  AND  ODDITIES.  With  85  Illustrations.  Post  8vo,  printed  on 

laid  paper  and  half-bound,  3s. 

HOOD  (TOML^FROM  NOWH ERE  TO  THE- NORTH  POLETa 

Noah’s  Arkmological  Narrative.  By  Tom  Hood.  With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brunton 
and  E.  C.  Baines.  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

HOOK’S  ( T HEODOR E)CH 0 I C E  HUMOROUS  WORKS  ;  including  his 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.  With  Life  of  the  Author, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6sl. 

H00PER.-TUE  "H0 USEOF  RAB  Y  :  A  Novel.  By  Mrs.  George 

Hooper.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

H0PKTNS.-“’TWIXT  L0VE  AND  DUTY  :  ”  A  Novel.  By  Tighe 

Hopkins.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3b. 

HORNE.  —  ORION  :  An  Epic  Poem.  By  Richard  Hengist  Horne. 

With  Photographic  Portrait  by  Summers.  Tenth  Edition.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s. 

HORSE  (THE)  AND  HIS  RIDER:  An  Anecdotic  Medley.  By"THOR- 

manby."  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

HUNGERFORD  (MRS.),  Author  of  “  Molly  Baum,"  NOVELS  BYT 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  6<1.  each. 

A  MAIDEN  ALL  FORLORN.  |  IN  DURANCE  VILE.  (.  A  MENTAL  STRUGGLE. 
MARVEL.  I  A  MODERN  CIRCE. 

LADY  YERNER’S  FLIGHT.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

HUNT^ESSAYS  BY  LEIGH  HUNT :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner, 

&c.  Edited  by  Edmund  Ollier.  Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bd.,  3s. 

HUNTlMRS.  ALFRED),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo, illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 

THE  LEADEN  CASKET.  |  SELF-CONDEMNED.  |  THAT  OTHER  PERSON. 
T-HORNICROFT’S  MODEL.  'Post  8vo',  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

MRS.  JULIET.  Thrfee  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

H'U  TCHISON— HINTS  ON  COLT-BREAKING.  By” WT  M.  Hutchi  so  n  . 

With  25  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6(1. 

HYDROPHOBIA:  An  Account  of.M.  Pasteur’s  System  ;  Technique  of 

His  Method,  and  Statistics.  By  Renaud  Suzqr,  M.B.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

IDLER  (THE):  A  Monthly  Magazine.  Edited  by  Jerome  K.  Jerome 

*  and  Robert  E.  Barr.  Profusely  Illustrated.  Sixpence  Monthly. — Vols.  I.,  II.,  gnd 
III.  now  ready,  cloth  extra,  5s.  each  ;  Cases  for  Binding,  Is.  6cl, 
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INGELOW  (JEAN).— FATED  TO  BE  FREE.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  b  Is.,  is. 
INDOOR  PAUPERS.  By  One  of  Thf.m.  Crown 8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  fid. 
INNKEEPER’S  HANDBOOK  (THE)  AND  LICENSED  VICTUALLER  S 

MANUAL.  By  J.  Trevor-Davies.  Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  Od. 

IRISH  WIT  AND  HUMOUR,  SONGST  OR  Collected  and  Edited  by 

A.  Perceval  Graves.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6<1. 

JAMES.— A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  QUEEN’S  HOUNDS.  By  Charles 

James.  Post  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  G<I. 

JAN  VIER. -PRACTICAL  KERAMICS  FOR  STUDENTS.  By  Catherine 

A.  Janvier.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 

J  AY  (HARRIETT),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 

THE  DARK  COLLEEN. _ [ _ T H E^ Q U ]JE N  OF  CONNAUGHT.  _ 

JEFFERIES  (RICHARD),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd.  each. 
NATURE  NEAR  LONDON.  |  THE  LIFE  OF  THE  FIELDS.  |  THE  OPEN  AtR. 
%*  Also  the  H'and-made  Paper  Edition,  crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  Gs.  each. 

THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.  By  Walter  Besant.  Second  Edi¬ 
tion.  With  a  Photograph  Portrait.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 

JENNINGS  (H.  X),  WORKS  B Y. 

CURIOSITIES  OF  CRITICISM.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd, 

LORD  TENNYSON:  A  Biographical  Sketch.,  With  a  Photograph.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  6«. 

JEROME. — STAGELAND.  By  Jerome  K.  Jerome.  With  64  Illustra¬ 
tions  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.  Square  8vo,  picture  cover,  1*. ;  cloth  limp,  2*. 

JERROLDT^THE  BARBER’S  CHAIR  ;  &  THE  HEDGEHOG  LETTERS. 

By  Douglas  Jerrold.  Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  hall-bound.  2s. 

JERROLD  (T0M>7  w6rKS~B  Y.’  Post  8vo,  la.  each;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Gil.  each. 
THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE:  A  Gossip  about  Flowers.  Illustrated. 

OUR  KITCHEN  GARDEN:  The  Plants,  and  How  we  Cook  Them.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,ls.6d. 

JESSE.— SCENES  ANI)  OCCUPATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY  LIFE.  By 

Edward  Jesse.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s, 


JONES  (WILLIAM,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  7*.  Gd.  each. 
FINGER-RING  LORE:  Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.  With  nearly  300 
Illustrations.  Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 

CREDULITIES,  PAST  AND  PRESENT.  Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of  Animals, 
Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c.  With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 

CROWNS  AND  CORONATIONS:  A  History  of  Regalia.  With  100  Illustrations. 

JONSON’S  (BEN)  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory, 

and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cunning¬ 
ham.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 


JOSEPHUS,  THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  OF.  Translated  by  Whiston. 

Containing  “ The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews”  and  “The  Wars  01  the  Jews.”  With  52 
Illustrations  and  Maps.  Two  Vols,.  demy  8vo,  half-bound,  12s.  Gd. 

TYEMPT. —  PENCIL  AND  PALETTE  :  Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.  By 

Robert  Kempt.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2«.  Gd.  _ 


KERSHAW.  -  COLONIAL  FACTS  AND  FICTIONS  :  Humorous 

Sketches.  By  Mark  Kershaw.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.;  doth.  2».  G«l. 

KEY5ER.  —  CUT  BY  THE  MESS:  A  Novel.  By  Arthur  Krysek. 

Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Gd.  _  _ 

KING  (R.  ASHE),  NOVELS  BY.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  Od.  ea. ;  post 8vo,bds„  2».  ea. 
A  DRAWN  GAME.  I  “THE  WEARING  OF  THE  GREEN.” 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

PASSION’S  SLAVE.  |  BELL  BARRY. _ _ _ 

KNIGHTS  (THE)  OF  THE  LION  ;  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 

Edited,  wjth  an  Introduction,  by  the  Marquess  of  Lorne,  K.T.  Cr.  8vo.  cl.  ex.  Gs. 
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KNIGHT.  — THE  PATIENT’S  VADE  MECUM  :  Howto  Get  Most 

Benefit  from  Medical  Advice.  By  William  Knight,  M.R.C.S.,  and  Edward 
Knight,  L.R.C.P.  Crown  8vo,  la.;  cloth  limp,  Is*  Cid. _ . _ _ 

TAMB’S  (CHARLESTCOMPLETE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse, 

including  “  Poetry  for  Children  ”  and  “  Prince  Dorus.”  Edited,  with  Notes  and 
Introduction,  by  K.  H.  Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  a  page 
of  the  “Essay  on  Roast  Pig.’’  Crown  8vo,  half-bound,  7s.  (id. 

THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.  Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 
LIITLE  ESSAYS:  Sketches  and  Characters  by  Charles  Lamb,  selected  from  his 
Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Oil. 

THE  DRAMATIC  ESSAYS  OF  CHARLES  LAMB.  With  Introduction  and  Note3 
bv  Brander  Matthews,  and  Steel-plate  Portrait.  Fcap.  8vo,  hf.-bd.,  2s.  6d._ 

LAN L»UR.— CITATION  AND  EXAMINATION  OF  WILLIAM  SHAKS- 

PEARE,  &c.,  before  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer-stealing,  19th  September,  1582. 
To  which  is  added,  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER  EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the 
Earl  of  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  1595.  By  Walter  Savage  Landor. 
Fcap.  8vo,  half-Roxburglie,  2s.  (id. _ _ _ 

LANE.— THE- THOUSAND  AND  ONE  NIGHTS,  commonly  called  in 

England  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS’  ENTERTAINMENTS.  Translated  from  the 

Arabic,  with  Notes,  by  Edward  William  Lane.  Illustrated  by  many  hundred 
Engravings  from  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  by  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  With  a 
Preface  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole.  Three  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  (id.  each. 

LARWOOD  (JACOB),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.  With  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6<!. 
ANECDOTES  OF  THE  CLERGY:  The  Antiquities,  Humours,  and  Eccentricities  of 
the  Cloth.  Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  (id.  each. 

FORENSIC  ANECDOTES.  |  THEATRICAL  ANECDOTES. 

LEIGH  (HENRY'S.),'  WORKS  BY. 

CAROLS  OF  COCKAYNE.  Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram,  5s. 

„  JEUX  D’ESPRIT.  Edited  bv  Henry  S.  Leigh.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

LEYS  (JOHN).— THE  LINDSAYS  :  ARomance.  Post  8vo,illust.bds.,2s. 

LIFE  IN  LONDON  ;  or,  The  History  of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Cor¬ 
inthian  Tom.  With  Cruikshank’s  Coloured  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo, cloth  extra, 
7s.  (id.  [ New  Edition  preparing. 

LINTON  (E.  LYNN),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

WITCH  STORIES. _ |  OURSELVES:  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
SOWING  THE  WIND.  1  UNDER  WHICH  LORD? 

PATRICIA  KEMBALL.  I  “MY  LOVE!”  |  IONE. 

ATONEMENT  OF  LEAM  DUNDAS.  I  PASTON  CAREW,  Millionaire  &  Miser. 

THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST.  | _ 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 

THE  REBEL  OF  THE  FAMILY. _  |  WITH  A  SILKEN  THREAD. 

FREESHOOTING  :  Extracts  from  the  Works  of  Mrs.  Lynn  Linton.  Post  8vo,  cloth, 
2s.  (id. 

LONGFELLOW’S- POETICAL  WORKS.  With  numerous  Illustrations 

on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  (id. 

LUCY.— GIDEON  FLEYCE  :  A  Novel.  By  Henry  W.  Lucy.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (id. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

LUSIAD  (THE)  OF  CXMOENS.  Translated  into  English  Spenserian 

Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff.  With  14  Plates.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  ISs. 

JvJ  AC  ALPINE  (AVERY),  NOVELS  BY7~ 

TERESA  ITASCA.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Is. 

BROKEN  WINGS.  With  6  Illusts.  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

MACCOLL  (HUGH),  NOVELS  BY. 

MR.  STRANGER’S  SEALED  PACKET.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  5  post  8vo,  illus¬ 
trated  hoards,  2s. 

EUNOR  WHITLOCK.  Crown  8vo,  oloth  extra,  (is. 

MACDONELL.  —  QUAKER  COUSINS  :  A  Novel.  By  Agnes  Macdqnelu 
Cicwn  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  (5«li ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards, 
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McCarthy  (justin,  m.p.),  works  by. 

A'  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the 
General  Election  of  1880.  Four  Vols.  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  each.— Also 
a  Popular  Edition,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  <»s.  each. —And  a 
Tubilke  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of  1886,  in  Two  Vols., 
larpe  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd.  each. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES.  One  Vol.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  ««. 
— Also  a  Cheap  Poimjlar  Edition,  post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2  s.  <»<!. 

A  HISTORY  OF  THE  SOUR  GEORGES.  Four  Vo's,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
I2s.  each.  _  [Vols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds..  2*.  each  ;  cl.  limp,  2s.  Oil.  each. 


THE  WATERDALE  NEIGHBOURS. 

MY  ENEMY’S  DAUGHTER. 

A  FAIR  SAXON. 

LINLEY  ROCHFORD. 

DEAR  LADY  DISDAIN. 

THE  DICTATOR.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 


MISS  MISANTHROPE. 

DONNA  QUIXOTE. 

THE  COMET  OF  A  SEASON. 
MAID  OF  ATHENS. 

CAMIOLA :  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 


“THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE.”  By  Justin  McCarthy,  M.P.,and  Mrs.CAMpcELL- 
Praed.  Fourth  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  <i*. 


McCarthy  (justin  h.),  works  by. 

THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION.  Four  Vols.,  8vo,  12*.  each.  [Vols.  I.  &  II.  readv. 
AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND.  Crown  8vo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  »id. 
IRELAND  SINCE  THE  UNION  :  If ish  History,  1798-1886.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Os. 
HAFIZ  IN  LONDON:  Poems.  Small  8vo,  gold  cloth,  3s.  ♦»«!. 

HARLEQUINADE :  Poems.  Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  8s. 

OUR  SENSATION  NOVEL.  Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.  ;  cloth  limp,  Is,  Gd. 
DOOM  I  An  Atlantic  Episode.  Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

DOLLY :  A  Sketch.  Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Gil. 

LILY  LASS:  A  Romance.  Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is,  ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Gd. 
THE  THOUSAND  AND  ONE  DAYS:  Persian  Tales.  Edited  by  Justin  H. 
McCarthy.  With  2  Photogravures  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.  Two  Vols.,  crown 
8vo,  half-bound,  12s. 

MACbONALD  (GEORGE,  LL.D.),  WORKS  BY. 

WORKS  OF  FANCY  AND  IMAGINATION.  Ten  Vols.,  cl.  extra,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth 
case,  21s.  Or  the  Vols.  may  be  had  separately,  in  grolier  cl.,  at  2s.  Gd.  each. 
Vol.  I.  Within  and  Without. — The  Hidden  Life. 

,,  II.  The  Disciple. — The  Gospel  Women. — Book  of  Sonnets. — Organ  Songs. 
„  III.  Violin  Songs. — Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights.— A  Book  of  Drkams.— 
Roadside  Poems. — Poems  for  Children. 

„  IV.  Parables. — Ballads. — Scotch  Songs. 

„  V.  &  VI.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie  Romance.  |  Vol.  VII.  The  Portent. 

„VIIt.  The  Light  Princess.- — The  Giant’s  Heart. — Shadows. 

„  IX.  Cross  Purposes. — The  Golden  Key.— The  Carasoyn.— Little  Daylight' 
„  X.  The  Cruel  Painter. — The  Wow  o’  Rivven. — The  Castle. — The  Broken 
Swords. — The  Gray  Wolf. — Uncle  Cornelius. 

POETICAL  WORKS  OF  GEORGE  MACDONALD.  Collected  and  arranged  by  the 
Author.  2  vols.,  crown  8vo,  buckram,  13s. 

A  THREEFOLD  CORD.  Edited  by  George  MacDonald.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 
HEATHER  AND  SNOW:  A  Novel.  2  vols.,  crown  8vo. 

MACGREGOR.  —  PASTlMES  AND  PLAYERS :  Notes  on  Popular 

Games.  By  Robert  Macgregor.  Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd. 

MACKAY.— INTERLUDES  AND  UNDERTONES  ;  or,  Music  at  Twilight. 

By  Charles  Mackay,  LL.D.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

MACLlSE~PORTRAIT  GALLERY  (THE)- OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  LITERS 

ARY  CHARACTERS:  85  PORTRAITS;  with  Memoirs  —  Biographical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal — illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  of 
the  Present  Century,  by  William  Bates,  B.A.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd, 

MACQU 01  b~(MR  S . ),  WORKS  BY.~  Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
IN  THE  ARDENNES.  With  50  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 

PICTURES  AND  LEGENDS  FROM  NORMANDY  AND  BRITTANY.  With 
34  Illustrations  bv  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 

THROUGH  NORMANDY.  With  92  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
THROUGH  BRITTANY.  With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map, 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE.  With  67  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid, 

Post  8vd,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

THE  EVIL  EYE,  and  other  Stories.  |  LOST  ROSE. 
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MAGIC  LANTERN,  THE,  and  its  Management :  including  full  Practical 

Directions.  By  T.  C  IIepworth.  io  Illustrations.  Cr,  8vo,  ts. ;  cloth,  Is.  G«I, 

MAGICIAN’S  OWN  BOOK,  THE  :  Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 

Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  from  actual  Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
c R e M ER.  With  2CO  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  C<l. _ 

MAGNA  CHARTA  :  An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 

Museum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  5s. 

MALLOCK  (W.  H.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  NEW  REPUBLIC.  Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  3*. ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  ©d. 

THE  NEW  PAUL  &  VIRGINIA:  Positivism  on  an  Island.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  8s.  Cil. 
POEMS.  Small  4to,  parchment,  8s. 

IS  LIFE  WORTH  LIVING?  Crown  8vr>,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  NINETEENTH  CENTURY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Os. _ 

MALLORY’S  (SIR  THOMAS)  MORT  D’ ARTHUR  :  The  Stories  of 

King  Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.  (A  Selection.)  Edited  by  B. 
Montgomerie  Ranking.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. _ 

MARK  TWAIN, “WORKS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  ©d.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OF  MARK  TWAIN.  Revised  and  Corrected  throughout 
by  the  Author.  With  Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 

ROUGHING  IT,  and  INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.  With  200  Illusts.  by  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MARK  TWAIN’S  LIBRARY  OF  HUMOUR.  With  197  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7s.  0<1.  each;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  8s.  each. 
THE  INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or  New  Pilgrim’s  Progress.  With  234  Illustrations. 

(The  Two-Shilling  Edition  is  ehtitled  MARK  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP.) 

THE  GILDED  AGE.  By  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner.  With  212  Illustrations. 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  TOM  SAWYER.  With  hi  Illustrations. 

A  TRAMP  ABROAD.  With  311  Illustrations. 

THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  PAUPER.  With  190  Illustrations. 

LIFE  ON  THE  MISSISSIPPI.  YV ith  300  Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.  With  174  Illusts.  by  E.  W.  Kemble. 

A  YANKEE  AT  THE  COURT  OF  KING  ARTHUR.  With  220'Illusts.  by  Beard. 
MARK  TWAIN’S  SKETCHES.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT,  & c.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  Os. ;  postSvo,  illust. bds.,  3s. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Us.  6(1.  each. 

THE  AMERICAN  CLAIMANT.  With  81  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst,  &c. 

THE  £1,000,000  BANK-NOTE,  and  other  New  Stories. _ 

MARLOWE’S  WORKS.  Including  his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 

and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cunningham.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

MARRY  AT  (FLORENC  E),NOVELS^BY.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s. each. 

A  HARVEST  OF  WILD  OATS.  I  FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 

O PEN  1  SESAME  1 _ |  WRITTEN  IN  FIRE. _ 

MASSINGER’S  PLAYS.  From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.  Edited 

by  Col  Cunningham.  Crown  8vo  cloth  extra.  Os. 

MASTERM AN. -HALF-A-DOZEN  DAUGHTERS  :  A  Novel.  By  J. 

Masterman.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

MATTHEWS.— A  SECRET  OF  THE  SEA,  &c.  ByBRANDER  Matthews. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3*. ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  ©d. 

MAYHEW.-LON DOfTCHARACTERS  AND  'THE  HUMOROUS  SIDE 

OF  LONDON  LIFE.  Bv  Henry  Mayhew.  With  Illusts.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  ©d. 

MENKEN.— INFELICIA :  Poems  by  Adah  Isaacs  Menken.  With 

Illustrations  by  F.  E.  Lummis  and  F.  O.  C.  Darley.  Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Ocl. 

MERRlCK^THE  MAlTWHO  WAS  GOOD."  By  Leonard  Merrick, 

Author  of  “  Violet  Moses,"  &c.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

MEXICAN  MUSTANG  (ON  A),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande.  By 

A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Armoy  Knox.  With  265  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 

MIDDLEMASS  (JEAN),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s.  each. 

TOUCH  AND  GO.  |  MR.  DORILLION. 

MILLER.— PHYSIOLOGY  FOR  THE  YOUNG;  or,  The  House  of  Life  : 

Human  Physiolpgy,  with  its  application  to  the  Preservation  of  Health.  By  Mrs, 
F.  Fenwick  Miller.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s,  Oil. 
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MILTON  (J.  L.),  W ORK S  B Y.  Post8vo,  Is.  each  ;  cloth,  Is.  Oil.  each. 

THE  HYGIENE  OF  THE  SKIN.  With  Directions  tor  Diet,  Soaps,  Baths,  Sec. 

THE  BATH  IN  DISEASES  OF  THE  SKIN. 

THE  LAWS  OF  LIFE,  AND  THEIR  RELATION  TO  DISEASES  OF  THE  SKIN. 
THE  SUCCESSFUL  TREATMENT  OF  LEPROSY.  Demy  8vo,  Is. 


MINTO  (WM.)— WAS  SHE  GOOD  OR  BAD?  Cr.8vo,ls.  ;  cloth,  ls.6d. 


MITFORD.— THE  GUN-RUNNER:  A  Romance  of  Zululand.  By 

Bertram  Mitford.  With  Frontispiece  by  S.  L.  Woon.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  (id. 

MOLESWORTH  (MRS.),  NOVELS  BY. 

HATHERCOURT  RECTORY.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

THAT  GIRL  IN  BLACK.  Crovvh  8vo,  cloth,  Is.  Gd. 


MOORE  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  EPICUREAN;  and  ALCIPHRON.  Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2a. 

PROSE  AND  VERSE,  Humorous,  Satirical,  and  Sentimental,  by  Thomas  Moorf  ; 
with  Suppressed  Passages  from  the  Memoirs  of  Lord  Byron.  Edited  by  R. 
Herne  Shepherd.  With  Portrait.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  S's.  6d. 

MUDDOCK  (J.  E.),  STORIES  BY. 

STORIES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.  Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  <!.!. 
THE  DEAD  MAN’S  SECRET:  or,  The  Valley  of  Gold.  With  Frontispiece  by 
F.  Barnard.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  .5a. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2a. 
FROM  THE  BOSOM  OF  THE  DEEP.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2a. 

MAID  MARIAN  AND  ROBIN  HOOD:  A  Romance  of  Old  Sherwood  Forest.  With 
12  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 


MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8 vo,  clcith  extra,  3s.  <K«i._each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2a.  each. 


A  LIFE’S  ATONEMENT. 
JOSEPH’S  COAT. 
COALS  OF  FIRE. 

VAL  STRANGE. 


HEARTS. 

WAY  OF  THE  WORLD 
A  MODEL  FATHER. 
OLD  BLAZER’S  HERO. 


BYTHE  GATE  OFTHESEA. 
A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  NATURE. 
FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR, 
CYNIC  FORTUNE, 


BOB  MARTIN’S  LITTLE  GIRL.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6<1. 
TIME’S  REVENGES.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 


MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)  &  HENRY  HERMAN,  WORKS  BY. 

ONE  TRAVELLER  RETURNS.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  lia. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2a, 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gtl.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
PAUL  JONES’S  ALIAS.  With  13  Illustrations.  |  THE  BISHOPS’  BIBLE. 

MURRAY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY. 

A  GAME  OF  BLUFF.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2a.;  cloth,  2a.  OR. 

A  SONG  OF  SIXPENCE.  Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  2a.  lid. 

TJEWBOLT.— TAKEN  FROM  THE  ENEMY.  By  Henry  Newbolt. 

Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  Gd. 

NISBET  (HUME),  BOOKS  BY. 

“BAIL  UP!”  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3a.  Oil.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2a. 
DR,  BERNARD  ST.  VINCENT.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2a. 

LESSONS  IN  ART.  With  21  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  2a.  Oil. 
WHERE  ART  BEGINS.  With  27  Illusts.  Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ta.  0*1. 

NOVELISTS.— HALF-HOURS  WlfH~THE  BEST  NOVELISTS  GF 

THE  CENTURY/Edit.  by  H.  T.  Mackenzie  Bell.  Cr. Svo,  cl.,  3a.  Oil.  [Preparing. 

n’HANLON  (ALICE),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2a.  each. 

u  THE  UNFORESEEN.  |  CHANCE?  OR  FATE? 

OHNET  (GEORGES),  NOVELS  BY. 

DOCTOR  RAMEAU.  9  Illusts.  by  E.  Bayard.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  Gs. ;  post  8vo,  bds.,  2s. 
A  LAST  LOVE.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5a. ;  post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 

A  WEIRD  GIFT.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3a.  Oil. ;  post  Svo,  boards,  2a. 

OLIPHANT  (MRSA  NOVELS  BY.  '  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2a.  each. 

THE  PRIMROSE  PATH.  _ |  THE  GREATEST  HEIRESS  IN  ENGLAND 

WHITELADIES.  With  Illustrations  by  Arthur  Hopkins  and  Henry  Woods, 
A.R.A.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3a.  lid.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2a. 

O'REILLY  (HARRINGTON).-  LIFE  AM ON G  THE  AMERICAlON- 

DIANS:  Fifty  Years  on  the  Trail.  100  Illusts.  by  P.  Fi?enzeny.  Crown  8vo,  3s.  Gd, 

O’REILLY  (MRB ). -  PIICEBE’S  FORT IJ NES.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds. ,"2& 
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Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  Oil.  each  ;  post  8vo,  llust.  bds.,  2  s.  each, 


OUIDA,  NOVELS  BY. 

HELD  IN  BONDAGE. 
■TRICOTRIN. 
STRATHMORE. 
CHANDOS. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAINE’S 
GAGE. 

IDALIA. 

UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 
PUCK. 


FOLLE-FARINE. 

A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 
PASCAREL. 

TWO  LITTLE  WOODEN 
SHOES. 

SIGNA. 

IN  A  WINTER  CITY. 

ARIADNE. 

FRIENDSHIP. 


MOTHS. 

PIPISTRELLO. 

A  VILLAGE  COMMUNE. 
IN  MAREMMA. 

BIMBI.  |  SYRLIN. 
WANDA. 

FRESCOES.  |  OTHMAR. 
PRINCESS  NAPRAXINE. 
GUILDEROY.  |  RUFFINO, 


BIMBI.  Presentation  Edition,  with  Nine  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 
Square  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 

SANTA  BARBARA,  &c.  Square  8vo,  cloth,  6s. ;  crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6<1. 


WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F.  Sydney 
Morris.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s.  Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


PAGE  (H.  A.),  WORKS  BY. 

A  THOREAU  :  His  Life  and  Aims.  With  Portrait.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6«I. 

ANIMAL  ANECDOTES.  Arranged  on  a  New  Principle.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 


PARLIAMENTARY  ELECTIONS  AND  ELECTIONEERING,  A  HIS¬ 
TORY  OF.  from  the  Stuarts  to  Queen  Victoria.  By  Joseph  Grego.  A  New  Edition, 
with  93  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Oil. 

PAN  CAL’S- PROVINCIAL  LETTERS”  A  New  Translation,  with  His¬ 

torical  Introduction  and  Notes  by  T,  M’Crie,  D.D.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

PAUL. — GENTLE  AND  SIMPLE.  By  Margaret  A.  Paul.  With  Frontis¬ 
piece  by  Helen  Paterson.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6<I. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards.  2s. 

PAYN  (JAMES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6«I.  each; 

LOST  SIR  MASSINGBERD. 

WALTER’S  WORD. 

LESS  BLACK  THAN  WE’RE 
PAINTED. 

BY  PROXY. 

HIGH  SPIRITS. 

UNDER  ONE  ROOF. 

A  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 


post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 

A  GRAPE  FROM  A  THORN. 
FROM  EXILE. 

THE  CANON’S  WARD. 

THE  TALK  OF  THE  TOWN. 
HOLIDAY  TASKS. 

GLOW-WORM  TALES. 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  MIRBRIDGE. 
THE  WORD  AND  THE  WILL. 


Post  8vo.  illustrated  Boards,  2s.  each. 


HUMOROUS  STORIES. 

THE  FOSTER  BROTHERS. 

THE  FAMILY  SCAPEGRACE. 
MARRIED  BENEATH  HIM. 
BENTINCK’S  TUTOR. 

A  PERFECT  TREASURE. 

A  COUNTY  FAMILY. 

LIKE  FATHER,  LIKE  SON. 

A  WOMAN’S  VENGEANCE. 
CARLYON.’S  YEAR.  CECIL’S  TRYST. 
MURPHY’S  MASTER. 

AT  HER  MERCY. 

THE  CLYFFARDS  OF  CLYFFE. 


FOUND  DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE’S  HARVEST. 

A  MARINE  RESIDENCE. 

MIRK  ABBEY. |  SOME  PRIVATE  VIEWS. 
NOT  WOOED,  BUT  WON. 

TWO  HUNDRED  POUNDS  REWARD. 
THE  BEST  OF  HUSBANDS. 

HALVES.  I  THE  BURNT  MILLION. 
FALLEN  FORTUNES. 

WHAT  HE  COST  HER. 

KIT:  A  MEMORY.  |  FOR  CASH  ONLY. 
A  PRINCE  OF  THE  BLOOD. 

SUNNY  STORIES. 


A  TRYING  PATIENT,  &c.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  4><l. 

IN  PERIL  AND  PRIVATION:  Stories  of  Marine  Adventure.  With  17  Illus¬ 
trations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  G<1. 

NOTES  FROM  THE  “NEWS.”  Crown  8vo,  portrait  cover.  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  61I. 

PENNELL  (H.  OHOLMONDELEY),  WORKS  BYT  Post  8vo,cl.,2s.6<l.each. 

PUCK  ON  PEGASUS.  Witti  Illustrations. 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.  With  Ten  full-page  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 
THE  MUSES  OF  MAYFAIR.  Vers  de  Societe,  Selected  by  H.  C.  Pennell. 

PHELPS  (E.  STUART),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,  Is.  each;  cloth,  Is.  6<1. each. 
BEYOND  THE  GATES.  By  theAuthor  I  AN  OLD  MAID’S  PARADISE, 
of  “  The  Gates  Ajar.”  _ | _ BURGLARS  IN  PARADISE. 

JACK  THE  FISHERMAN.  Illustrated  by  C.  W.  Reed.  Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6il, 

PIRKIS  (C.  L.),  NOVELS  BY.  — 

TROOPING  WITH  CROWS.  Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is, 

LADY  LOVELACE,  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
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PLANCHE  (J.  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  PURSUIVANT  OP  ARMS.  With  Six  Plates,  and  209  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  Ye.  6«1. 
SONGS  AND  POEMS,  1819-1879.  Introduction  by  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6*. 

PLUTARCH’S  LIVES  0 F  ILLU STRIOUSME NT”  Translated  from  the 

Greek,  with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical,  and  a  Lite  of  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  Langhorne.  With  Portraits.  Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  half-bound,  lOs.  6tl. 

POE’S  (EDGAR TLLAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.  Intro- 

duction  by  Chas.  Baudelaire,  Portrait,  and  Facsimiles.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  6«l. 
THE  MYSTERY  OP  MARIE  ROGET,  &c.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

POPE'S  POETIC  A  L  WORKS.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

PR  A  ED  (MRS.  CAMPBELL),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds..  2s.  ea. 
THE  ROMANCE  OP  A  STATION.  |  THE  SOUL  OF  COUNTESS  ADRIAN. 

“THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE.”  By  Mrs.  Campbell  Praed  and  Justin  McCarthy, 
M.P.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

PRICE  (E~C7)” NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  Oil.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 

VALENTINA.  |  THE  FOREIGNERS.  |  MRS.  LANCASTER’S  RIVAL. 

GERALD.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

PRINCESS  OLGA.— RADNA  ;  or,  The  Great  Conspiracy  of  1881.  By 

the  Princess  Olga.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

PPr OCTO R  ( RICH ARD  A.,  B.X), “WORK'S  BY. 

FLOWERS  OF  THE  SKY.  With  55  Illusts.  Small  crown 8vo,  cloth  extra,  3«.  6 il. 
EASY  STAR  LESSONS.  With  Star  Maps  for  Every  Night  in  the  Year.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
FAMILIAR  SCIENCE  STUDIES.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

SATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM.  With  13  Steel  Plates.  Demy  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  lOs.  6«l. 
MYSTERIES  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.  With  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
THE  UNIVERSE  OF  SUNS.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  6s. 
WAGES  AND  WANTS  OF  SCIENCE  WORKERS.  Crown  8 vo,  Is.  6 tl. 

PRYCE.— MISS  MAXWELL'S  AFFECTIONS.  By  Richard  Pryce. 

Frontispiece  by  Hal  Ludlow.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  Us.  6tl.  ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards..  2». 

I? AMBOSSON.  —POPULAR  ASTRONOMY.  By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate 

of  the  Institute  of  France.  With  numerous  Illusts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7a.  6<I. 

RANDOLPH.- AUNT  "ABIGAIL  DYKES  :  A  NoveL~By  Lt.-Colonel 

George  Randolph,  U.S.A.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Od. 

READE  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  1 BYT- 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  Us.  Oil.  each ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each, 
PEG  WOFFINGTON.  Illustrated  by  S.  L,  Fildes,  R.A. — Also  a  Pocket  Edit. on, 
set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  2s.  6d. 

CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE.  Illustrated  by  William  Small. — Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 
set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  2s.  6<l. 

IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.  Illustrated  by  G.  J.  Pinvvell. — Also  a  Cheap 
Popular  Edition,  medium  hvo,  portrait  cover.  6<l.  ;  cloth,  B. 

COURSE  OF  TRUE  LOVE  NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH.  Illust  Helen  Paterson. 
THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  A  THIEF,  &c.  Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 
LOVE  ME  LITTLE,  LOVE  ME  LONG.  Illustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 

THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE.  Illusts,  hy  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  C.  Keene. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.  Illustrated  by  Charles  Keene. 

HARD  CASH.  Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT.  Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  William  Small, 
FOUL  PLAY.  Illustrated  by  George  Du  Maurier. 

PUT  YOURSELF  IN  HIS  PLACE.  Illustrated  by  Robert  Barnes. 

A  TERRIBLE  TEMPTATION.  Illustrated  by  Edward  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
A  SIMPLETON.  Illustrated  by  Kate  Craufurd. 

THE  WANDERING  HEIR.  Illust.  by  H.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  C.  Green,  &c. 

A  WOMAN-HATER.  Illustrated  by  Thomas  Couldery. 

SINGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFACE.  Illustrated  by  P.  Macnab. 

GOOD  STORIES  OF  MEN  AND  OTHER  ANIMALS.  Illust.  byE.A.  Abbey,  Ac. 
THE  JILT,  and  other  Stories.  Illustrated  by  Joseph  Nash. 

A  PERILOUS  SECRET.  Illustrated  by  Fred.  Barnard. 

READIANA.  With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Charles  Reade. 

BIBLE  CHARACTERS:  Studies  of  David,  Paul,  &c.  Fcap.  8vo,  leatherette.  Is. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.  With  an  Introduction  by  Walter  Besant. 
Elzevir  Edition.  4  vols.,  post  8vo,  each  with  Front.,  cl.  ex.,  gilt  top,  14s.  the  set. 

SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  WORKS  OF  CHARLES  READE.  Cr.  8vo,  buckram,  69 
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RIDDELL  (MRS,  J.  H.),  NOVELS  BY.  .  j  L  J  „ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s»  Oil*  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards, 
THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES’S  GARDEN  PARTY.  ' 


WEIRD  STORIES. 


THE  UNINHABITED  HOUSE. 
MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  GARDENS. 
FAIRY  WATER. 


Post  8v0,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 


HER  MOTHER’S  DARLING. 
THE  NUN’S  CURSE. 

IDLE  TALES. 


DIMMER  (ALFRED),  WORKS  BY.  Square  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  0«I.  each. 

OUR  OLD  COUNTRY  TOWNS.  With  55  Illustrations. 

RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.  With  50  Illustrations. 

ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.  With  58  Illusts.  byC.  A.  Vanderhoof,  Ac. 

RIVES  (Amfilie).— BARBAR0>ERING.  By  Amelie  Rives,  Author 

of  11  The  Quick  or  the  Dead  ?  "  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3  s.  Gd. _ 

ROBINSON  CRUSOE]  By  Daniel  Defoe.  (Major’s  Edition.)  With 

37  Illustrations  by  George  Cruikshank.  Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. _ 

ROBINSON  (F.  W.')7 NOVELS'"  BY] 

WOMEN  ARE  STRANGE.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s. 

THE  HANDS  OF  JUSTICE.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  3s.  Gd.  5  post  8vo,  illust.  bds„  3s. 

ROBINSON  (PHIL),  WORKS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs.  each. 

THE  POETS’  BIRDS.  I  THE  POETS’  BEASTS. 

THE  POETS  AND  NATURE:  .REPTILES,  FISHES,  AND  INSECTS. 


ROCHEFOUCAULD’S  MAXIMS  AND  MORAL  REFLECTIONS.  With 

Notes,  and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte-  Beuve.  Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

ROLL  OF  BATTLEABBEY,  THET  A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors 

who  came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this  Country, 
a.d.  1066-7.  With  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.  Handsomely  printed,  5s. 

ROWLEY  (HON.  HUGH),  WORKSHBYr  Post  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Gd.  each. 

PUNIANA:  RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 

MORE  PUNIANA.  Profusely  Illustrated. 


RUNCIMAN  (JAMES),  STORIES  BY.  Post  8vo,  bds.,  3s.  ea. ;  cl.,  3s.  Gd.  ea. 
SKIPPERS  AND  SHELLBACKS.  I  GRACE  BALMAIGN’S  SWEETHEART. 
SCHOOLS  AND  SCHOLARS. 

RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  BOOKS  AND'  NOVELS  BY : 

Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Os.  each;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s.  each ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  Gd.  ea. 


ROUND  THE  GALLEY-FIRE. 
IN  THE  MIDDLE  WATCH. 

A  YOYAGE  TO  THE  CAPE. 


A  BOOK  FOR  THE  HAMMOCK. 
MYSTERY  OF  THE  “OCEAN  STAR.” 
THE  ROMANCE  OF  JENNY  HARLOWE 


Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  Gd.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s.  ea. ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d.  ea. 

AN  OCEAN  TRAGEDY.  |  MY  SHIPMATE  LOUISE. 

ALONE  ON  A  WIDE  WIDE  SEA. 

ON  THE  FO’K’SLE  HEAD.  Post  8vo,  illust.'  boards,  3s. ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  Gd. 

C  AI  NT  AtJB YN  I (ALAN),N0VE  LSB  Y~ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s,  Gd.  each;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s.  each. 

S  FELLOW  OF  TRINITY.  Note  by  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and  Frontispiece. 

iKE  JUNIOR  DEAN.  - 

Fean.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  Gd.  each. 

THE  OLD  MAID’S  SWEETHEART.  |  MODEST  LITTLE  SARA. 

THE  MASTER  OF  ST.  BENEDICT’S.  Crown  8*o,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.’1 

SALA  (G.  A.).-GASLIGHT  AND  DAYLIGHT.  Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 
SANSON.-SEVEN  GENERATIONS  OF  EXECUTIONERS  :  Memoirs 

of  the  Sanson  Family  (1688  to  1847).  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  Gd. 

SAUNDERS  (JOHN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 

GUY  WATERMAN.  |  THE  LION  IN  THE  PATH.  |  THE  TWO  DREAMERS. 
BOUND  TO  THE  WHEEL.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. 

S A U NDERS  (KATHARINE),- NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  Gd.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s,  each, 
MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH.  I  HEART  SALVAGE. 

THE  HIGH  MILLS.  _ |  SEBASTIAN. 

JOAN  MERRYWEATHER.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3a, 

GIDEON’S  ROCK.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s,  Gib 
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SCIENCE-GOSSIP.  Edited  by  Dr.  J.  E.  Taylor,  F.L.S.,  &c.  Devoted 

to  Geology,  Botany,  Physiology,  Chemistry,  Zoology,  Microscopy,  Telescopy,  Physio¬ 
graphy,  &c.  4d.. Monthly.  Pts.  i  to  300,  Sd.  each  ;  Pts.  301  to  date,  4d.  each.  Vols. 
_ I.  to  XIX.,  7s.  lid.  each;  Vols.  XX.  to  date,  5s.  each.  Cases  for  Binding,  Is.  lid. 

SCOTLAND  YARD,  Past  and  Present :  Experiences  of  37  Years.  By 

Ex-Chief-Inspector  Cavanagh.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  lid. 

SECRET  OUT,  THE :  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards;  with  Enter¬ 
taining  Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  “  White  Magic.”  By  W.  II.  Cremer. 
With  300  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  lid. 

SEGUIN' (L.  G.j,  WORKS  BY. 

THE  COUNTRY  OF  THE  PASSION  PLAY  (QBERAMMERGAU)  and  the  Highlands 
of  Bavaria.  With  Map  and  37  Illustrations.  Crown  8vd,  cloth  extra,  8s.  lid. 
WALKS  IN  ALGIERS.  With  2  Maps  and  16  Illusts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  lis. 

SENIO R~( W Ml — B Y~STREAM~AND  SEA.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s7c>d. 
SHAKESPEARE  FOR  CHILDREN:  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKE- 

SPEARE.  With  Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  Moyr  Smith.  Cr.  4to,  Gs. 

SHARP.— CHILDREN  OF  TOMORROW:  A  Novel.  By  William 

Sharp.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 


SHELLEY.— THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  IN  VERSE  AND  PROSE  OF 

PERCY  BYSSHE  SHELLEY.  Edited,  Prefaced,  and  Annotated  by  R.  Herne 
Shepherd.  Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  3s.  <m!.  each. 

POETICAL  WORKS,  in  Three  Vols. : 

Vol.  I.  Introduction  by  the  Editor;  Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson;  Shelley’s  Corre¬ 
spondence  with.Stockdale ;  The  Wandering  Jew ;  Queen  Mab,  with  the  Notes;  Alastor, 
and  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Helen:  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais,  &c. 

Vol.  II.  Laon  and  Cythna  ;  The  Cenci ;  Julian  and  Maddalo ;  Swellfoot  the  Tyrant;  The  Witch  of 
Atlas;  Epipsychidion:  Hellas. 

Vol.  III.  Posthumous  Poems;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy;  and  other  Pieces. 

PROSE  WORKS,  in  Two  Vols.: 

Vol.  I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozziand  St.  Irvyne ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refuta¬ 
tion  of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 

Vol.  II.  The  Essays;  Letters  from  Abroad;  Translations  and  Fragments,  Edited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY. 
With  a  Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 

SHERARD  (R.  H.). — ROGUES:  A  Novel.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
SHERIDAN  (GENERAL).  —  PERSONAL  MEMOIRS  OF  GENERAL 

P.  H.  SHERIDAN.  With  Portraits  and  Facsimiles.  Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  24s. 


SHERIDAN’S  (RICHARD  BRINSLEY)  COMPLETE  WORKS.  With 

Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and 
Poetry.  Translations,  Speeches  and  Jokes,  io  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  hf.-bound,  7s.  lid. 

THE  RIVALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL,  and  other  Plays.  Post  8vo,  printed 
on  laid  paper  and  half-bound.  2s. 

SHERIDAN’S  COMEDIES:  THE  RIVALS  and  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by 
Brander  Matthews.  With  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo,  half-parchment,  12s.  G<9. 


SIDNEY’S  (SIR  PHILIP)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  includ¬ 
ing  all  those  in  “Arcadia.”  With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c.  by  the 
Rev.  A.B.Grqsart,  D.D.  Three  Vols,,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards.  1  Ss. 

SIGNBOARDS :  Their  History.  With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By  Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden  Hottkn. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  94  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7a.  lit?. 


SIMS  (GEORGE  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each;  cloth  limp,  2s.  Gd.  eacn. 


ROGUES  AND  VAGABONDS. 

THE  RING  0’  BELLS. 

MARY  JANE’S  MEMOIRS. 

TINKLETOP’S  CRIME.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Maurice  Greiffeniiagen 
ZEPH:  A  Circus  Story,  See. _ _ 


MARY  JANE  MARRIED. 

TALES  OF  TO-DAY. 

DRAMAS  OF  LIFE.  With  60  Illustrations 


Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.  each  ;  cloth,  Is.  Gd.  each. 

HOW  THE  POOR  LIVE;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 

THE  DAGONET  RECITER  AND  READER:  being  Readings  and  Recitations  in 

Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his  own  Works  by  George  R.  Sims, 

THE  CASE  OF  GEORGE  CANDLEMAS.  1  DAGONET  DITTIES. 
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BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


SISTER  DORA:  A  Biography.  By  Margaret  Lonsdale. 

Illustrations.  Demy  8vo,  picture  cover,  4d.;  cloth,  6«I. 

SKETCHLEY.— A  MATCH  IN~ THE  DARK.-" 

Post  8yo,  illustrated  boards,  2 s. 


With  Four 


By  Arthur  Sketchley 


SLANG  DICTIONARY  (THE) :  Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anec 

dotal.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Os.  Od.  _ _ _ 


SMITH  (J.  MOYR),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  ARGOLIS.  With  130  Illusts.  Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  0<1. 
TALES  OF  OLD  THULE.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 
THE  WOOING  OF  THE  WATER  WITCH.  Illustrated.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  Os. 

SOCIETY  IN  LONDON.  By  A  Foreign  Resident,  Crown  8vo, 

I s. ;  cloth,  Is.  Od.  _ 

SOCIETY  IN  PARIS:  The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.  A  Series  of  Letters 

from  Count  Paul  Vasili  to  a  Young  French  Diplomat.  Crown  8vo.  cloth,  Os. 

SOMERSET.  —  SONGS  OF  ADIEU.  By  Lord  Henry  Somerset. 

Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  Os. 

SPALDING.— ELIZABETHAN  DEMONOLOGY:  An  Essay  on  the  Belief 

in  the  Existence  of  Devils.  By  T.  A.  Spalding,  LL.B.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

SP E I GH T  (T.  W.)7  N  0  V  E  LS  BY. 

Post  8vo.  illuslrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


THE  MYSTERIES  OF  HERON  DYKE. 
BY  DEVIOUS  WAYS,  &c. 

THE  GOLDEN  HOOP. 


HOODWINKED;  and  THE  SANDY- 
CROFT  MYSTERY.  [TRAGEDY. 
BACK  TO  LIFE.  I  THE  LOUDWATER 


A  BARREN  TITLE. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  Is.  Od.  each. 

I  WIFE  OR  NO  WIFE? 


THE  SANDYCROFT  MYSTERY. 


Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 

Towry. 


With  Illustrations 


SPENSER  FOR  CHILDREN.  By  M.  H 

by  Walter  J.  Morgan.  Crown  4to,  cloth  gilt,  Os. 

STARRY  HEAVENS  (THE) :  A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.  Royal 

i6mo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  Od. 

STAUNT0N7— THE  LAWS  ^AND  PRACTICE  OF  CHESS.  With  an 

Analysis  of  the  Openings.  By  Howard  Staunton.  Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

STEDMAN  TE.nc.),  WORKS  BY. 

VICTORIAN  POETS.  Thirteenth  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  9s. 


THE  POETS  OF  AMERICA. 


STERNDALE.  —  THE  AFGHAN  KNIFE  : 

Armitaoe  Sterndale.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ISs.  Od 


Crown  3vo,  cloth  extra,  9s 

A 


Novel.  By  Robert 

post  8vo,  illust.  boards.  2s. 


STEVENSON  (R.  LOUIS),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,cl.  limp,  2s.  6d.  eacvh. 

TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY.  Seventh  Edit.  With  a  Frontis.by  Walter  Crane. 
AN  INLAND  VOYAGE.  Fourth  Edition.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  Os.  each. 

FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN  AND  BOOKS.  Sixth  Edition. 

THE  SILVERADO  SQUATTERS.  With  a  Frontispiece.  Third  Edition. 

THE  MERRY  MEN.  Third  Edition.  |  UNDERWOODS:  Poems.  Fifth  Edition. 
MEMORIES  AND  PORTRAITS.  Third  Edition. 

VIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE,  and  other  Papers.  Seventh  Edition.  |  BALLADS. 
ACROSS  THE  PLAINS,  with  other  Memories  and  Essays. 

NEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.  Eleventh  Edition.  Crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  Os.; 

,  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

THE  SUICIDE  CLUB;  and  THE  RAJAH'S  DIAMOND.  (From  New  Arabian 

Nights.)  With  Six  Illustrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  5s.  • 

PRINCE  OTTO.  Sixth  Edition.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

FATHER  DAMIEN:  An  Open  Letter  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Hyde.  Second  Edition. 

Crown  8vo,  hand-made  and  brown  paper,  Is. 

STODDARD.  —  SUMMER  CRUISINGTN*  THE  SOUTH  SEAS.  By 

Warren  Stoddard.  Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  iSs.  Od. 

STORIES  FROM  FOREIGN  NOVELISTS.  With  Notices  by  Helen  and 

Alice  Zimmern,  Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  .‘5s.  0«l, ;  post  8 vo.  illustrated  boards,  2*) 
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STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT  (A)  FOUND  IN  A  COPPER  CYLINDER. 

With  ig  Illustrations  by  Gilbert  Gaul,  Third  Edition.  Grown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

STRANGE  SECRETS.  Told  by  Conan  Doyle,  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Flor¬ 
ence  Marryat,  &c.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  Eight  Illusts.,  Os. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

STRUTT’S  SPORTS  AND  PASTIMES'  OF  THE  PEOPLE  OF 

ENGLAND;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May  Gaines,  Mum¬ 
meries,  Shows,  &c.,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time.  Edited  by 
William  Hone.  With  140  Illustrations,  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  G<1. 

SUBURB  AN  H0MES7tHE)0F  LONDON  :  A  Residential  Guide.  With 

a  Map, and  Notes  on  Rental,  Rates,  and  Accommodation.  Crown  8vo,  clottu  7s.  <»<!. 

SWIFT’S  (DEAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.  With  Memoir, 

Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  11  Gulliver’s  Travels. ’’  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  7s.  UiS. 
GULLIVER’S  TRAVELS,  and  A  .  TALE  OF  A  TUB.  Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2s. 
JONATHAN  SWIFT:  A  Study.  ByJ.Churton  Collins.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 

SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C.  )7 

SELECTIONS  FROM  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  A.  C. 

SWINBURNE.  Fcap.  3vo,  6s. 

A'TALANTA  IN  CALYDON.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 

CHASTELARD  :  A  Tragedy-  Crown  Svo,  7s. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  FIRST  SERIES.  Crown 
8vo  or  fcap.  8vo,  9a. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  SECOND  SERIES. 

Crown  8vo  or  fcap.  8vo,  9s. 

POEMS  AND  BALLADS.  THIRD  SERIES.  Crown 
8vo,  7s. 

SONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.  Crown  8vo,  10a.  6d. 

BOTHWELL  :  A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo.  12s.  6cl. 

SONGS  OF  TWO  NATIONS.  Crown  Svo,  63. 

GEORGE  CHAPMAN.  (See  Vol.  II.  of  G.  CHAP¬ 
MAN'S  Works.)  Crown  8vo,  6s. 


SYNTAX’S  (DR.)  THREE  TOURS  :  In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in 

Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  Rowlandson’s  Coloured  Illus¬ 
trations,  and  Lile  of  the  Author  by  j.  C.  Hotten.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6«i. 

TAINE’S  HISTORY  OF  ENGLISH  LITERATURE7  Translated  by 

Henry  Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  small  demy  8vo,  cl.  bds.,  30s.— Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols., large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  15s. _  _ 

TAYLOR’S  (BAYARD)  DIVERSIONS  OF  THE  ECHO^CLUB  :  Bur- 

lesques  of  Modern  Writers.  Post  8vo,  cloth  lrmp,  2s. 

TAYLOR  (DR.  J.  E.,  F.LSO,  WORKS  BY.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  Oil.  each. 
THE  SAGACITY  AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct 
of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom,  With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  100  Illustrations. 
OUR  COMMON  BRITISH  FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.  331  Illustrations. 
THE  PLAYTIME  NATURALIST.  With  360  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5s. 

TAYLOR’S  (TOM)  HISTORICAL  DRAMAS.  Containing  “  Clancarty,” 

“Jeanne  Dare,”  “’Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,’’  “The  Fool’s  Revenge,”  “Arkwright’s 
Wife,’’  “Anne  Boleyn,’’  “  Plot  and  Passion.’’  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Oil. 

***  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  is.  each. 

TENNYSON  (LORD) :  A  BiographkTT  Sketch.  By  H.  J.  Jennings. 

With  a  Photograph-Portrait.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Us. — Cheap  Edition,  post  8io, 
portrait  cover,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  Oil.  _ 

THACKERAYANA :  Notes  and  Anecdotes.  Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 

Sketches  by  William  Makepeace  Thackeray.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7  s.  Oil. 

THAMES.— A  NEW  PICTORIAL”  HISTORY  OF  THE  THAMES. 

By  A.  S.  Krausse.  With  340  Illustrations  Post  Svo,  Is.;  cloth,  fis.  Oil. 

THIERS.— HISTORY  OF  THE  CONSULATE'  EMPIRE  OF  FRAN C E 

UNDER  NAPOLEON.  By  A.  Thiers.  Translated  by  D.  Forbes  Campbell  and 
John  Stebbing.  New  Edition,  reset  in  a  specially-cast  type,  with  36  Steel  Plates 
12  vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  each.  (First  Volume  ready  September,  1893.) 

THOMAS  (BERTHA),  NOVELS  BYT  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  Oil.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  2s.  ea, 
THE  VIOLIN-PLAYER.  | _ PROUD  MAISIS. 

CRESSIDA,  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


WORKS  BY. 

I  ESSAYS  AND  STUDIES.  Crown  8vo,  12s. 
ERECH.THEUS  :  A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  63. 
SONGS  OF  THE  SPRINGTIDES.  Crown  8vo,  83. 
STUDIES  IN  SONG.  Crown  Svo.  7s. 

[  MARY  STUART :  A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  83. 

!  TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE.  Crown  Svo,  9s. 

,  A  CENTURY  OF  ROUNDELS.  Small  4to,  8s. 

A  MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.  Crown  Svo,  7s. 
MARINO  FALIERO  :  A  Tragedy.  Crown  Svo,  63. 
A  STUDY  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.  Crown  8vo,  63. 

M 1 SCELLAN  IE).  Crown  Svo,  12s. 

LOCRINE  r  A  Tragedy.  Crown  Svo,  63. 

A  STUDY  OF  BEN  JONSON.  Crown  8vo,  7a 
THE  SISTERS  :  A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  6s 
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THOMSON’S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE.  With  Intro¬ 
duction  by  Allan  Cunningham,  and  48  Illustrations,  Post  8vo,  half-bound,  2  a. _ 


THORNBURY  (WALTER),  WORKS  BY.  cr.  8vo,  d.  extra,  r«.  Od.  each. 

THE  LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE  OF  J.  M.  W.  TURNER.  Founded  upon 
Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his  Friends.  With  Illustrations  in  Colours. 
HAUNTED  LONDON.  Edit,  by  E.  Walford,  M.A.  Illusts.  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,  F.S.A, 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

_ OLD  STORIES  RE-TOLD. _ |  TALES  FOR  THE  MARINES. _ 

TIMBS  (JOHN),  WORKS  BY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gil.  each. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  CLUBS  AND  CLUB  LIFE  IN  LONDON:  Anecdotes  of  its 

Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries,  and  Taverns.  With  42  Illustrations. 

ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:  Stories  of  Delusions,  Impos¬ 
tures,  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  &c.  48  Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTHONY),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  .'Is.  Oil.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each, 

THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW.  I  MR.  SCARBOROUGH’S  FAMILY. 

FRAU  FROHMANN.  |  MARION  FAY.  1  THE  LAND-LEAGUERS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

KEPT  IN  THE  DARK.  I  AMERICAN  SENATOR. 

GOLDEN  LION  OF  GRANPERE.  |  JOHN  CALDIGATE. 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  :>s.  Otl.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
LIKE  SHIPS  UPON  THE  SEA.  J  MABEL’S  PROGRESS.  [  ANNE  FURNESS. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  A.).— DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
TROWBRIDGE.— FARNELL’S  FOLLY:  A  Novel.  By  J.  T.  Trow- 

bridge.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


TYTLER  (C.  C.  FRASER-).-MISTRESS  JUDITH  :  A  Novel.  By 

C.  C.  Fraser-Tytler.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Us.  Oil. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

TYTLER  (SARAH),  N0VELIO5Y. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Us.  tit!,  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

THE  BRIDE’S  PASS.  I  BURIED  DIAMONDS. 

LADY  BELL.  _  |  THE  BLACKHALL  GHOSTS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


WHAT  SHE  CAME  THROUGH, 
CITOYENNE  JACQUELINE. 
SAINT  MUNGO’S  CITY. 
NOBLESSE  OBLIGE. 


BEAUTY  AND  THE  BEAST, 
DISAPPEARED. 

THE  HUGUENOT  FAMILY. 


yiLLARI.— A  DOUBLE  BOND.  By  Linda  Villari.  Fcap.  8vo,  picture 

T  cover,  Is. 


WALT  WHITMAN,  POEMS  BY.  Edited,  wfth  Introduction,  by 

”  William  M.  Rossetti.  With  Portrait.  Cr.8vo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  Os. 

WALTON  AND  COTTON’S'  COMPLETE  ANGLER  Tor.  The  Con- 

templative  Man’s  Recreation,  hy  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a 
Trout  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes 
by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  61  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  ’5’s.  Od. 

W A R D( II 1*  R BE RT),  WORKS  BY. 

FI  YE  YEARS  WITH  THE  CONGO  CANNIBALS.  With  92  Illustrations  by  the 
Author,  Victor  Perard,  and  W.  B.  Davis.  Third  ed.  Roy.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  I  4a, 
MY  LIFE  WITH  STANLEY’S  REAR  GUARD.  With  a  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller, 
F.R.G.S.  Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  Oil. 

WAR N ER7—A  ROUNDABOUT  JOURNEY;  By  Charles  Dudley 

Warner.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE  CHARLES  I.  A  Facsimile,  with  UhT^ 

Signatures  and  Seals.  Printed  on  paper  22  in.  by  14  in.  2s. 

WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE  MARY  QUEEN  OF  SCOTS.  A  Facsimile,  includin'* 

Queen  Elizabeth’s  Signature  and  the  Great  Seal.  2s. 

WASSERMANN  (LILLIAS),  NOVELS  BY."~ 

THE  DAFFODILS.  Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  Oil. 

THE  MARQUIS  OF  CARABAS.  By  Aaron  Watson  and  Lillias  Wasserminn 

3  vols.,  crown  8vo, 
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WALFORD  (EDWARD,  M.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

WALFOKD’S  COUNTY  FAMILIES  OF  THE  UNITED  KINGDOM  (1893).  Contain¬ 
ing  the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Education,  &c.,  of  12,000  Heads  of  Families 
their  Heirs,  Offices,  Addresses,  Clubs.  &c.  Roval  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  50s. 
WALFORD’S  WINDSOR  PEERAGE,  BARONETAGE,  AND  KNIGHTAGE  (1393). 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8 'is.  Gd. 

WALFORD’S  SHILLING  PEERAGE  (1893).  Containing  a  List  of  the  House  of 
Lords,  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers,  &c.  32ino.  cloth,  Is. 

Y/ALFORD’S  SHILLING  BARONETAGE  (1893).  Containing^  List  of  the  Baronets 
of  the  United  Kingdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses,  &c,  32mo,  cloth,  is, 
WALFORD’S  SHILLING  KNIGHTAGE  (1893).  Containing  a  List  of  the  Knights 
ot  the  United  Kingdom.  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses, &c.  321110,  cloth,  Is. 
WALFORD’S  SHILLING  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  (1893).  Containing  a  List  of  all 
Members  orthe  New  Parliament,  their  Addresses,  Clubs,  &c.  32010, cloth,  Is. 
WALFORD’S  COMPLETE  PEERAGE,  BARONETAGE,  KNIGHTAGE,  AND 
HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  (1893).  Royal  32010,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  5». 

TALES  OF  OUR  GREAT  FAMILIES.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. 

WEATHER,  HOW  TO  FORETELL  THE,  WITH  POCKET  SPEC¬ 

TROSCOPE.  By  F.  W.  Cory.  With  10  Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  is.  Od. 

W  ESTALLA  William ).  -TRUST-MONEY.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo. 
WHIST.— HOW  TO  PLAY  SOLO  WklST.  By  Abraham  S.  Wilks 

and  Charles  F.  Pardon.  New  Edition.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

WHITE.— THE  NATURAL  HISTORYTTF  SELBORNE.  By  Gilbert 

White,  M.A.  Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 

willTAms  (w.  mattjeuVT.r. outworks"  by. 

SCIENCE  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Od. 

A  SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.  With  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Oil. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  COOKERY.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 

THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING,  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ?»•». 

WI LL I AMSON  (MRS.  F.  H.)7— A  CHILD  WIDOW.  Post  8vo,  bds.,  2s. 

WILSON  (DR.  ANDREW,  F.R.S.E.),  WORKS  BY. 

CHAPTERS  ON  EVOLUTION.  With  2S9  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Gd. 
LEAVES  FROM  A  NATURALIST’S  NOTE-BOOK.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  Od. 
LEISURE-TIME  STUDIES.  With  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 
STUDIES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE.  With  numerous  Illusts.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  Os. 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS:  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,  Is.;  cl.,  Is. 0<I. 
GLIMPSES  OF  NATURE.  With  35  Illustrations,  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  0<I. 

WINTER  (J.  S.),  STORIES  BY.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  Od.  each. 

CAVALRY"  LIFE.  _ ! REGIMENTAL  LEGENDS. 

A  SOLDIER’S  CHILDREN.  With  34  Illustrations  by  E.  G.  Thomson  and  E.  Stuart 
Hardy.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od. 

WISSMANN^MY 'SECOND  JOURNEY  THROUGH  EQUATORIAL 

AFRICA.  By  Hermann  von  Wissmann.  With  92  Illusts.  Demy  Svo,  10«. 

WOOD.—  SABlNA  :  A  Novel.  By  Lady  Wood.  Post  Svo,  boards,  2s. 
w  ood'(H.fA7d  E  T  EC  TTvT  S  T  0  R I ESB  Y ,  Cr.  Bvo.lis,  ea.:  post  8vo.  bds. 

PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.  |  ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUE  CAIN. 

Woolley.— rachelTarmsTrong  ;  or,  Love  and  Theology.  By 

Celia  Parker  Woolley.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s,  ;  cloth,  2s.  Od. _ 

WRIGHT  (TH0MAS)7 WORKS  BY.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Od.  each. 
CARICATURE  HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES.  With  400  Caricatures,  Squibs,  Ac. 
HISTORY  OF  CARICATURE  AND  OF  THE  GROTESQUE  IN  ART,  LITERA¬ 
TURE,  SCULPTURE,  AND  PAINTING.  Illustrated  by  F,  W,  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

W Y NMA Y  FLIRTATIONS.  By  Margaret  Wynman.  With  13 

Illustrations  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge,  Crown  6vo,  cloth  extra,  3<.  Od- 


VATES  (EDMUND),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

*  LAND  AT  LAST.  I  THE  FORLORN  HOPE.  |  CASTAWAY. 

70LATEMrLE)7N0VELS  by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

THE  DOWNFALL.  Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly.  Third  Edition. 

THE  DREAM.  Tianslated  by  Eliza  Chase.  With  8  Illustrations  by  Jeanniot. 
DOCTOR  PASCAL.  Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly.  With  an  Etched  Pcrliaitof 
the  Author. 
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THE  MAYFAIR  LIBRARY,  p 

A  Journey  Round  My  Room.  By  Xavier 

DE  MAISTRE. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.  By  W.  D.  Adams. 
The  Agony  Column  of  “The  Times.” 
Melancholy  Anatomised:  Abridgment  of 
“Burton’s  Anatomy  of  Melancholy.” 

The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 
Poetical  Ingenuities.  By  W.  T.  Dobson. 
The  Cupboard  Papers.  By  Fin-Bec. 

W.  S.  Gilbert’s  Plays.  First  Series. 

W.  S.  Gilbert’s  Plays.  Second  Series. 
Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Animals  and  Masters.  By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Social  Pressure.  By  Sir  A.  Helps. 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.  H.  J.  Jennings. 
Holmes’s  Autocrat  of  Breakfast-Table. 
Pencil  and  Palette.  By  R.  Kempt. 

Little  Essays:  from  Lamb’s  Letters. 

ASSIFIED  IN  SERIES. 

phabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-25. 

ost  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Volume. 
Forensic  Anecdotes.  By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Theatrical  Anecdotes.  Jacob  Larwood. 
Jeux  d’Esprit.  Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh. 
Witch  Stories.  By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves.  By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  St  Players.  By  R.  Macgregor. 
New  Paul  and  Virginia.  W.H.Mallock. 
New  Republic.  By  W.  H.  Mallock. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.  By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Muses  of  Mayfair.  Ed.  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Thoreau :  His  Life  &  Aims.  By  H.  A.  Page. 
Puniana.  By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 

More  Puniana.  By  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 

By  Stream  and  Sea.  By  Wm.  Senior. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalist’s  Note-Book. 
By  Dr.  Andrew  Wilson. 

THE  GOLDEN  LIBRARY. 

Bayard  Taylor’s  Diversions  of  the  Echo 
Club. 

Bennett’s  Ballad  History  of  England. 
Bennett’s  Songs  for  Sailors. 

Godwin’s  Lives  of  the  Necromancers. 
Pope’s  Poetical  Works. 

Holmes’s  Autocrat  of  Breakfast  Table. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  per  Volume. 

Jesse’s  Scenes  of  Country  Life. 

Leigh  Hunt’s  Tale  for  a  Chimney 
Corner. 

Mallory’s  Mort  d’Arthur:  Selections. 
Pascal’s  Provincial  Letters. 
Rochefoucauld’s  Maxims  &  Reflections. 

THE  WANDERER’S  LIBRARY 

Wanderings  in  Patagonia.  By  Julius 
Beerbohm.  Illustrated. 

Camp  Notes.  By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Savage  Life.  By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time.  By 
G.  Daniel.  Illustrated  by  Cruikshank. 
Circus  Life.  By  Thomas  Frost. 

Lives  of  the  Conjurers.  Thomas  Frost. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London 
Fairs.  By  Thomas  Frost. 

Low-Life  Deeps.  By  James  Greenwood. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6tl.  each. 
Wilds  of  London.  James  Greenwood. 
Tunis.  Chev.  Hesse-Wartegg.  22lllusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack. 
World  Behind  the  Scenes.  P.Fitzgerald. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 

The  Genial  Showman.  By  E.P.  Hingston 
Story  of  London  Parks.  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters.  By  Henry  Mayhew. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Summer  Cruising  in  the  South  Seas. 
By  C.  Warren  Stoddard.  Illustrated. 

POPULAR  SHI] 

Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 

Jeff  Briggs’s  Love  Story.  Bret  Harte. 
Twins  of  Table  Mountain.  Bret  Harte. 
Snow-bound  at  Eagle’s.  Bv  Bret  Harte. 

A  Day’s  Tour.  By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Esther’s  Glove.  By  R.  E.  Francillon. 
Sentenced  1  By  Somerville  Gibney. 

The  Professor’s  Wife.  By  L. Graham. 
Mrs.  Gainsborough’s  Diamonds.  By 
Tulian  Hawthorne. 

Niagara  Spray.  By  J.  Holi.ingshead. 

A  Romance  of  the  Queen’s  Hounds.  By 
Cha>rles  James. 

Garden  tliat  Paid  Rent.  Tom  Jerrold. 
Cut  by  the  Mess.  By  Arthur  Keyser. 
Teresa  Itasca.  By  A.  MacAlpine. 

Our  Sensation  Novel.  J.  H.  McCarthy. 
Doom!  By  Justin  H.  McCarthy. 

Dolly.  By  Justin  H.  McCarthy. 

.LING  BOOKS. 

Lily  Lass.  Justin  H.  McCarthy. 

Was  She  Good  or  Bad?  By  W.  Minto. 
Notes  from  the  “News.”  By  Jas.  Payn. 
Beyond  the  Gates.  By  E.  S.  Phelfs. 

Old  Maid’s  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Trooping  with  Crows.  By  C.  L.  Pirkis. 
Bible  Characters.  By  Charles  Reade. 
Rogues.  By  R.  H.  Siierard. 

The  Dagonet  Reciter.  By  G.  R.  Sims. 
How  the  Poor  Live.  By  G.  R.  Sims. 
Case  of  George  Candlemas.  G.  R.  Sims. 
Sandycroft  Mystery.  T.  W.  Speight. 
Hoodwinked,.  By  T.  W.  Speight. 

Father  Damien.  By  R.  L.  Stevenson. 

A  Double  Bond.  .  By  Linda  Villari. 

My  Life  with  Stanley’s  Rear  Guard.  By 
Herbert  Ward. 

HANDY  NOVELS.  FcaP  .  gvo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  I.  each. 

The  Old  Maid’s  Sweetheart.  A. St.  Aubyn  I  Taken  from  the  Enemy.  H.  Newbolt. 
Modest  Little  Sara.  Aun  St.  Ackyn.  |  A  Lost  Soul.  By  W.  L.  Ai.ru;. 

Sevan  Sleepers  of  Ephesus.  M.  E.  Coleridge.  |  Dr.  Palliser’s  Patient.  Grant  Auln. 
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IvIY  LIBRARY. 

Choice  Works,  printed  on  laid  paper,  bound  half-Roxburglie,  2«.  6il.  each. 


Pour  Frenchwomen.  By  Austin  Dobson 
Citation  and  Examination  of  William 
Shakspeare.  By  W.  S.  Landor. 

The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Guerin. 


Christie  Johnstone.  By  Charles  Read£. 

With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece. 

Peg  Woffington.  By  Charles  Reade. 
The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb. 


THE  POCKET  LIBRARY.  Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  2s.  each. 


The  Essays  of  Elia.  By  Charles  Lamb. 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Edited  by  John  Major. 

With  37  Illusts.  by  George  Cruikshank. 
Whims  and  Oddities.  By  Thomas  Hood. 
With  85  Illustrations. 

The  Barber’s  Chair,  and  The  Hedgehog 

Letters.  By  Douglas  Jerrold. 
Gastronomy.  By  Brillat-Savartn. 

The  Epicurean,  &c.  By  Thomas  Moore. 
Leigh  Hunt’s  Essays.  Ed.  E.  Ollier. 


White’s  Natural  History  of  Selborne. 
Gulliver’s  Travels,  and  The  Tale  of  a 
Tub.  By  Dean  Swift. 

The  Rivals,  School  for  Scandal,  and  other 
Plays  by  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.  J.  Larwood. 
Thomson’s  Seasons.  Illustrated. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table 
and  The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast- 
Table.  By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmf.s. 


THE  PICCADILLY  NOVELS. 

Library  Editions  of  Novels,  many  Illustrated,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  fi«l.  each. 

By  F.  IT I.  A  LLIO’. 

Green  as  Grass. 


By  GRANT  ALLE.V. 


Philistia. 
Babylon. 

Strange  Stories. 
Beckoning  Hand. 
In  all  Shades. 


The  Tents  of  Shem. 
For  Maimie’s  Sake. 
The  Devil’s  Die. 
This  Mortal  Coil. 
The  Great  Taboo. 


Dumaresq’s  Daughter.  |  Blood  Royal. 
The  Duchess  of  Powysland. 

Ivan  Greet’s  Masterpiece. 

By  EIMVIN  L.  ARNOLD. 
Phra  the  Phoenician. 

By  ALAN  ST.  U  BVN. 

A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 

By  Rev.  S.  BA  It  1  NG  GO!  I,». 
Red  Spider.  I  Eve. 

By  AV.  BE  SANT  &  J.  RICE. 


By  Celia’s  Arbcur. 
Monks  of  Thelema,. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
Ten  Years’  Tenan 


My  Little  Girl 
Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 

This  Son  of  Vulcan. 

Golden  Butterfly. 

Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 

With  Harp  and  Crown. 

’Twas  in  Trafalgar’s  Bay. 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By  WALTER  BES.ANT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains’  Room.  |  Herr  Paul 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair 
The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 


Dorothy  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
Bell  of  St.  Paul’s. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 


The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorel  of  Lyon- 
esse. 

St.  Katherine’s  by 
the  Tower. 


By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword.  |  Matt. 
A  Child  of  Nature.  |  Heir  of  Linne. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 


God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Annan  Water. 


The  New  Abelard. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
Master  of  the  Mine. 


Ry  KIAJLE  CAINE. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 

A  Son  of  Hagar.  I  The  Deemsfer. 


HIORT.  rfc  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Transmigration. 

From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 

Village  Comedy.  |  You  Play  Me  False. 
By  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel’s  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
“I  Say  No.” 

Little  Novels. 

The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain 
A  Rogue’s  Life. 
Blind  Lowe. 


Armadale. 

After  Dark. 

No  Name. 

Antonina.  |  Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

My  Miscellanies. 

Woman  in  White 
The  Moonstone. 

Man  and  Wife. 

Poor  Miss  Finch. 

Miss  or  Mrs? 

Hew  Magdalen. 

By  BUTTON  COOK, 

Paul  Foster’s  Daughter. 

By  i?S ATT  CBIM, 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  NS.  CROKER.’ 

Diana  Barrington.  I  Pretty  Miss  Neville. 
Proper  Pride.  |  A  Bird  of  Passage. 

By  WSEEIAltl  CTPLEs. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  ALPHONSE  OA  SJOET. 

The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By  E  BAS  MU*  DAWSON. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  .8 AMES  BE  itIILLE. 

A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By.*.  EE  IT  iff  DERWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe’s  Levers. 

By  OS  CSC  BO  AO  VAN. 
Tracked  to  Doom. 

By  Mrs.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
Archie  Lovell. 

By  R.  itIAN  VST.EE  FENN. 
The  New  Mistress. 

By  I'EIICV  FITZGERALD. 
Fatal  Zero. 

By  R.  E.  ERANCIEEON. 

Queen  Cophetua.  |  A  Real  Queen. 

One  by  One.  I  King  or  Knave 

S»i-c‘f.!jy  Sir  BART  EE  FRE  BE. 
Pandurang  Hari, 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued. 

By  EDWARD  GAKRC'I'T. 
The  Capel  Girls, 

By  CHARLES  GIBBON, 
Robin  Gray.  I  The  Golden  Shaft, 

Loving  a  Dream.  |  Of  High  Degree. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

By  E.  GLANVfLLE. 

The  Lost  Heiress.  |  The  Fossicker. 

By  CECIL  GRIFFITH. 
Corinthia  Marazion. 

By  THOMAS  HARDY, 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  BRET  AS  ARTE. 

A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 

A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate. 

A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs. 

Colonel  Starbottle’s  Client. 

Susy.  |  Sally  Dows. 

By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 


Dust. 

Fortune’s  Fool. 
Beatrix  Randolph. 


Garth. 

Ellice  Quentin. 

Sebastian  Strome 

David  Poindexter’s  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  A.  HELPS, 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  ISAAC!  DENDEBSON. 

Agatha  Page. 

By  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
The  Leaden  Casket,  j  Self-Condemned. 
That  other  Person. 

By  B.  ASHE  KING. 

A  Drawn  Game. 

“The  Wearing  of  the  Green.” 

By  E.  LYNN  LINTON 


lone. 

Paston  Carew. 
Sowing  the  Wind. 


Patricia  Kemball. 

Under  which  Lord? 

“My  Love!” 

The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas 
The  World  Well  Lost. 

By  HENRY  W.  LUCY, 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN 
A  Fair  Saxon. 

Linley  Rochford. 

Miss  Misanthrope, 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy’s  Daughter. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

Ry  AGNES  MAC'S!  ON  ELL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

Sty  BERTRAM  SIKTFORD. 
The  Gun-Runner. 

By  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 


McCarthy. 

Donna  Quixote. 
Maid  of  Athens. 
Camiola. 


Yal  Strange. 
Hearts. 

A  Model  Father, 


Life’s  Atonement. 

Joseph’s  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Old  Blazer’s  Hero. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular.  I  Cynic  Fortune. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 

By  MURRAY  &  HERMAN. 
The  Bishops’  Bible. 

Paul  Jones’s  Alias. 

By  HUME  NISBET. 

“Ball  Up!” 

Ry  GEORGES  OH  NET. 

A  Weird  Gift. 

By  Mrs.  OLIP1IANT, 
Whiteladies. 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels  —continued, 

Ry  O  VIDA. 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

CecilCastlemaine’s 
Gage. 

Tricotrin.  [  Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders. 

Pascarel.  |  Signa. 

Princess  Naprax- 
ine. 

By  MARGARET  A 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

Ry  JAMES  PAYN. 
Lost  Sir  Masslngberd. 

Loss  Black  than  We’re  Painted, 
A  Confidential  Agent. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

In  Peril  and  Privation. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge 
The  Canon’s  Y/ard. 


Two  Little  Wooden 
Shoes. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths.  |  Rutfino. 
Pipistrello. 

A  Village  Commune 
Bimbi.  |  Wanda. 
Frescoes.:  Othmar. 
In  Maremma. 
Syrlin.l  Guilderoy. 
Santa  Barbara. 
RAUL, 


Holiday  Tasks. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the 
Will. 

Sunny  Stories. 

A  Trying  Patient. 


Walter’s  Word, 

By  Proxy. 

High  Spirits. 

Under  One  Roof. 

From  Exile. 

Glow-worm  Tales, 

Talk  of  the  Town 

My  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentina.  |  The  Foreigners, 

Mrs.  Lancaster’s  Rival. 

By  RICHARD  PRYCE, 
Miss  Maxwell’s  Affections. 

Ry  CHARS.ES  BEADE. 

It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief, 

Put  Yourself  in  his  Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 


Wandering  Heir. 
A  Woman-Hater. 
A  Simpleton, 
Readiana. 

The  Jilt. 

RIDDELL, 


Hard  Cash. 

Peg  Woffington. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

Foul  Play. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

By  Mrs.  J.  II JH _ 

The  Prince  o'f  Wales’s  Garden  Party, 
Weird  Stories. 

By  F.  IV.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 

The  Hahds  cf  Justice. 

My  AV.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 

My  Shipmate  Louise. 

Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea. 

By  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 

Guy  Waterman.  |  Two  Dreamers. 
Bound  to  the  Y/heel. 

The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

By  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

Gideon’s  Rock.  I  Heart  Salvage. 

The  High  Mills,  |  Sebastian, 
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By  X.UKE  SHARP. 

In  a  Steamer  Chair. 

From  Whose  Bourne. 

Bj-  HARXEY  SHIRT. 
Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  «.  A.  STERSBALE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Proud  Maisie.  |  The  Violin-player. 

By  FRANCE*  E.  TROLLOPE. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness.  |  Mabel’s  Progress. 

By  1  VAN  TURGENIEFF,  Sc. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 
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By  ANTHONV  TROLLOPE. 
Frau  Frohmann.  |  Land-Leaguers. 
Mai’ion  Fay. 

Tiie  Way  We  Live  Now. 

Mr.  Scarborough’s  Family. 

By  €.  1!.  FRASEK-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TVTUIB, 

The  Bride’s  Pass.  [  Lady  Bell. 

Buried  Diamonds. 

The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

By  MARK  TWAIN. 

The  American  Claimant. 

The  £1,000,000  Bank-note. 

By  J.  S.  WINTER. 

A  Soldier’s  Children. 


CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF  POPULAR  NOVELS. 


The  Devil’s  Die. 
This  Mortal  Coii. 
In  all  Shades. 


Strange  Stories. 

Philistia. 

Babylon. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 

For  Mainue’s  Sake.  |  Tents  of  Shern. 
Great  Taboo.  I  Dumaresq’s  Daughter. 

By  E.  LESTER  ARNOLD. 
Phra  the  Phoenician. 

By  ALAN  ST.  A  l  iU  N, 

A  Fellow  of  Trinity.  |  The  Junior  Dean. 
By  H<-v.  S.  RARING  GOULD. 
Red  Spider.  |  Eve. 

By  FRANK  BARRETT. 
Fettered  for  Life. 

Between  Life  and  Death. 

The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassoulich. 

Folly  Morrison.  I  Honest  Davie. 

Lieut.  Barnabas.'A  Prodigal’s  Progress. 
Found  Guilty.  I  A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 
For  Love  and  Honour. 

John  Ford  ;  and  His  Helpmate. 

Little  Lady  Linton. 

By  YV.  BE  SANT  &  .S.  RACE 


By  Celia’s  Arbour. 
Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
Ten  Years’  Tenant. 


This  Son  ofVulcan 
My  Little  Girl. 

Case  of  Mr.Lucraft 
Golden  Butterfly. 

Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 

With  Harp  and  Crown. 

'Twas  in  Trafalgar’s  Bay. 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

By SISE E SEE Y  BEAI7CIIA M 1* 
Grantley  Grange.  „ 

By  AMBROSE  BIERCE. 

In  the  Midst  of  Life. 

By  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 
Camp  Notes.  I  Savage  Life. 
Chronicles  of  No-man’s  Laud. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated 

By  ARTEMUS  WARD. 
Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  EDMOND  ABOUT. 

The  Fellah. 

By  HAMILTON  AIDE. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.  |  Confidences. 

By  MARY  ALBERT. 

Brooke  Finchley’s  Daughter. 

By  Mrs.  ALEXANDER. 

Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  ?  |  Valerie’  Fate. 
By  GRANT  ALLEN. 


boards,  3s.  each. 

By  WALTER  BE  SANT. 
Dorothy  Forster.  I  Uncie  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon.  |  Herr  Panins. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 

The  Captains’  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

To  Cali  Her  Mine. 

The  Bell  of  St.  Paul’s.  |  The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 

St.  Katherine’s  by  the  Tower. 

By  BRET  HARTE, 
Californian  Stories.  |  Gabriel  Conroy. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog.  I  Flip. 

The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp..  |  Maruja. 
A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

By  HAROLD  BRIDGES. 
Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 
The  Shadow  of  the 
Sword. 

A  Child  of  Nature. 

God  and  the  Man. 

Love  Me  for  Ever. 

Foxglove  Manor. 

The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

By  HALL  CAINE. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 

A  Son  of  Hagar.  |  The  Deemster. 

By  Commander  CAMERON. 
The  Cruise  of  the  “Black  Prince.” 

By  Mrs.  LOVETT  CAME  BON. 
Deceivers  Ever.  |  Juliet’s  Guardian. 

By  AUSTIN  CLARE, 

For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By  Mrs.  ARCHER  CLIVE. 
Paul  Ferroll. 

Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

By  MACLAjREN  COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

By  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

MORT.  &  FRANCES  COLLINS, 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  |  Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 

Fight  with  Fortune.  |  Village  Comedy. 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  |  You  Play  me  False. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar.  |  Frances. 


The  Martyrdom  of 
Madeline. 

Annan  Water. 

The  New  Abelard. 
Matt. 

The  Heir  of  Linne. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  WIEKIE  COLLINS. 


Armadale. 

After  Dark. 

No  Name. 
Antonina.  |  Basil. 
Hide  and  Seek, 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts. 
Miss  or  Mrs  ? 

New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Haunted  Hotel. 


My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel’s  Daughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
‘‘I  Say  No.” 

The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 
Legacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


A  Rogue’s  Life. 

Ity  II.  .».  COLQUIIOUN. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

Ity  DUTTON  COOK. 

Leo.  |  Paul  Foster’s  Daughter. 

By  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK, 
Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

lly  MATT  CROl. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  .11.  CROKER. 


Bird  of  Passage. 
Proper  Pride. 


Pretty  Miss  Neville. 

Diana  Barrington 
“To  Let.” 

By  WILLIAM  CTPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  AEPHONSE  BAEBET, 

The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

ByERASMES  DAWSON, 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JAMES  BE  MIEEE. 

A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  EE  IT  81  DERWENT 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.  |  Circe’s  Lovers. 
By  EHAREES  DICKENS. 


Oliver  Twist. 
Nicholas  Nickleby. 


Sketches  by  Boz. 

Pickwick  Papers. 

By  DICK  DONOVAN. 

The  Man-Hunter.  |  Caught  at  Last! 
Tracked  and  Taken.  |  Wanted  ! 

Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan? 

The  Man  from  Manchester. 

A  Detective’s  Triumphs. 

In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 

From  Information  Received. 

Tracked  to  Doom.  |  Link  by  Link. 

By  Mrs.  ANNIE  EDWARWES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.  |  Archie  Lovell. 

By  M.  B ETI1A M-E DIVA R DS. 
Felicia.  '  I  Kitty. 

By  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

By  G.  MANVILLE  FEN IV. 
The  New  Mistress. 

By  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Bella  Donna.  I  Polly. 

Never  Forgotten.  I  Fatal  Zero. 

The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 

The  Lady  of  Brantome. 

By  PERCY  FITZGERALD 
nn<l  otlicrs. 

Strange  Secrets. 

ALBANY  BE  FONRLANQl'E. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

By  K.  E.  FRANCILLON. 


Olympia. 

One  by  One. 

A  Real  Queen. 


Queen  Cophetua. 
King  or  Knave? 
Romances  of  Law. 


Two- Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  IIAROLB  E  BE  BE  IS  8  I  TS. 

Seth’s  Brother’s  Wife. 

The  Lawton  Girl. 


Brel,  by  Sir  BARTLE  FREGE, 
Pandurang  Hari. 

By  IIAIN  FRISWELL, 


One  of  Two. 

By  EDWAP.B  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 


Robin  Gray. 

Fancy  Free. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What  will  the 
World  Say? 

In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King. 

In  Pastures  Green. 
Queen  of  Meadow. 
A  Heart’s  Problem. 
The  Dead  Heart. 


In  Honour  Bound. 
Flower  of  Forest. 
Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft, 
Of  High  Degree. 
Mead  and  Stream 
Loving  a  Dream. 

A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart’s  Delight. 
Blood-Money. 


By  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 

Dr.  Austin’s  Guests.  I  James  Duke. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 


By  ERNEST  GLANVILI.E. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  |  The  Fossicker. 

By  HENRY  GREYILLE, 

A  Noble  Woman.  |  Nikanor. 

By  JOHN  IIAKBERTON. 
Brueton’s  Bayou.  |  Country  Luck. 

By  ANDREW  IIALLIDAY. 
Every-Day  Papers. 

By  Eiitcly  BIJEF  IIS  II  ARB  A. 
Paul  Wynter’s  Sacrifice. 

Bv  THOMAS  HARDY. 


Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  J.  BERWICK  IIARWOOB. 

The  Tenth  Earl. 

By  J  I  LIAN  HAWTHORNE. 


Sebastian  Strome. 
Dust. 

Beatrix  Randolph. 
Love— or  a  Nam  a. 


Garth 

Ellice  Quentin. 

Fortune’s  Fool. 

Miss  Cadogna. 

David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR  HELPS, 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  34  E IN  IS  V  HERMAN. 


A  Leading  Lady. 

By  Mrs.  CASHEL  II©  EY. 

The  Lover’s  Creed. 

By  Mrs.  GEORGE  HOOPER. 
The  House  of  Raby. 

By  TIB  HE  HOPKINS. 
’Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

By  Mrs.  EIOGFRFORD. 

A  Maiden  ail  Forlorn. 

In  Durance  Vile.  I  A  Mental  Struggle. 
Marvel.  I  A  Modern  Circs. 

By  Mrs.  A  I, EKE  B  HUNT. 
Thornicroft’s  Model.  I  Self-Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.  I  Leaden  Casket. 

By  JEAN  I  NEE  1.0  W. 

Fated  to  be  Free. 


By  HARRIETT  JAY 
The  Dark  Colleen. 

The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

By  MARK  BCERSIIAW. 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  R.  ASHE  St  I  NR. 

A  Drawn  Game.  I  Passion’s  Slave. 
“The  Wearing  of  the  Green.” 

Beil  Barrv. 

By  .SOI6N  LEYS. 

The  Lindsays. 

By  Si.  I.  ANN  Si  INTON. 


Paston  Carew. 
“My  Love!  ” 
lone. 


5k(!A  1ST  81V. 

I  Donna  Quixote. 
Maid  of  Athens. 
Camiola. 


Patricia  Kemhall. 

World  Well  Lost. 

UnderwhichLord? 

The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 

With  a  Silken  Thread. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

Sowing  the  Wind. 

By  SIENBY  \Y.  I,5TCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN 
A  Fair  Saxon. 

Linley  Rochford. 

Miss  Misanthrope.  ] 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy’s  Daughter. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

By  SSttJRH  MAUCOEE. 

Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet. 

By  ARNES  MACBONEEE. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

ItATIIASSlNE  S.  MACQSIOIK. 
The  Evil  Eye.  |  Lost  Rose. 

By  W.  II.  MALLOCK. 

The  New  Republic. 

By  FLORENCE  Til  ARB  VAT. 
Openl  Sesame!  |  Fighting  the  Air. 

A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 

Written  in  Fire. 

By  .5.  MASTERMAN. 
Halfadozen  Daughters. 

By  BBANBEK  MATTHEWS. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  LEONARD  MERE5UI4. 
The  Man  who  was  Good. 

By  JEAN  M3EMYEEMASS. 
Touch  and  Go.  |  Mr.  Dorillion. 

By  Mrs.  iilOLESH’ORTH. 
Hathercourt  Rectory. 

By  J.  E.  MURDOCK. 
Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful. 

The  Dead  Man’s  Secret. 

From  the  Bosom  of  the  Deep. 

Bv  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 


Old  Blazer’s  Hero. 
Hearts. 

Way  of  the  World. 
Cynic  Fortune. 


A  Model  Father. 

Joseph’s  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Yal  Strange. 

A  Life’s  Atonement. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

Kr  MUI«BA%  and  HERMAN. 
One  Traveller  Returns. 

Paul  Jones’s  Alias. 

The  Bishops’  Bible. 

By  HENRY  MURRAY. 

A  Game  of  Bluff. 

By  HUME  NISBET. 

“Bail  Up!” 

I  r.  Bernard  St.  Vincent. 

Bv  ALICE  CTI4NI.ON. 

The  Unforeseen.  |  Chance?  or  Fate? 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  GEORGES  OIINET. 

Doctor  Rameau.  I  A  Last  Love. 

A  Weird  Gift. 

By  Mrs.  Old  5”  IS  A  NT. 
Whiteladies.  |  The  Primrose  Path. 
The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 

By  Mrs.  ROBERT  O  REILI.V. 
Phcebs’s  Fortunes. 

By  OHIO  A. 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 
Idalia. 

CecilCastlemaine’s 

Gage. 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel. 

Signa. 

Princess  Naprax- 
ine. 

In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne. 


Two  Little  Wooden 
Shoes. 
Friendship. 

Moths. 

Pipistrello. 

A  Village  Com¬ 
mune. 

Bimbi. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

In  Marenuna» 
Othmar. 

Guilderoy. 

Ruffino. 

Syrlin. 

Ouida’s  Wisdon, 
Wit,  and  Path  -s. 


MARGARET  ARNES  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES  PAY1Y. 


£200  Reward. 
Marine  Residence. 
Mirk  Abbey. 

By  Proxy. 

Under  One  Roof. 
High  Spirits. 
Gariy  on’s  Year. 
From  Exile. 

For  Cash  Only. 
Kit. 

The  Canon’s  Ward 
Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 


Bentlnck’s  Tutor. 

Murphy’s  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil’s  Tryst. 

Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 

Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter’s  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 

A  Woman’s  Vengeance. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Gwendoline’s  Harvest. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

Married  Beneath  Hiir, 

Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Less  Black  than  We’re  Paintsd. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 

Some  Private  Yiews. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

Glow-worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  Mlrbridga. 

The  Burnt  Million. 

The  Word  and  the  Will. 

A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 

Sunny  Stories. 

By  E.  E.  BISSSOS. 

Lady  Lovelace. 

By  EDGAR  A.  EWE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL  PRAED 
The  Romance  of  a  Station. 

The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 

My  E.  €.  EBB  UE. 
Valentina,  |  The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster’s  Rival.  |  Gerald. 


HOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY  CHATTO  St  WINDUS. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  KICiiAKii  tfltlCE. 

Miss  Maxwell’s  Affections. 

By  CHARBES  BEADE. 
ft  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 
Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

The  Wandering  Heir.  |  Hard  Cash. 
Singlehcart  and  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 


Peg  Woffington. 
Griffith  Gaunt. 
Foul  Play. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 


A  Simpleton. 
Readiana. 

A  Woman-Hater. 
The  Jilt. 


By  Mrs.  J.  BE.  ItlDOEU.. 

Weird  Stories.  |  Fairy  Water. 

Her  Mother’s  Darling. 

Prince  of  V/ ales’s  Garden  Party. 

The  Uninhabited  House. 

The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 

The  Nun’s  Curse.  |  Idle  Tales. 

By  F.  XV.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  JAIMES  RSJNFliMAN. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 

Grace  Balmalgn’s  Sweetheart. 

Schools  and  Scholars. 

By  W.  FEABSfc  RUSSELL. 
Round  the  Galley  Fire. 

On  the  Fo’k’sle  Head. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 

The  Mystery  of  the  “Ocean  Star.” 
The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 

An  Ocean  Tragedy. 

My  Shipmate  Louise. 

Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea. 
GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SABA. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 


By  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 

Guy  Waterman.  |  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

K>  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Joan  Merry  weather.  1  Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.  |  Sebastian. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

By  GEO  HOE  K.  SIMS. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 

The  Ring  o’  Bells. 

Mary  Jane’s  Memoirs. 

Mary  Jane  Married. 

Tales  of  To-day.  |  Dramas  of  Life. 
Tinkletop’s  Crime. 

Zeph:  A  Circus  Story. 

By  ARTHUR  8KETGHLEV. 

A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

By  HAWLEY  SMART. 
Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 

The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

The  Golden  Hoop.  I  By  Devious  Ways. 
Hoodwinked,  &c.  |  Back  to  Life. 

The  Loudwater  Tragedy. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  JR.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 
New  Arabian  Nights.  |  Prince  Otto. 

I!V  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Cressida.  |  Proud  Maisie. 

The  Violin-player. 

By  WALTER  TnOBNBUBY. 

Tales  for  the  Marines. 

Old  Stories  Re  told. 

T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  F.  ELEANOR  TROLLOPE. 

Like  Ship3  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness.  |  Mabel’s  Progress. 

By  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 
Frau  Frohmann.  j  Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Marion  Fay.  •  j  John  Caldigate. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

The  American  Senator. 

Mr.  Scarborough’s  Family, 
j  The  Land-Leaguers, 
j  The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpera. 

By  J.  T.  TROWBRIDGE. 

j  Farnell’s  Folly. 

By  IVAN  TURPENIEFF,  Arc. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  HARK  TWAIN. 

A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the  Continent. 

The  Gilded  Age. 

Mark  Twain's  Sketches. 

Tom  Sawyer.  I  A  Tramp  Abroad. 
The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
Huckleberry  Finn.  1  ( 

Life  on  the  Mississippi. 

The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 

A  Yankee  at  the  Court  of  King  Arthur. 

By  C.  C.  FBASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  T1TLER. 

The  Bride’s  Pass.  I  Noblesse  Obiige. 
Buried  Diamonds.  |  Disappeared. 

Saint  Mungo’s  City.  I  Huguenot  Family. 
Lady  Bell.  |  Blackhail  Ghosts. 

What  She  Came  Through. 

J  Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

|  Citoyenne  Jaqueline. 
j  B)  Mrs.  F.  55.  WILLIAMS  ©NT. 

A  Child  Widow. 

By  J.  S.  WINTER, 

Cavalry  Life.  |  Regimental  Legends. 
By  IE.  F.  WOOD, 
i  The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

By  I,ndy  H  OOD. 

Sabina. 

CELIA  PARKER  WOOLLEY. 

Rachel  Armstrong;  or,  Love  &  Theology. 

By  EDMUND  YATES. 

The  Forlorn  Hope.  |  Land  at  Last. 
Castaway. 


OGDEN,  SMALE  AND  CO.  LIMITED.  PRINTERS,  GREAT  SAFFRON  KILL,  E.C, 
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